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            Dedication

         
         
            For the newest member of the Greenwald cousin crew—Ruth Hope—wishing you a lifetime of friendship, summer fun, and fortunes
               that always come true.
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            Prologue
Nora

         
         “So should we just finally agree to this?” Nora’s mom asked Millie’s and Bea’s moms over the phone. “And stop torturing them . . .”

         
         Nora stood with her ear against her mother’s bedroom door, trying to figure out if the answer was going to be yes or no. The
            radiators in Nora’s house were loud, and for some reason it was still necessary to have the heat on in late April.
         

         
         Summer still feels like forever away, Nora thought.
         

         
         “Oh, it would be great for them,” Nora’s mom said. “And Millie being responsible for three eight-year-olds by herself would
            definitely be too much. But it’s just a lot for you, isn’t it? Having two extra girls to deal with for four weeks?” She laughed.
         

         
         Nora rolled her eyes.

         
         Like we’re really so much to deal with? Seriously. We’re going to be in eighth grade soon. Pretty much raising ourselves now!

         
         “Well, if you’re okay with it, I’m okay with it.” Pause. “Of course I’ll miss her, but I’m sure it won’t feel very long—time
            really seems to speed by lately.”
         

         
         Nora pulled her hair into a ponytail, took her phone out of her hoodie pocket, and typed out a quick text to Millie and Bea.

         
         
            Nora: Listening at the door. I think it’s gonna be a yes!
            

            Bea: Listening too but my mom is silent most of the time!
            

            Millie: I knew it was gonna be a yes. My parents are excited about this! Just had to get yours on board!
            

         

         Nora put her phone back in her pocket because it was hard for her to eavesdrop and text at the same time. She leaned back
            against the hallway wall and closed her eyes.
         

         
         Oh, please please please let this happen. Let me spend four weeks in the country with Millie and Bea. I won’t have to shuttle
               back and forth between Mom’s and Dad’s. I won’t have to deal with Penelope. I won’t have to end up in the middle of Jade and
               Esme drama. PLEEEEASE. Four weeks away from all that . . . magic.

         
         A minute later, her mom’s bedroom door opened. Nora startled and pretended she was running to the bathroom. She could always use period cramps as an excuse, since she finally had her period now, the last of her friends to get it.
         

         
         “Nora,” her mom said, on the verge of laughing. “I know you were listening.”

         
         “Huh? What?” Nora covered her mouth to prevent any giggles from spilling out.

         
         Her mom shook her head, pulling Nora in close for a hug. “We all agreed to it. You can go.”

         
         “Really really really?” Nora squealed. “Thank you SO much, Mom! Honestly, thank you a million times. I know it was hard coordinating
            with Dad, and I know you’ll miss me, but it’s really not that long and I am sooooo excited. So so so so so excited!”
         

         
         Nora’s mom kissed the top of Nora’s head. “I know, Sweets. It’s going to be great. I’m happy you’re happy. I’m the happiest
            when you and Pen are happy. You know this, right?”
         

         
         “I know it!”

         
         “Good.”

         
         “Can I go call Millie and Bea now, just for ten minutes? I know it’s almost bedtime.”

         
         Nora’s mom nodded. “Sure. I’m surprised you’re not already on a call!”

         
         Nora laughed. “Mom, you’re the BEST!”

         
         As soon as Nora was in her room, her phone rang with a FaceTime call.

         
         “It’s happening!” Millie screamed. “You are coming to live with me for A WHOLE MONTH. AND SO SOON!”

         
         “Literally the best news I’ve heard in my whole life,” Bea said. “LITERALLY. This is going to be the most epic summer ever.”

         
         “It’s true,” Nora added. “Even when we were at Shire together, we didn’t get to have a monthlong sleepover. EPIC.”
         

         
         Millie’s smile was the widest Nora had ever seen it. “I am so so so so excited. We have to figure out where you guys are sleeping.
            I have my own room here, and there’s room for two twin air mattresses, but will that be uncomfortable for the whole summer?”
         

         
         “It’s fine for me,” Bea said.

         
         “Same,” Nora added.

         
         “We also have a small guest room you guys can share, with two twin beds, but then we won’t be all together allllll the time,
            like even when we’re sleeping, so we’ll have to discuss it when you get here, and prob a million times before then!” Millie
            beamed. “I am so excited for you to meet Rodge, and these triplets are SO CUTE. We’ll be mother’s helpers, and, like, running
            our own little day camp at the same time! I’ll have to practice for my bat mitzvah, but that’s only like fifteen minutes a
            day. . . .” She paused, sounding like she was taking a huge gulp of water. “I mean, this is just going to be one hundred percent
            perfect.”
         

         
         Nora felt a twitch of nervousness in her stomach. There was no way it would be one hundred percent perfect the entire time. Nothing ever was. But she didn’t say that. For now, she wanted to live in the excitement, the anticipation, every moment daydreaming about what summer would be like! 

         
         Looking forward to something is almost as fun as the actual thing, Nora thought after they ended the call and she was brushing her teeth and getting ready for bed.
         

         
         She was glad she had some lead time before the summer, to look forward to it, but not so much that it would seem like forever
            away and like it would never actually get here.
         

         
         Nora tossed and turned that night, unable to fall asleep, putting her hair up into a high bun and then taking it down a thousand
            different times while thinking about all the summer possibilities. She couldn’t wait to meet Rodge, Millie’s kinda-sorta boyfriend,
            and his friends that Millie had told her and Bea about. And would there be other kids their age there, too?
         

         
         Maybe I’ll make summer friends, Nora mused. She’d never gone to sleepaway camp, even though so many kids in Tressdale went every summer. This would be almost
            like that, since she was sleeping away from home. Only better, because she would be in an actual house with air-conditioning
            and her two best friends in the entire world.
         

         
         Maybe I’ll have a summer romance, she thought. Her Tressdale friends Jade and Esme were obsessed with boyfriends. Jade had literally had three over the course of the school year, and it wasn’t even over yet. All they did
            was kiss, and barely, but she made such a big deal out of it. Nora had Jeremy. He still liked her, and she sort of liked him,
            but she couldn’t handle the whole concept of a boyfriend. But maybe this summer would be different? Maybe it would feel easier
            away from home, away from her parents, from shuttling back and forth between houses all the time. And maybe it will feel easier away from Jade and Esme, too, Nora wondered. They were friends, but not in the same way Millie and Bea were friends.
         

         
         With Jade and Esme, Nora always felt a little wobbly, like she couldn’t be totally secure and comfy with their friendship.

         
         Okay, force your brain to stop thinking this instant, Nora told herself. She looked at the digital clock on her nightstand and saw that it was nearly two a.m. She really wanted
            to sleep. She hated feeling exhausted in the morning.
         

         
         But telling herself to stop thinking didn’t work. Instead, her thoughts bounced from what bathing suits she should bring and
            if she’d feel too ick to swim in the lake, to what would happen if she got a beesting, and what if she didn’t like what Millie’s
            mom made for dinner, and what if she got a stomach bug while she was there?
         

         
         They only have one bathroom, she remembered. That could get tricky with six of us.

         
         Eventually, finally, Nora fell asleep and dreamed about swimming in the lake and making s’mores and staying up really late talking and laughing with Millie and Bea. Summer was three months away, but in her dreams it was right now. 

         
         And they were the best dreams she’d had in a while.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1
Bea

         
         “I can’t believe you’re leaving for four weeks,” Danny said from Bea’s doorway, looking into her room at all the piles and
            bags.
         

         
         “You’ll be fine, Danny,” Bea replied without looking up at her twin. “You’re going to be so busy as a caddy, you won’t even
            know I’m gone.”
         

         
         He shrugged. “Nah, I’ll notice.”

         
         Bea wasn’t sure where all of Danny’s sentimentality was coming from. It was true they’d gotten closer over the year, but not
            that close. He was going to be out with his friends whenever he wasn’t working. She was sure of that. Her brother was so predictable
            that way. He wouldn’t really even miss her.
         

         
         She added the last shirt to the pile, shoved the whole thing into her duffel bag, and looked up at Danny. “You’ll be okay, I promise.” 

         
         “I think it’s cool you’re doing this, Bea. And I think it’s awesome that you’re friends with Nora and Millie again.”

         
         Bea smiled. “Thanks. I agree.”

         
         “But are you going to be okay at Shire without them in the fall?” he asked, finally coming into her room and sitting down
            on her bed.
         

         
         So that’s what this is about, Bea thought. Is he trying to talk me out of it? I don’t think the tuition is refundable at this point.

         
         “Yes, I’ll be fine without them. I have other friends there, you know. . . . Are you trying to convince me to stay at Prenner?”

         
         “No,” he replied, so fast that Bea was convinced he was lying. “I think it’ll be weird being in a different school from you,
            but I guess it’ll prepare us for college.”
         

         
         “College?” Bea laughed. “Danny, where is this coming from?”

         
         “Where is what coming from?”

         
         “Your sudden sadness and concern for me and us and school and summer and all the things.” Bea lifted her eyebrows. “You seem,
            like, I don’t know. Like you’re going through something.”
         

         
         He flopped back on her bed, and she was grateful that he’d showered this morning. Sometimes he was covered in post-soccer sweat for way too long, and she didn’t want that on her bedding. 

         
         “I’m fine, Bea. I just want to make sure you’re fine and you know what you’re getting into. Like, going back to Shire for
            eighth grade is not the same as being there in fifth grade, when we left, and definitely not the same as before COVID.” He
            paused. “I just want to make sure you’re aware of that.”
         

         
         “Danny. Hello? Of course I am. I’ve been back. I had my Visit Day before we signed the contract, I sat in on classes. I’m
            aware.” Bea sniffled from allergies, but she feared Danny would think she was crying. “It won’t be the same, but it’ll be
            good. I want to be there.”
         

         
         “Okay.” Danny sat up. “Just making sure.”

         
         “Now the question is, Why don’t YOU want to be there?” Bea asked. “We can commute together. You have friends there, too. It’s
            not like you looooove Prenner.”
         

         
         “I like Prenner, and I’m fine there, especially with the soccer team. I don’t want to switch again,” Danny said. “But I will
            miss being in school with you, and I will miss you this summer. There. I said it.”
         

         
         Bea totally cracked up, even though Danny was being so sweet. She’d just never really heard him talk this way before.

         
         “I’m telling you this, opening up my soul to you, and you’re laughing.” Danny shook his head and stood up. “Really, Bea? Really?”

         
         She pulled him into a hug. “I’m sorry. I love you, Danny. For the record: I’m gonna miss you, too.”

         
         “Okay.” He nodded. “For the record, finish packing. Mom said we’re leaving at two thirty and it’s one forty-seven.”

         
         “I know, I know.” Bea inhaled and exhaled. “I’m almost done.”

         
         Her brother left her room, and Bea surveyed all the piles that still had to go into her duffel. It didn’t make sense that
            she needed six sweatshirts for summertime, but somehow she felt like she did. Two zip-up hoodies, two crewnecks, one pullover
            hoodie, and one that was more jacket fleece type than sweatshirt. All were essential. Plus, she loved sweatshirts and had
            acquired so many at bar and bat mitzvahs this year. It was the go-to gift merch, and she loved them all.
         

         
         “Everyone ready to go?” Bea’s mom called up the stairs a little while later. Bea looked at the clock: it was 2:25! Time to
            leave Brooklyn for the Berkshires!
         

         
         “One minute!” Bea yelled back.

         
         She was actually kind of excited that both her parents plus Aunt Claire and Danny were coming along for the ride. It was so rare that they had time all together, all in the same space, and car trips never bothered her. Bea liked the way they’d all sing along to the music—Indigo Girls and Van Morrison and Cat Stevens—all of her mom’s favorites. Aunt Claire usually slept most of the ride, and she always looked so peaceful when she slept. Bea wished they could all feel that peaceful all the time. 

         
         “Need any help with your bags, Beezus?” her dad asked. Bea never admitted it, but she loved the nickname her dad had given
            her so long ago, when he read all the Ramona Quimby books aloud to her and Danny before bed.
         

         
         “Sure, grab the big duffel?” Bea asked.

         
         “On it.”

         
         While her dad was dragging the bags out and Aunt Claire, her mom, and Danny were already in the car, Bea stood in her room
            and said goodbye to it for the next month.
         

         
         Goodbye wicker bench, goodbye comfiest bed in the universe, white ceiling fan, tangled mess of necklaces and hair bands that
               I can never unravel. See you soon!

         
         She ran down the stairs, found her whole family out in the car waiting for her, and blew her house a kiss as they drove down
            Beverley Road and made their way to the BQE.
         

         
         It seemed like her phone vibrated three hundred times within the first ten minutes of the ride.

         
         
            Millie: CANNOT BELIEVE YOU ARE GOING TO BE SLEEPING IN MY HOUSE TONIGHT
            

            Millie: SORRY FOR ALL CAPS BUT I AM JUST SO EXCITED
            

            Nora: Me too! We just got on the road
            

            Bea: SAME! SAME! SAME!
            

            Millie: Btw I cannot wait to take you to this amazing place called the Bistro Box. It’s an order your food and then sit place. But
               it’s all outside and they have cornhole and all these homemade lemonades plus the best chocolate peanut butter ice cream in
               the world! They have a burger with tomato bacon jam! It’s honestly SOOO GOOD!
            

            Bea: OMG! That sounds so delicious
            

            Nora: Starving. Want alllll of that rn
            

         

         Bea had to stop texting because she was getting carsick, so she put her phone in the front pocket of her backpack and stared
            out the window. Everyone was quiet except for her dad, who was humming along to Cat Stevens’s “Wild World.”
         

         
         “Bea?” her mom said from the front seat, turning around a little bit to face her.

         
         “Hmm?”

         
         “I just wanted to say that I’m excited for you, and I’m glad you’re doing this.” She cleared her throat, seeming on the verge
            of tears. “I know it was hard when you weren’t talking to Nora and Millie, and I think this time will be so great for all
            of you.”
         

         
         “Oh, Mom! Thank you.” Bea smiled. “Thanks for letting me go. I know it wasn’t an easy decision and stuff.”

         
         Her mom nodded. “It wasn’t that hard of a decision, truthfully. You know how I feel about friendship in general. You know how I felt about Bubbie and Thelma’s friendship, and how I feel about my friendship with Leora.” 

         
         “I do.”

         
         “And of course that’s what I wish for you, and it seems like you already have it. There are always bumps in the road, you
            know.”
         

         
         “I know that, too.”

         
         Bea wasn’t sure how this was going to go. Would it be more of a heart-to-heart or more of a lecture?

         
         With her mother, it was always a little bit unclear.

         
         “Promise me you’ll soak it all in?” her mom asked. “Just be in the moment, okay? Don’t worry, don’t overthink, just be.”

         
         Danny cracked up. “Yes, just be, Bea. Get it? Just be, Bea.”
         

         
         Bea shook her head, laughing, too.

         
         “Yes. Okay, to both of you.” She smiled. “I will.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2
Millie

         
         Millie couldn’t believe that today was the day! Bea and Nora were arriving! They would be here in less than an hour! She was
            pretty sure she was awake the entire night, not even sleeping for ten minutes, and she popped out of bed before seven, using
            the extra awake hours to practice for her bat mitzvah—that’s how excited she was.
         

         
         “I can’t believe you get to have a sleepover for a whole month!” her little sister, Sabrina, whined at her from across the
            breakfast table. “That’s really unfair.”
         

         
         “Why is it unfair?” Millie asked, fiddling with the end of her braid. “You’ve had sleepovers all year. Like every weekend . . .”

         
         “But not for a whole month straight!”

         
         “Girls—enough, okay?” Their mom sat down with them and finished her mug of now-cold tea. “We’re very excited that Bea and Nora are coming, we will welcome them, we will all enjoy each other’s company. It will be wonderful.” 

         
         Why does she speak like the leader of a Girl Scout troop? Millie thought. I guess it could be worse. Drill sergeant would be worse for sure.

         
         “Ugh, and they get to hang out all day and I’m forced to go to camp!” Sabrina wailed, putting her head down on the table,
            some strands of hair almost falling into her cereal.
         

         
         “You’ll get to hang out, too, when you’re my age. Plus we’re going to be working, too, with the triplets, remember?” Millie
            replied softly. “Relax, Sabs, okay? It’s going to be a fun summer.”
         

         
         “If you say so . . .” Sabrina got up and put her bowl in the dishwasher. “I’m going to the lake, so I won’t be sooooo annoying
            when your friends get here.” She rolled her eyes.
         

         
         “You’re not annoying!” Millie yelled after her.

         
         Okay, she was lying. Sabrina was annoying, but then again, most little sisters were. At least some of the time.
         

         
         “Your room is all straightened up?” Millie’s mom asked. “And the guest room? And the den? I want to make sure everything looks
            nice for them when they arrive.”
         

         
         “Yes and yes.” Millie smiled. “I’m going to wait for them on the porch. According to Nora’s last text, she’ll be here in fifteen minutes!” 

         
         “Hooray!” Millie’s mom replied, putting her mug in the dishwasher.

         
         I can’t believe this is happening, Millie thought. Really and truly cannot believe it. Like how is it real that Nora and Bea will be here so soon, and we’ll get to spend literally every second together, except when we’re asleep,
               and we’ll actually be together like in the same house and hopefully the same room, but not awake, so maybe that doesn’t count, but maybe it does.

         
         Five minutes later, Millie heard a car driving up the road to her house, and then she recognized Nora’s Subaru immediately.

         
         Nora was here!

         
         It seemed like Nora jumped out of the car before it was fully in park, and within seconds, she was on Millie’s porch and they
            were doing the swaying hug they used to do all the time, even after they had been apart for only a few moments.
         

         
         “Millie!” Nora screeched.

         
         “Nora!” Millie screeched back.

         
         They pulled apart from the hug, and both said I can’t believe this is really happening three hundred times, it seemed like, while their moms chatted a few feet away from them. Nora’s sister, Penelope, hadn’t come,
            because she was at their dad’s for a few days.
         

         
         “Is she so sad you’re going to be away all summer?” Millie asked Nora, realizing that having divorced parents was a whole other level of stuff to deal with, and she was silently grateful that her parents were still married and loved each other and all that. 

         
         “She’s fine. Her friends will be at day camp with her, and she’s planning to convince my parents to send her to sleepaway
            next summer, so it’s all good.” Nora shrugged. “She doesn’t get so sad about anything, ya know?”
         

         
         Millie nodded. “Yeah, kind of. No clue what that’s like, though.”

         
         Nora laughed. “Same! Show me your room! I can’t wait to see.” She raised her eyebrows. “And where’s Rodge?”

         
         Millie’s cheeks got all flushed. “Oh, probably at the lake, or on his back porch or something. You’ll meet him soon.”

         
         “Does it feel weird that you, like, have a boyfriend who lives so close to you?” Nora asked.

         
         Millie was curious about what was going on with Nora’s on-again, off-again Jeremy situation, but she figured they’d get into
            all that once Bea was here.
         

         
         “Not really. I mean, he lives down the hill, so it’s not like next door, and we don’t, like, spend every second together or
            anything. . . .”
         

         
         The girls walked into Millie’s cottage, through the kitchen, and down the hallway to her room.

         
         “This is it!” Millie said, proud of how neat it was, the way her books were arranged in rainbow order on her shelves, how
            her beanbag chair was perfectly fluffed.
         

         
         “Mills, it’s the cutest!” Nora smiled, walking around, looking at everything. “Soooo much bigger than your room in the city, and you don’t even have to share it with Sabrina!” 

         
         “I know!” Millie yelped. “Amazing, right? And come check out my view. You can see the mountains, and just wait until sunset
            time—you won’t believe it!”
         

         
         “Yes! I am soooo excited for that, and for all the other things.” Nora wandered around the room and then stopped in front
            of Millie’s bookshelf, where she had a neat row of the Shire School yearbooks.
         

         
         Nora immediately wanted to dig through them with her, laughing at all their old private jokes and the pictures of everyone,
            but then they heard another car driving up the path, and they sprinted down the hall and through the kitchen and out onto
            the porch.
         

         
         “Beeeeeeeaa!” Nora and Millie sang at the same time and ran over to the car. Bea’s parents hopped out to chat with Millie’s
            mom and Nora’s mom, and Aunt Claire waved from the car window.
         

         
         In the car, Danny barely looked up from whatever game he was playing on his phone, but when he did, his eyes locked with Millie’s.

         
         Instantly she remembered what a crush she had on him in fifth grade, when the world shut down, and how worried she was that
            she’d literally never see him again. Of course she’d seen him at Celebrate Shire last year, but now he was here, outside her
            house. Like, right here.
         

         
         Her crush on Danny was a carefully guarded secret, though; she’d never share it. She was sure no one knew. And now, with her whole thing with Rodge, and Danny living three hours away, it didn’t really matter anyway. Millie turned her attention back to her best friends. 

         
         “Bea! You’re here! You’re here!” Millie sang.

         
         The three girls hugged in a circle, arms tight around each other for what felt like the longest hug in history.

         
         Soon Millie’s dad came back from the office and joined Bea’s parents, Aunt Claire and Danny and Nora’s mom on the porch. They
            all decided they could sit for a few minutes and have some lemonade and cheese and crackers, while Millie gave Nora and Bea
            a tour of the lakeside.
         

         
         The three girls walked around, arms linked, and Millie thanked the universe over and over again that they had reached this
            moment.
         

         
         “This is Bear’s Den,” Millie said after they got off the path that led to her house and onto the main road. “The best mozzarella
            sticks you’ll ever have, amazing shakes, too, and fries, of course. We can pretty much get whatever we want for free! Perk
            of my dad’s job that he oversees everything here!”
         

         
         “Seriously?” Nora asked. “Mozzarella sticks EVERY NIGHT?”

         
         “If we want to!”

         
         “Are all the cottages, houses, cabins—whatever you call them—occupied?” Bea asked, looking around.

         
         “Most, but not all,” Millie replied. “Some people just moved out. They were just here for the year and were able to secure other housing, jobs, all of that.” 

         
         “So is there a chance Rodge will be moving?” Nora asked.

         
         Nora’s very concerned about Rodge, Millie realized. What’s that all about? Just general boy craziness, maybe?

         
         “There was a chance,” Millie said, “because his dad was considering some high-end restaurant job in Boston, but he’s actually
            now the head of food and beverage at the Red Lion Inn, this amazing hotel here. I’ll take you!” She smiled. “It’s a great
            job, and he’s super-psyched about it, so it looks like they’re gonna stay in the area, maybe leave their cottage at some point,
            but not yet.”
         

         
         The girls wandered around and visited the lake, and Millie showed them all the boats: canoes, paddleboats, kayaks, even the
            giant pizza slice lake floats.
         

         
         And then, on their way back to the house, she showed them the rental office.

         
         “Here is where I sat all last summer, so so sad and bored and missing you guys,” Millie told them, making an exaggerated frowny
            face.
         

         
         “Right at this desk?” Bea teased.

         
         “Right at this desk!” Millie giggled.

         
         “OMG, there is a dry-erase board,” Nora yelped. “Remember how obsessed we were with the one in the Shire science lab?”

         
         “Yes!” Millie and Bea said at the exact same time and then high-fived.

         
         “Those tic-tac-toe games were SO epic,” Millie added.

         
         “Can we draw on it right now? Oooh, we need to write our goals for the summer!” Nora clapped.

         
         “But people will see it,” Bea explained. “And then everyone will know my goal is to have my first kiss!”

         
         They all stared at each other, thinking it over.

         
         “We can take pictures and then erase it, or hide it in the back closet so no one will see,” Millie suggested. “Or we can just,
            like, write our goals on paper back at my house, later. . . .”
         

         
         They pondered a bit more.

         
         “I have an idea,” Nora said. “Let’s write the goals here and then take a picture on our phones so we can remember, and then we can transfer to paper, to one of your fancy notebooks, Millie.” She paused. “Dry-erase goals just feel more official,
            don’t they?”
         

         
         “Yeah.” Bea nodded. “I think you’re right.”

         
         So the girls all sat quietly for a moment, came up with four goals each, and wrote them on the dry-erase board.

         
         Millie looked at her phone and realized that they should probably get back to the house soon. “Okay, so we’re all set with
            this? Ready to take the pictures?” she asked. “Also, putting it out there that we can revise and add and delete the goals
            and stuff. This isn’t, like, official official, k?”
         

         
         “K,” Nora and Bea said at the same time.

         
         They all stood back and looked at the dry-erase board, with their three different handwritings in black ink, blue ink, and
            red ink.
         

         
         
            Millie:

            
               	Have the best time ever with my two best friends in the world

               	Get closer to Rodge

               	Eat french fries every single day

               	Be a good camp counselor for the triplets

            

            Bea:

            
               	Have my first kiss

               	Not worry about stuff going on at home with Aunt Claire and Mom, etc

               	Force myself not to think about school or tests or anything stressful

               	Feel grateful and at peace

            

            Nora:

            
               	Figure out if I like Jeremy (I don’t think I do)

               	Get an amazing tan

               	Come up with strategies to be more patient with Penelope when I get home

               	If I realize I don’t like Jeremy, find a summer crush

            

         

         They each snapped a picture of the dry-erase board.

         
         But before Nora was about to erase it, Millie said, “For some reason, I feel like erasing it is bad vibes. We can wheel it
            into this closet. No one will see. I promise!”
         

         
         “Sure?” Bea asked.

         
         “Totally sure! No one even uses it, so no one will look for it. Last summer I drew three tiny hearts in the corner, and they
            stayed there alllll summer.”
         

         
         They all agreed and started to head back to Millie’s house after stashing the board away.

         
         “OMG this is going to be THE MOST FUN EVER,” Bea yelled out to Nora and Millie but also to the universe. “I can’t believe
            this is real!”
         

         
         “Neither can I,” Millie and Nora said at the exact same time, and they all cracked up, walking arm in arm the entire way back
            to Millie’s house.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3
Nora

         
         Nora was grateful that the family goodbyes were quick and easy, without any tears. She always felt bad when her mom was alone,
            and this time it felt extra painful since she was driving home by herself and Nora would be gone for a month.
         

         
         What music will she listen to in the car? Or maybe a podcast? NPR? I feel like she’s gonna cry a little. Maybe she’ll stop
               at a Dunkin’ drive-through or something. Hopefully there won’t be too much traffic.

         
         “I’m looking forward to the quiet, I must admit,” her mom had said to Millie’s mom and Bea’s mom, and they all laughed, but
            still. Nora felt a little uneasy about it.
         

         
         Now Nora, Bea, and Millie were on their way to meet the triplets they were going to be sort of watching, sort of running a makeshift camp for over the next four weeks. The meeting was supposed to be held on the weekend, but now the triplets and their mom were going out of town at the last minute, so the meeting had to be tonight, so soon after Nora and Bea arrived in Sheffield Shores. Like, literally right after they had arrived. 

         
         Nora’s stomach rumbled like she was on the scariest roller coaster in the world.

         
         It’s just meeting some kids and their mom, she told herself. Why am I freaking out?

         
         Their cottage was way on the other side of Sheffield Shores, almost near the entrance.

         
         “They moved in right before we did,” Millie explained on the walk over. “Their mom is a single mother by choice! Can you believe
            it? Triplets all on her own!”
         

         
         “Wow. No, I can’t believe that,” Bea replied. “Seriously.”

         
         “So yeah, Roberta, their mom, is so grateful that we can sort of just hang with them for the next four weeks before they go
            to stay with her mom, their grandma,” Millie said. “And there’s a lifeguard at the lake during the day, so it won’t be that
            hard, right?”
         

         
         The three of them stared at each other.

         
         “Um,” Nora replied. “It might be hard. . . .”

         
         “Wait, what time do we need to be there every day?” Bea asked.

         
         “Like eight thirty,” Millie replied. “Roberta leaves for work at eight forty-five. She’s a nurse at the hospital, but she always has day shifts, so don’t worry about that. We’ll have nights free and stuff.” 

         
         Ugh, Nora thought. This feels harder than I thought it would be. Like all day with triplets, trying to make a fun summer for them. And so early
               in the morning . . .

         
         “Wow, that is early,” Nora said. “But I guess we won’t need to shower in the morning since we’ll be in the lake and stuff.”

         
         “True,” Millie said.

         
         Nora’s stomach kept swishing around. She wasn’t sure if she was still a little carsick from the drive, or nervous, or both.
            She’d worked at the
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