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“Are you ready?” my cousin Mandy asked as she swooped into the office and shook out her umbrella. The screen door slammed shut behind her, and I flinched at the sound.

I grabbed my notebook and flipped to the list titled Suggestions for Mom. I wrote REPLACE DOOR! and underlined it three times.

“Did you hear me?” Mandy asked as she patted raindrops off of the purple checkered bandana that covered her hair. She grabbed my phone off the desk and paused Adele’s “Set Fire to the Rain.”

“Ready for what?” I looked at my watch, even though I was certain that I wasn’t supposed to be anywhere.

“For all of it! We are officially in the homestretch to next Saturday. Are you finally going to get excited, or what?”

“I’m getting there,” I said in an unconvincing tone. I leaned across the desk towards her. “Hey, does this shirt stink?”

Mandy scrunched up her face in disgust. “It’s almost noon, Noelle. How long were you going to sit around in a smelly shirt?”

“Until you got here to sniff it.”

She put her nose to my shoulder. “It’s borderline, but I doubt anyone will get close enough to smell it.”

My beagle Corny got up from his bed in the corner and came to join the conversation. Unfortunately, you could smell him without even trying. Everywhere he went—the tiny camp office, my parents’ trailer, my vintage car—smelled of wet dog, which left me incapable of distinguishing good smells from bad odors.

Mandy crouched and wiped a spot of mud off Corny’s snout before giving him a scratch behind the ears.

It wasn’t Corny’s fault that he was a stinky, muddy mess. It had rained every day for almost a month, and it was impossible for anyone—human or animal—to stay dry for more than a few hours.

Mandy was practically vibrating out of her denim overalls. “Can we please talk about how we’re going to meet Sweet Cheeks in less than twenty-four hours?”

“It’s pretty awesome,” I said mildly and turned my attention back to the reservation book in front of me.

Since we had started working together six weeks prior, my sweet, young cousin Mandy and I had assumed specific roles. Her role was to be enthusiastic about everything and everyone. She always found the joy and thrill in everyday things. My role was to be practical—and sometimes cynical—but open to new ideas. If those new ideas would bring in money for my family’s campground or my new event planning side hustle, all the better.

Mandy slammed her hand down on the pages of the reservation book, fingers splayed to block my view. “This is important, Noelle. Have you watched the videos I gave you? On the USB stick? There’s vital information on there about how Sweet Cheeks likes to run her competitions.”

Sweet Cheeks was an internet-famous baker who had recently hit the big-time. Major sponsors, a new cookbook, and red-carpet events.

A little over a month ago, when Mandy had heard that Sweet Cheeks was planning a fifty-episode video series called 50 Sweets for 50 States, she had jumped online and gotten the details. Each state would have a contest featuring recipes for its official state treat or baked good. Sweet Cheeks would judge the recipes, pin a blue ribbon on the winner, and post the videos online for her zillions of fans.

Maine’s official state treat was the whoopie pie. There wasn’t a bakery, pizza shop, or gas station in all of the Pine Tree State that didn’t sell whoopies. And they were my cousin Liz’s specialty. Her classic whoopie pie recipe had just the right amount of vanilla in the cakey cookie shells and the creamy filling. Her other flavors—pumpkin, Maine wild blueberry, peanut butter, and Boston cream pie—were all equally delectable.

“My mom will totally win that contest,” Mandy had said to me when she showed me the contest details.

Mandy was right, but we both knew that her mother—my cousin Liz—wouldn’t travel to a baking competition. She had only just retired from living the life of a hermit. Until this past May, Liz hadn't left her house in almost eighteen years—Mandy’s entire lifetime. It was only recently—in the past two months—that Liz had been convinced to leave the house. But even then, it was just once each week to go to The Junction convenience store with her new “friend” Greg.

“We have to get Sweet Cheeks to hold the competition locally,” Mandy had said with a gleam in her eye.

I loved the idea from the start. “An event like this will attract people from all over the state,” I said. “We can sell tickets and charge for parking, and we might get some campsite reservations out of it. It would be good for the other businesses in town, too. Plus, I can put it on my resume.”

“You can put it on your website,” Mandy had corrected with a disapproving shake of her head. “Nobody uses resumes anymore.”

I still wasn’t sure if that was true or not. I was only twenty years older than her, but sometimes she made me feel ancient.

Mandy had really gotten into the idea. “We’ll hold the competition here, Mom will come, she’ll win first prize, and you two can make up!”

“That would be the cherry on top,” I said.

Liz wasn’t taking my calls and had forbidden me from entering her bakery in town. She was still mad at me for involving Mandy in the murder investigations that I had found myself in the middle of earlier in the summer. When Mandy announced that she would forego community college in the fall and enroll in an online private investigator course instead, Liz blamed me.

Liz had been like a big sister to me my whole life, and I missed her so much that it physically hurt. When I thought about going back to Nashville in a few weeks—that was where I had been living for the last two decades—my insides got all tangled up. Mandy was right; the whoopie pie contest could be my last opportunity to see Liz face-to-face before I left.

It hadn’t been difficult to convince Sweet Cheeks to hold the competition in our little town of Bluefield. I put together a proposal that basically said I’d cover the expenses for advertising and equipment rental. I offered a free location for the event—the west field at Babbling Brook, right in front of Mirror Lake—and told Sweet Cheeks that all she had to do was show up, eat some sugar, and film it.

Now, we were a week away from the big event. Sweet Cheeks had arrived on Thursday evening and was staying up the road at the Pine Needle Inn. The local residents and campers were so excited that they were acting like fools. Meanwhile, I was lying awake at night worrying that my family’s campground was losing money faster than it was making it.

I drew in a deep breath and leaned back in my office chair. “Mandy, I know it’s important. I’ve spent the last month planning for it. This next week with Sweet Cheeks could put Bluefield on the map. It could make or break my attempt at starting my own event planning business. I’m taking it very seriously.”

“But why aren’t you more excited?” Mandy cried. Sometimes, she acted more mature than her eighteen years; this was not one of those times.

“Because I still have to focus on campground stuff. We have to focus on campground stuff.”

Mandy pouted her lips. “You and your rainy-day playlist are bringing me down. You’re no fun.”

“I don’t have time for fun, Mand.” I looked down at the L.L. Bean boots that I’d been clomping around in for weeks. Brown rubber and brown leather with beat up laces. I’d found them in my mother’s closet and putting on such practical footwear every morning was a weighty reminder of my responsibilities.

We had a never-ending list of complaints from the campers to address and flooding issues to keep up with. Summer in Maine was only three short months, and it was the most important season for tourists and locals alike. It was a time for boating, hiking, s’mores, and sunbathing. But this summer had yet to deliver.

It was already mid-July, and so far we’d experienced a drought, a heat wave, eight short days of picture-perfect summer weather, and then the rain.

There hadn’t been a single day since mid-June without some amount of rain falling. Most days, Mirror Lake resembled the rough seas of the Atlantic—the dark water forming white-capped waves that no one could boat or swim in. The water level had risen so high that we barely had any beach left. 

The campground’s dirt roads were more like streams that spilled onto the grass at each campsite. Already that morning, three of the six campers checking out had chosen not to re-book for next year, and one of the reservations for next week had called to cancel.

“My wife refuses to camp in the rain,” the man had said when he called to say that they weren’t coming. “She says she’s not going to rent a campsite on the beach just to sit inside all day and have the children track mud through the trailer.”

I didn’t blame her. There were only so many games of solitaire and Connect Four you could play before getting cabin fever. Kids didn’t mind the constantly wet conditions—the more puddles to jump in and ride bikes through, the better—but they weren’t the ones responsible for doing laundry every two days.

So, no, I couldn’t put everything on hold just because a famous baker was coming to Babbling Brook Campground to hold a competition for the best whoopie pie recipe in Maine.

Mandy sighed and sat in the rolling desk chair opposite me. “If you really want to do campground stuff, you should probably start with the dumping station situation.”

A groan escaped my mouth and Corny responded with a deep whine.

I glanced out the window at the growing line of vehicles along the campground’s access road. When I had agreed to fill in for my mother and run Babbling Brook for the summer, I hadn’t imagined spending my days and nights worrying about septic systems.

Some campgrounds provided plumbing hoses that hooked up to every trailer. Ours wasn’t one of them. We had two bathhouses on the premises with restrooms and showers. If you chose to use the toilet, sink, or shower in your trailer or motorhome, the wastewater would go into the vehicle’s own built-in tank. And those tanks needed to be emptied every so often into our larger septic tanks, which everyone called the “dumping stations.”

According to Troy, our faithful campground co-worker, one of the two underground septic tanks that campers used to dispose of wastewater wasn’t working properly. I asked him to spare me the details, but had learned enough to know that we needed the tank to be pumped out. Until then, there was only one tank for the whole campground to use. And it seemed like everyone always lined up at the same time.

The phone rang, and I grabbed the receiver off of the wall. “Babbling Brook Campground, this is Noelle.”

“Hey, it’s Emmitt.”

“Hey, what’s up?”

Emmitt said something that I couldn’t make out.

“I can barely hear you,” I said into the phone.

He spoke louder. “I’m in my truck. It’s the rain, it’s so loud.” He sounded exhausted. “Look, I’m on my way over to the state park to drop off some barricades. The shoreline is completely unsafe over there. Do you want me to put some aside for you?”

Boy, it was nice to have the local game warden looking out for you. “Definitely. Yesterday, Troy resorted to stringing together hammocks to block off the edge of the brook. The current has gotten pretty strong, and I’m worried that someone will fall in.”

I could almost see the concern written on Emmitt’s face. “I’ll keep a handful for you and bring them by later. I have some signs, too. Danger, Keep Out, that sort of thing.”

Someone laid on their truck horn in the line of cars outside.

“Thanks,” I said to Emmitt as I squinted through the wet window to see the vehicles on the access road.

He could tell that something was up by the sound of my voice. “What’s wrong?”

“Huh? Oh. I’ve got a pile of cars and trailers trying to leave, but we’re down to one dumping station, and it’s becoming a problem.”

“What happened to the other tank?”

“I don't know, really, you’d have to ask Troy. It’s just too full to use. Possibly because of rainwater getting into it.”

“Doesn’t Pete empty those for you?”

My mood darkened at the thought of Pete the Pump Guy. “Yeah, but he’s on vacation. I guess he doesn’t have anyone to cover for him when he’s away. I’ve called him three times since Sunday.”

“Uhh, I just saw his truck. It looked like he was pumping a residential tank.”

“What?” I said, my voice louder than I meant for it to be. “Where? When?”

“At a house near the Dixfield town line,” Emmitt said. “Less than ten minutes ago.”

“Are you kidding? I can’t believe that guy. My mom is going to hear about this when she gets back.”

“Noelle, you’re breaking up,” Emmitt called into the phone. “I’ll circle back around and tell Pete to go by the campground. And I’ll be over with the barricades soon. See you later.”

“Thank you!” I called into the phone and hoped that he heard me. Emmitt was always bailing me out of situations, even though he had only just forgiven me for breaking his heart eighteen years ago. We were slowly becoming friends, but I was starting to feel like the only thing I brought to our friendship was drama.

I relayed the latest info to Mandy, and a wave of relief washed over me. It wasn’t only that the campers were grumbling about the wait at the dumping station; Troy had mentioned that it was a potential health hazard.

I could just imagine the phone call now. “Hi Mom, I hope your arthritis treatments are still going well. Listen, we had to shut down the campground because filthy water and poo were overflowing into the streets. I know that this has never happened in the campground’s fifty years, but there was nothing I could do to stop it.”

Screwing up and leaving my parents in financial ruin was my worst nightmare.

“Well, good,” Mandy said, still as upbeat as ever. “That’s one big thing off of the list. Now, maybe you can get excited for what we have coming up this week.”

The sound of someone leaning on their car horn made me jump. I moved closer to the window to identify the offending car. Across the street at her campsite, Claire Blais—our resident campground gossip—stood on the deck of her seasonal campsite and observed the growing chaos. She wore pink rubber from head to toe—matching rain hat, jacket, and boots—and sipped from a sparkly insulated cup.

“I’m going out there,” I told Mandy. Corny rushed to the door and nudged the leash that hung from a hook.

Mandy gave me a wide-eyed expression. “I think Troy has it under control.”

“Probably, but I feel like I have to save face with the weekly campers who are leaving. They’ve already survived a week of miserable weather, I hate for them to have another bad experience on their way out.”

Mandy reached into her backpack. “I brought two bags of whoopie pies from the bakery. You can use them if you want.”

“You’re suggesting that I bribe people with chocolate and sugar?” I asked with fake surprise.

“Totally.”

“You’re sure you don’t want any?” I asked.

“Ohmygod, are you kidding? My mother is like Willy Wonka up at the house right now. If I want something sweet, I’ll just go home.”

I struggled into my rain poncho, which was like trying to put on a wet bathing suit. With the white bakery bags in one hand, and Corny’s leash in the other, I set off into the pouring rain to charm the waiting campers.
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Corny led the way, nearly pulling my arm off. We hadn’t had much time to work on heeling, but he was otherwise well-behaved for a dog who had lived in a laboratory cage for the first few years of his life.

For Corny, life at the campground brought on a rollercoaster of emotions. He was scared of loud noises, children, and thunder. He enjoyed the smells of meat on the grill, breezes that blew his long brown ears around, and soft grass. He had warmed up to several of the seasonal campers—those were the people who lived at the campground all summer—and he had clear favorites amongst the dogs—Paisley the labradoodle and Tadpole the miniature schnauzer.

We approached the last vehicle in the line of cars, a minivan towing a Wildwood travel trailer that had checked out over half an hour before. The campers were Jessa and Trina, best friends in their late twenties who I had met at a recent fundraising event for the Farmington Public Library. Their husbands preferred watching golf on TV to camping with their families, so the women had crammed their combined five children into a rented trailer and made the best of the soggy weather.

“Sorry for the wait,” I said to them when Trina cracked the van window to hear me. “I’ll see what I can do to speed things up.”

“Oh, thanks, Noelle,” Trina said, “we’re trying to get over to that inn. Did you hear that Sweet Cheeks is in town already?”

“Of course,” I said with a smile. “I’m meeting her tomorrow to go over the details for next week’s whoopie pie competition. You’re all planning to come, aren’t you?”

The kids cheered in the back of the van. Jessa leaned over from the passenger seat. “We just love her!” she said.

“Anyone for a whoopie pie?” I asked.

Jessa took the bakery bag from me, and it disappeared into a sea of grabby little hands in the backseat. Her three redheaded kids were a rowdy bunch, and they had practically emptied the bakery bag when a horn honked behind me.

“Enough with the horns,” I said under my breath.

Trina gave me an apologetic look. “Sorry, that one was my husband.” She pointed over my shoulder to a man stepping out of a red Jeep.

“Your husband is showing up just as you’re leaving?” I asked.

“Randy’s here to help with the toilet tanks. You didn’t think we were going to do it, did you?” Trina wrinkled her nose at the idea.

Jessa leaned over again. “We like camping, but we’re still girly girls at heart. My husband helped us set up the trailer last week, and Trina’s husband is helping us get it back to the rental company in one piece.”

“One handy husband, at your service,” Trina’s husband announced from behind me.

His choice of words was interesting, since nothing about Randy portrayed ‘handiness’. He had a wiry body and one of those modern mustaches that guys spend a lot of time grooming. He wore a silver chain necklace and an enormous watch. He seemed like the type of yuppie Mainer who wore flannel ironically and couldn’t swing an axe.

Randy raised a hand to shield his eyes from the rain. “This line is crazy,” he said. “You know, if your seasonal campers would just use the dumping station on a different day, this wouldn’t be a problem. There are three or four of them in line up ahead.”

Not handy, but smart.

“You’re right,” I told Randy. I stood on my tiptoes and peered through the raindrops at the line of vehicles. I set my sights on a four-wheeler with a little blue tank hitched to it. Only the seasonal campers used four-wheelers at BBC, and Randy was right; a seasonal camper could come back later.

Corny and I jogged ahead, ready to take charge and put an end to the chaos. That was, until I got within a few feet of the four-wheeler and recognized the person riding it. Corny and I groaned in unison.

“What do you want, Noelle?” Tom Bosse said when I came up beside him. I avoided talking to Tom when I could, mostly because he camped on The Shadow Side of the campground—the darker, colder, muddier area that gave everyone the creeps—but also because he made me feel stupid every time I opened my mouth.

Tom’s faded jeans and ratty camouflage t-shirt were soaked through and plastered to his tall, muscular frame. His hair and beard dripped water onto his face and neck. How could he stand to be so thoroughly drenched?

“Why don’t you wear some rain gear?” I asked him.

“No point.” He formed the words around the toothpick that stuck out from between his lips. He didn’t look at me when he spoke, he just stared straight ahead at the line of vehicles in front of us. He had the conversational skills of a wild animal. “What do you want?” he asked again.

I sighed. “I want to speed up this whole dumping station situation.”

“Then you should get the second station opened up.”

“I know that. I’m trying. Pete The Pump Guy can’t do it this week. I’ve called other companies, but no one has returned my calls.”

“Guess that’s that, then,” Tom said.

“Not exactly. The next best solution is to give first dibs to the weekly campers who are checking out. Everyone knows that they leave on Saturday, so maybe the seasonal campers could do their tanks on another day?”

I immediately hated myself for acting like it was a question. I was in charge of the campground until my parents came back from Boston. I didn’t need Tom’s opinion or approval.

“Today’s the day I empty my tanks,” Tom said with a nod to the little blue tank attached to his four-wheeler. The campers at Babbling Brook ironically called the blue tanks “honey pots” and used them to transport wastewater between the trailers and septic tanks. If you were walking down road and someone drove by with a honey pot, you kept your distance.

“Right. People have their schedules. I get that. But can you make an exception for today?”

“Nope.”

Argh! Why was this man so utterly difficult?

“Tell you what, Tom. If you give up your spot in line and let the weekly campers go ahead, I’ll have Troy empty your tanks with the honey wagon for free for the rest of the summer.”

Twice per week, Troy drove around with the huge barrel and hose on the back of a truck—“the honey wagon”—and emptied wastewater directly from the trailers into the barrel. We charged five dollars per trailer. People like Claire Blais would pay twenty dollars to have it done for her, but the hardcore campers like Tom would rather do it themselves to save a buck, no matter how gross the task was.

My offer got Tom’s attention. He turned his head in my direction and searched my face to see if I was serious. Then he raised a finger and wagged it as he said, “Troy has to empty both tanks every Saturday.”

I was going to regret this, but I was desperate. For years, my mother and grandmother had maintained a hard rule that there were no freebie services at Babbling Brook. Early in the summer, a few long-time campers had tried to trick me into giving them free trash disposal, but I had known better.

“Sure, fine. You’ve got a deal,” I said.

I let out a sigh of relief when Tom squeezed the handle on his four-wheeler and steered it hard to the left. The machine lurched forward—with the small blue tank trailing behind it—and splashed through the mud puddles as Tom went back to his campsite.

The cars in line inched forward.

I continued on with my campaign. I offered apologies and whoopie pies to the weekly campers and negotiated—and sometimes pleaded—with the seasonal campers. I ended up offering free honey wagon services to two more seasonal campers, even though I knew it would end up getting back to my mother when she returned in a few weeks.

The last time she and I had talked, I mentioned that cancellations were up and revenue was down, but I had glossed over the details. Stress could interfere with my mother’s experimental arthritis treatments, so I kept the cards close to my chest. The truth about the campground’s financial situation was dire. Any more cancellations, and I’d have to hold a fundraising event for Babbling Brook.

Not that I would mind having another event to organize. I had quickly learned to love working for myself and choosing which events to organize or skip. When my dream of working in the music industry in Nashville hadn’t worked out, I had taken a job as an event coordinator. It was fun for a while, but then I was stuck for years working whatever events my boss lined up for me. If I never had to work another City of Nashville Economic Development Council Assembly event again, I’d be happy.

So far this summer, I had organized two high school fundraisers, helped with the library fundraiser in Farmington, and been paid to create a five-hour-long wedding playlist when the couple getting married ran out of money for a disc jockey. I had also thrown together a number of “boredom buster” activities here in the campground, including a musically themed bingo marathon the day before. I was enjoying this new phase in my career.

Behind me, a car revved its engine. I turned and saw Mickey Randall’s bright blue Corvette swerving up the road and unsuccessfully dodging puddles. Mickey pulled up next to me and put down the passenger side window where his wife, Wanda, sat with her arms crossed.

“Hello there, Missy,” Mickey said to me. Mickey frequently called women ‘Missy,’ and I wondered if that’s what made his wife so grumpy.

“Hey, Mickey. Hi, Wanda. Where are you off to?”

“Freeport, for the weekend,” Mickey said. “Wanda here has had enough of the rain, and if I can’t use the new ‘Ray, I might as well blow some money at the shopping outlets.”

Mickey and Wanda were seasonal campers. Mickey had recently received a huge inheritance—hence the new Corvette—and he made no bones about telling everyone within earshot that he had money to spend. The ‘Ray to which he referred was his new Stingray ski boat, which he treated like an actual child.

I leaned down towards Wanda. “You definitely won’t have any trouble spending some cash in Freeport.” Wanda gave me a sour smile.

“Now, listen, Missy,” Mickey said, “I need you to keep an eye on the ‘Ray for me while we’re gone. You’d think that with all this rain that she’d be safe out there, but I don’t like those kids swimming too close to her.”

Were we back to this again? Mickey was paranoid that the Crosby boys were going to scratch or dent his precious boat.

“I’m sure it will be fine, Mickey,” I said.

“I left the boat keys in your trailer, just in case,” he said.

“You went in my trailer?” I asked, unable to hide the shock in my voice. 

I had gotten used to the practice of not locking my doors at BBC—nobody did—but there was an expectation of privacy that came along with it.

“I did,” Wanda said flatly. “I just slid the door open and put the keys on the counter. I didn’t touch anything.”

“Oh...okay,” I said.

A mid-sized motorhome rumbled and splashed along the road heading into the campground, and my pulse quickened. The license plate was from Georgia. Someone had actually showed up to camp, instead of cancelling their reservation.

“I’ll keep an eye on the boat, Mickey. Have a fun weekend. See you later.”

The Corvette engine roared and Mickey drove away.

I smiled and waved at the motorhome, and it slowed to a stop.

“Welcome to Babbling Brook Campground,” I said when the driver put down her window.

“Thank you, it’s good to be here,” the woman said. Her southern accent was adorable. “I’m Faith Gibbons, I’m staying until the end of August.”

“Are you the traveling nurse?” I didn’t recognize her by name, but I definitely knew about her five-week reservation. The fact that she was working in the area for the next several weeks meant that Faith didn’t care about the weather; she just needed a place to park her RV.

“That’s me,” Faith replied with a wide grin. She was gorgeous. Her perfect white teeth were straight out of a toothpaste commercial. Her hair was amazing, too; dirty blond and glossy, without a single flyaway in sight. She reminded me of a perfectly groomed collie, sitting high on its first-place podium.

“You’re in luck. Your campsite is ready and waiting for you,” I told her. “Just stop by the office up ahead, and Mandy will get you checked in.”

“That’s such good news. I’m ready to stretch my legs and enjoy a cup of hot tea.” Faith gave me another stunning smile and then she and her RV rolled away.

I clomped ahead in my mother’s boots. They were too big for me and I could feel my arches aching. I spotted Troy standing by the hoses at the first dumping station.

“Hey, Boss, what’s shakin’?” he said when he saw me. He looked like the Gorton’s fisherman—or maybe the Gorton’s fisherman’s grandson—in his bright yellow rain slicker and hat. He shot me his huge golden retriever smile. He was doing a dirty job in the pouring rain, and he was still the most happy-go-lucky person I knew.

“I’m trying to get the weekly campers out of here without too much drama. The cars are backed up almost to the office.”

“I saw that. It’s like the 405 freeway out here,” he said in his surfer drawl. Mandy and I secretly agreed that Troy—who was born and raised just a half hour away in Rumford—had been a Californian in another life. “I was just about to clear the bottleneck.”

“You have a solution?” I asked.
“You know it.” He made the hang ten gesture with his hand, as if to say “No problem.” “We’ll just open up the second dumping station.”
It took all of my willpower not to roll my eyes. Troy talked like a surfer dude, but I had learned that he was much smarter than he let on. He knew full well why we had closed the second dumping station a week ago. Why would he suggest opening it now?

“There’s not enough capacity in that tank,” I reminded him.

“But there is. I checked. We can’t open it up to everyone, but we can probably have two or three campers come through and use it. It won’t overflow. Then, we’ll close it back up.”

“You’re sure? I don’t want the Environmental Protection Agency to shut down the campground because there’s contaminated water flowing through the streets.”

“Trust me, Boss, it’s fine.”

He looked confident. And he definitely knew more than I did about the inner workings of the campground, and the state laws regarding land, water, and waste disposal. I was just his temporary boss—the one who knew nothing about running a campground until a couple of months ago.

“I do trust you,” I said. I hesitated for a moment more, then relented. “Okay, let’s open it up and get these people on the road.”

“Cool. I’ll just need your help,” Troy said.

I stiffened. “What? Why?”

“There’s a concrete cover over the hole. I was able to slide it a couple of inches to check the water level, but I need help to get it all the way off.”

I groaned. Corny groaned. I really didn’t want to go anywhere near those stinky tanks. Why hadn’t I believed Mandy
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