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“If there’s a bright side to losing our jobs, it’s that we were able to get others and we can still work together. Which is actually a really, really bright side.” Becca took a long drink from her tumbler, waiting for Abby’s reaction. Maybe she needed to slow down a little instead of charging ahead as if Bigfoot was chasing them through the forest since Abby seemed to be gasping for breath. “Sorry, Abs. Should I slow way down, or do you want to lead for a while?” Her plan to get in shape for their new jobs wasn’t going to work if she didn’t stop acting like a hiking fanatic, which she most certainly was not. She was strictly a novice, but hadn’t had any other ideas on how to prep for being a camp counselor.

“Let’s just rest a minute.” Abby took a drink, gazing around at the trees and sky. “I suppose I need to get used to being in the woods, don’t I?”

“Our days won’t be non-stop hiking, but Camp Scatasawmee is pretty woodsy. We’ll be doing other great activities, like maybe canoeing and swimming and volleyball and horseshoes. Well, supervising and directing, anyway. And that dance fest on Friday nights on the beach with a bonfire sounds really fun. I hope they don’t have fishing, but maybe the other counselors could handle that icky stuff.”

“I am kind of excited about it,” Abby said. “Except the fishing part. But sleeping in our own cabin just like the campers? Fun. I’m still a little surprised they hired us, considering we have no experience. In camping or counseling.”

“Clearly they’re desperate for help. We’ll show them we’re the best counselors they ever saw. Since the first week is with adult campers, we can practice on them before we have to work with little kids.”

“You’re probably right. I’ve never even heard of adults going to camp.”

“It’s a thing, I guess. Maybe if I had my finger on the pulse of the exciting people I would have heard about it before now. I looked it up after I got home and saw what’s out there. Camp Scatasawmee seems more the traditional kind of summer camp, but I saw geek camps, drinking camps, musical camps, camping camps, and all kinds of other options.”

“Drinking camps? That sounds like fun.”

“That’s what the website looked like. Since Camp Scatasawmee’s first week is for 21+ only, you know there’s going to be drinking. For the campers, anyway. It just won’t be the focus of the week.” Or maybe it would be for some. 

“It might be my focus some nights.”

“I hope we know what we’re getting ourselves into. But, I suppose, what’s the worst thing that could happen? And this is only temporary. We’ll find customer service jobs again. And hope they’re with a company that isn’t going to shut down without warning someday, like Clagret did.”

“The campground is cute, and I like how all the brown cabins are in a crooked line along the lake. They’re in good shape, even if they’re small. I don’t know how it’s going to feel sleeping on those bunks since I’m used to a queen-sized bed. With actual sheets instead of a sleeping bag. But it’s camping, isn’t it? Sort of.”

“And our cabin will have that cool flag with ‘Counselors’ on it. Doesn’t that make you feel special?”

After their hike, Becca decided to make the call to share her news.

“Mom, I got a job.”

“That was fast,” Kay Carling said. “In customer service again?”

“Not exactly. Abs and I are going to be camp counselors.” Becca grimaced, waiting for her mother’s reaction.

“That’s wonderful! Working all summer at a camp will be such great experience for you.”

Experience? Toward what, exactly? “You mean it will convince me not to have 20 or 30 kids of my own?”

Kay laughed. “Just life in general. I’m happy you and Abby will still be together.”

“Same here. We’re going to keep looking for real jobs, but at least it’s something to pay the bills.” Or most of them.

“That’s it. What camp is it?”

“Scatasawmee. It’s in Barstow.”

“Also New Hampshire, I presume?”

“Yes, that Barstow. Only about half an hour away.”

“Well, good. I’m happy for both of you, and I can’t wait to hear how it goes.”

Becca felt the same way.

Harry looked around at what his home away from home would be for a couple of weeks, as of next weekend. The small cabin held four bunks, each with a footlocker and a couple of wall hooks, and the bathroom was just big enough for the basic necessities. No frills. But the money he’d earn would come in handy, and his lack of experience in being a camp counselor hadn’t bothered Iris and Ned, Trey’s parents. 

“Going to be a lot different from the counselor perspective, isn’t it?”

Trey said, “Yeah. No sneaking into the girls’ cabins in the middle of the night, for one. My parents appreciate you helping out.”

Harry knew. They’d thanked him about six times already. “It’ll feel like a vacation.”

“Which it would have been, to Telluride, if you hadn’t said you’d give them a hand.”

“Telluride, Colorado, or Barstow, New Hampshire, what’s the difference?”

Trey laughed. “Right.”

“And you gave up Telluride, too.”

“We’ll get there another time. Once they get their help situation figured out and the camp really gets going.”

“Winterizing the cabins was a smart move.” Harry brushed his fingertips along the heater. “They can get people all year.”

“Maybe we can come back for ski season. As guests instead of counselors.”

“You’re on.” He headed for the door, wanting a better look around the camp. “You say the food’s good?”

“The best. Stella’s a great cook.”

“Should be a good time, then.”

“They hired some girls for counselors. Young, my mom said. Which could mean any age under forty.”

“Now you’re spoiling me.”
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Saturday morning, Becca gazed around the long table at the staff gathered in Randolph Hall’s dining room. The only familiar faces were those of Iris and Ted Russell, her bosses and the camp owners, and Abby. She’d been introduced to their fellow counselors, Elly, Reg, Jill, Harry, and Trey, who was Iris and Ted’s son. Stella was introduced as the resident chef when she popped out of the kitchen for a quick hello. 

Becca had a really good feeling about this job, and she looked across the table at Abby. Abby, who seemed to be having good feelings of her own, but Becca couldn’t tell from the direction of her stare if they were caused by Trey, Reg, or Harry. Glancing at Elly and Jill, she saw they seemed to be under the same spell. Maybe Becca was the odd one here. Sure, the guys were nice looking, possibly even super-hot, but this was Camp Scatasawmee, not Camp Swipe Right, and they were here to do a job. Or in the instance of Abby and Becca, taking the somewhat scenic route on their way back to a customer service job.

After having their schedules for the week explained, the counselors were released into the wild with today’s assignments, Becca and Abby staying behind since they were scheduled to make cornhole bags, a first for Becca.

“We can get you set up in the conference room,” Iris said. “Follow me, girls.”

Becca liked that Iris called them girls. It made her seem mom-like rather than boss-like. “We’ve never made these bags before.” She felt confident speaking for Abby as well, since Abby didn’t even own a sewing machine.

“Don’t you worry. It’s straight sewing and I’ve got the dimensions and all the supplies you’ll need.”

Harry hadn’t expected to be building cornhole boards today, but the directions seemed simple enough. The plywood, 2x4s for the legs, and an assortment of tools were all ready for action, and he looked at the group around him, wondering how many people it took to build one of these. Ned had said they’d need four sets, so maybe they could start an assembly line to keep all these idle hands busy. He wondered what Becca and Abby, the only brunettes in the bunch of blonds of various shades, were doing, since they hadn’t come out to join the construction party.

“Trey, give me a hand and we’ll get this plywood into shape. We need eight boards, so let’s get cracking.”

With the table saw providing background music, it took some time, but the wooden rectangles were finally lined up on the grass and ready for step two. Which was sawing the wood for the frames and the legs.

Iris joined them, eying the wood. “I need the cabins double checked to make sure they’re clean for the campers tomorrow.” She looked around at the faces, eyebrows raised.

“I’ll do that,” Elly said. “Jill? Want to help?”

“Sure. I have no building skills.”

“No need to feel left out. Once these are built they need to be sanded and painted,” Harry said.

“I can help with the painting,” Jill said.

“Same here.”

“Come with me, girls, and we’ll get the cleaning supplies.” Iris led them back to Randolph Hall.

“Finishing eight of these today? No pressure.” Trey grinned.

“Get yourself a hammer and have at it.”

Becca had just finished sewing a bag when she heard music blast from speakers outside and she grinned at Abby. “Entertainment. That’s nice.”

“Sounds nicer than that whining saw, doesn’t it?”

“Especially this song. ‘Dance with Me Tonight’.” She stood at the machine and danced in a circle as she turned the corn bag right side out for filling before she handed it to Abby.

“Dance party time?” Harry grinned, watching Becca come to a stop and grin at him.

“If you’re here for the bags, we only have six finished.”

“Maybe if you’d spend more time sewing and less time dancing...”

“So you’re implying all of the boards are finished, from A-Z, and you need sixteen of the bags right this minute?”

“It’s 32. We can probably wait a little longer.”

“Your benevolence knows no bounds and Abby and I can’t thank you enough. Can we, Abby?”

“Absolutely not.”

Becca put a hand to her ears. “What’s that I hear? The whine of a saw? Perhaps the boards aren’t quite as finished as you led us to believe.”

Harry hadn’t had an official reason to come inside, unless curiosity could be considered official. “Maybe I need to check on the situation.”

“Would you like to take the bags we’ve finished, maybe to inspire the team a little?” 

He picked up two of the blue bags, seeing the red, green, yellow, and purple material on the table waiting to be turned into more. 

“Are you painting your boards to match these? We wouldn’t want the colors to clash, would we, Abs?”

“Maybe when you finish here you can come out and supervise.” Harry headed back outside, looking forward to his two weeks “vacation” more than he’d expected.

“He’s kind of funny,” Abby said once she heard a door close.

“That he is.” Becca sat and got back to her sewing. The sooner she and Abby finished cutting, sewing, and stuffing the bags, the sooner they could be outside. Supervising. She grinned as she stepped on the pedal.

“Working outside sounds like a really fun idea.” Abby funneled plastic pellets into a red bag.

“No more fooling around. I’ll sew like I’ve never sewn before so we can get there asap.”
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Harry tossed the bags into the air as he crossed the grass toward the designated construction area, making an attempt at juggling them. Picking them up from the ground and brushing off pine needles, he headed for the cans of paint, squatting so he could check the colors. Becca would be pleased. He wondered if he should report in with her before any more time passed. Until good sense prevailed and he stood, giving Reg a hand with the frame for the board.

“You think we’ll finish all these today?” Reg asked.

“Barefoot Blue Jean Night” came over the PA system, and Harry wondered if the music would be playing while the campers were here or if it was only for the staff’s listening pleasure. “I think we can do it. How about you, Trey?”

“Sure. Plenty of daylight left.”

When the cowbell rang while he was cutting a hole with the jigsaw he almost went off course, but he continued until he’d made the circuit and the wooden circle fell to the grass with a quiet thunk. “That’s quite the bell.”

“Gets everybody’s attention,” Trey said. “Let’s head in and get some lunch.”

“Yay. Time for some food,” Abby said, standing. “How are you doing?”

Becca looked at the piles of completed bags on the table, sorted by color. “Ready to stare at something round for a change. Like a plate, with plenty of food on it. Let’s hit the ladies’ so I can wash my hands.”

By the time they got to the dining room, there was a short line waiting for self-service at the cafeteria style setup, complete with colorful compartment trays. It reminded Becca of her school days, but she knew this food would be stars above anything she’d ever had at school. 

“It smells delicious,” Abby said, picking up a green tray. She leaned toward Becca. “And I don’t see any Jello with that fake whipped cream anywhere. There are actual cookies for dessert.”

“This job gets better every minute.”

“Free room and board? How can you beat that?” Harry asked from behind Becca. He stared at her hair, glossy and straight and just skimming her shoulders. She was tall, almost as tall as he was.

She turned, holding her red tray against her chest. “How are those boards coming?”

“How are the bags?”

“They’re fine. Thank you for your interest.”

“Maybe we should have a friendly wager about who finishes their project first.”

“Elly and I are in,” Jill said. She looked at Becca and Abby. “We’re cleaning the cabins.”

“Which are pretty much already cleaned.” Elly grinned.

“Disqualified from the wager on the grounds of inequity.” Harry looked at Becca. “What do you say?”

“Your team of three is going to finish eight boards before our team of only two makes 32 bags? Does that really sound equitable?”

“The bags are only three inches.”

“They’re six inches and they’re labor intensive.”

“Very labor intensive,” Abby said.

“Sorry. I thought you might be up for the challenge.”

Becca met Abby’s eyes, then looked at Wager Man again. “We are up for the challenge. What’s our prize when we win?”

He eyed her, wondering how optimistic he felt. “Winner gets to play the inaugural game.”

Becca looked at Abby again. It was possible she wouldn’t be able to sew all 32 bags before the guys’ boards were finished. She had no idea what their project involved, and there were three of them. But, what the heck? “We graciously accept your challenge.”

“Great.” Harry looked around. “After lunch, Elly and Jill, you’re on board duty, and when we win, we’ll help you with the cabin inspections.” He smiled at Becca and Abby. “You’re up at the buffet.” He gestured with his head.

Becca gave Mister Sneaky a look before she turned around to face the food. She’d better make sure she got enough protein. And carbs. And cookies.

“Cookies?” Harry asked when he saw what she’d chosen. “Is that your secret sewing weapon?”

“Keep your eyes on your own tray.”

“You mean this empty one? Maybe if you leave any food for the rest of us I won’t have to look at yours.”

Becca took a carton of milk, then a chocolate milk, stepping aside. “It’s all yours.” She followed Abby to the same table they’d used for their morning meeting which was also where the other counselors were sitting. Except for Harry, but she expected he’d descend momentarily. Which he did, choosing to sit next to her on the bench.

“I’m so pleased you won’t have to go hungry.” Becca took a drink of milk and looked at Harry.

“Stella brought more from the kitchen. She must be familiar with eyes being bigger than bellies.”

She could keep up her side, or she could ignore him and enjoy her lunch, getting her head into the upcoming contest. What she couldn’t do was laugh since it would only encourage him.

When Harry heard the smothered laughter, he grinned. 
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“We need to focus here.” Harry looked at the circle of faces. “It’s vital that we win this, or we could be hearing about losing for days. Sewing a few bags is much easier than our task; we know this. But we’re up for the challenge, aren’t we?” He had the distinct impression this contest meant more to him than some of his teammates. Reg seemed to be more interested in the addition of Elly and Jill to the team than winning, but as he’d only met the guy a few hours ago, any suggestion on his part might not be met with the proper attitude. It could be up to Trey and him to make sure they won, and won big. “Jill and Elly, how are you at painting?” 

“We’ll find out today.” Elly smiled.

“You, Jill?”

“Same for me.”

“Reg?”

“I can paint.”

“Great. You three handle the painting. They all get white paint as the base, then we’ve got tape to make different designs for the four pairs. Everybody ready?” Apparently as ready as they would be. He knew Trey wouldn’t let him down, and saw him pick up the jigsaw to get another circle cut. They were on their way.

“Let me know if you want to trade places.” Becca looked hopefully at Abby, who was focusing harder than ever on making sure the exact quantity of beads went into each bag before handing them back to Becca for the final stitches.

“I’d only slow us up, and I have a good rhythm going here.”

Becca couldn’t argue with that. “I wonder how the boards are coming, but I don’t want to stop working for even 30 seconds to go check their progress.”

“I know exactly what you mean. Not having to listen to Harry brag about them winning is motivating me like I’ve never been motivated. Well, maybe not the most motivated, but definitely motivated a lot.”

“It would be unbearable listening to him, wouldn’t it? He certainly likes to talk.”

“To you, yeah.” 

Becca looked up. “He was talking to everyone.”

“Was he?” Abby fluttered her eyelashes. 

Harry wondered if he could look in the window of the conference room to gauge how much progress Becca and Abby were making. His team, or at least three of its members, still hadn’t grasped the seriousness of the situation and there seemed to be more laughing than working in the painting department. Trey was determined, although quietly, but then quiet had always been his style. 

“Friends in Low Places” came on and Harry smiled. Great working music. He glanced at the others, then Trey, who was eying the others with a look Harry correctly interpreted before he returned to the job at hand. Trey was probably wondering if his parents’ crew of counselors were going to get the job done once he and Harry finished their two-week stint. But there’d be two more to replace the two of them before they left, or at least he hoped so for the Russells’ sake. 

“How many is that, Abs? I’m afraid to take my eyes off this for even a second because I might go off course.”

She heard Abby moving the bags, probably piling them by fives, for easier counting. At least that’s the way she would do it.

“We need 32, right?”

“Yes. Are we getting there at all?”

“We’re at 24.”

“Good. Are the rest cut out?”

“Yes. We’re down to sew and stuff. We can do this.”

“Yes, we can.”

“And maybe there will be more cookies for dessert after dinner.”

“That’s exactly the kind of motivation I need.”

“Team, we’re doing great. Six down, two to go.” Harry flicked a glance at Trey, who wore an interesting expression. Maybe he was having the same thoughts Harry had had about the counselor situation. He reminded himself what they were doing had nothing remotely to do with counseling, and probably the trio of laugh-masters would come through once they had campers to work with. 

As he carefully coated the board in white exterior paint, he wondered if he could somehow convince Becca these were the finished products, even without the added designs. Glancing at Jill, he realized that balloon had already burst as she had not only taped up the board she was working on, but had started applying purple paint inside the triangular shapes. He bent his head to focus on painting and only painting, wondering if what the Russells had laid out for the supplies had saved them much over what it would have cost to buy the cornhole kits made by the professionals.

“We’re so close,” Abby added the green bag to the pile.

When the dinner bell rang, Becca jumped. “That scared me. Now, what if Harry keeps going even though he’s supposed to stop?”

“That wasn’t covered when this game was set up.”

“If he does, I’ll be ready. For now, we need to eat. Who knew making bags could build an appetite?”

“Working at anything as fast as you can could do it. Speaking from recently acquired knowledge.”

“Thanks for going along with this crazy idea, Abs. You’re the best BFF ever. And I mean that all the way to the tips of my pedal-pushing toes. Let’s go eat.”

Harry watched his teammates head for dinner as if they hadn’t eaten in days, and wondered if while he was in Randolph Hall for dinner he should mosey on over to sewing central and see what was happening. If he was going to be forced to ingest humble pie for dessert, he wanted some warning.

“Let’s go, Trey, before they all wipe out the foodstuffs.”

“If they do, I know people.”

“Always coming through for me, buddy, and I appreciate it.”
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Becca saw Harry and Trey walking into the dining hall and stared at Harry’s face, wondering if she’d be able to detect near victory. She turned her head and spoke softly to Abby. “Do they look like they’re about to win?”

Abby looked from Trey to Harry. “I can’t tell.”

“Maybe we need to stand with them in line and listen to their conversation.”

“Do you think they’re going to give anything away?”

“One never knows.”

“You seeing any kind of a smirk on Becca or Abby?” Harry’s glance went from one to the other and back, unable to tell from across the room.

Trey laughed. “Next time you get another one of these wager ideas, I’m doing this.” He smacked Harry’s arm with a backhand.

“Maybe do it harder than that.”

“You got it. Let’s get in line. I’m going to miss Stella’s cooking when we leave.”

“Still have two weeks, though.” He approached the chow line and stepped ahead of Trey. 

Becca knew who was behind her because she’d seen the other counselors were already at the table, and she wasn’t going to turn around to see what was what. Facing Harry across the table in a few minutes would be soon enough to find out. Meanwhile, she had food selections to make. Maybe there weren’t any cookies, but there was pie. And before that, meatloaf and mashed potatoes and green beans. She’d always been partial to meatloaf.

“Should we have a moment of silence for the dearly departed cookies?”

She knew she had the option of ignoring him. “Can you afford to spare even a moment when you have all that work to do on the boards?”

Had she checked up on their progress? Maybe there was another door out of the conference room. Would she have had enough time to get outside and back after he and Trey had left the scene? “Word on the street is your sewing machine is running out of fuel.”

Becca saw Abby turn around, meeting her eyes, and Becca rolled hers before speaking over her shoulder. “Maybe you should do the gentlemanly thing and go get us some more so we can keep working.”

“Trey, Becca must be talking to you. Something about being gentlemanly. I can’t even spell the word.” Harry felt Trey smack his arm.

Naturally, Harry and Trey sat right across the table from Becca and Abby. 

“So, Becca. How upset are you going to be when you don’t win?”

She eyed him, wishing she could throw her forkful of mashed potatoes at him. If only they were children and unsupervised... She wondered if there would be any food fights when the kids were here, and stared into space, contemplating how she and Abby would deal with that kind of situation. Food for thought... She took a bite of meatloaf, which was every bit as delicious as it had looked.

Harry watched Becca’s eyes close as she chewed the meatloaf, and looked at his plate, wondering if hers tasted better than his. She looked like she’d attained Nirvana. Meatloaf was meatloaf, and he’d rather have a burger or steak or anything on the grill. 

“With this food to look forward to three times a day? Nothing is going to upset me.” She smiled at him, not even irritated by his smirk. 

“Good. Wouldn’t want any hurt feelings, this being only your first day.”

Was he implying he was a seasoned Camp Scatasawmee counselor? She hadn’t gotten the impression the camp had already been open, but maybe he’d been working to get the camp ready. “Your thoughtfulness is touching.” She heard laughter from the other end of the table. Jill, Elly, and Reg seemed to be having a great time, even without a food fight. Abby was unusually quiet, but maybe she was enjoying her dinner too much to waste time. Maybe the pressure of beating the board team was getting to her, but Becca could hardly give a pep talk right here. “How’s the pie, Abs?”

“Perfection. I wish the slices were bigger.”

“Can I get you another one?” Trey asked.

Abby gazed at him. “Um...”

“Go for it,” Becca said, and watched Trey wait for Abby’s nod before he stood.

“Thank you, Trey.”

“See? Trey’s gentlemanly.” Harry grinned at Becca, wondering if she’d have a comment. 

So he was enjoying baiting her, was he? She took a bite of her apple pie. “I have to agree, the pie is worth another slice.”

“You could consider it your consolation prize.”

Her gaze moved from Harry to Trey, who was handing Abby a dessert plate with the promised pie. Trey, with his tortoise-framed glasses, was a handsome guy, and much quieter than Harry. But then next to Harry, everyone seemed quiet. Abby was smiling up at him, delighted either with the pie or Trey. 

“Wish I could linger over brandy and cigars, but we have a few loose ends to tie up.” Harry stood. “You all finish what you’re doing.”

One by one, Becca watched the board team bring their trays to the kitchen window and speak to Stella, then she stood with Abby.

“I loved the meatloaf, Stella,” Becca said, when it was their turn. “Everything was delicious.”

“It was fantastic.” Abby smiled.

“Thank you. I’m happy you girls liked it.”

Becca led the way to the conference room, staring at what still needed to be done. “Abs, I really hope we beat them. I don’t want to lose to that Harry.”

“Let’s just do our best.”

When Iris came to tell them they’d put in more than enough hours for the day, Becca asked if the board team was still working, and Iris said they needed to finish the boards.

“Then we’ll finish these. We’re almost done.” Which was the truth. 

Half an hour later, Abby said, “That’s it. I’ll count them.”

Becca stood, stretching, and walked around the table to watch. Abby’s hands on the last pile, she turned to Becca, her eyes wide. “There are only 30, Becca. Only 30. We need 32. But I know I cut out 32. Where are the other two?”

Becca stared at her, thinking. Or trying to. She was tired from sewing, her eyes felt blurry, and she didn’t want to lose. “Wait. Just wait a second. Didn’t we let Harry take two with him? When he came in to annoy us?” She saw the relief in Abby’s eyes.

“Yes. Thank you for remembering.”

“Let’s gather these up and go out and throw them all at him.”

Abby stared at her. “Or we can just go out and announce we’re done.”

“Fine. Have it your way.” They gathered what they could, stuffing them in bags, and headed for the door.

Harry heard the door to Randolph Hall close, and suspected the sewing team had finished. Looking around at the boards, he said, “Hands up, everybody. Show them we’re done.”

“Hands up?” Elly asked. “Like on all those cooking competition shows?”

Harry realized his guilty secret was no longer a secret. “That’s it.”

When Becca and Abby came around the corner it was to see five people, arms raised, in touchdown mode. Had the board team really finished? 

“I see we have an interesting development.” Harry put down his hands and approached Becca.

“Behold, the completed cornhole bags.” Becca extended her bag.

“All 32?” 

“Added to the two you took earlier, you will find 32. And the boards?”

Harry looked over his shoulder. “As you can see.”

Since it was getting dark, Becca couldn’t actually determine if they were all finished, but she was too tired to bicker about it.

When Becca didn’t say anything about the tape still on two of the boards, he wondered if she’d even noticed. “Then it appears we have a tie. Great work, teams. Anybody care for a little wager on a game?” 
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Becca saw it was unanimous. When she heard “Sunny and 75” come on over the PA, she said, “I’m going to the beach.”

“Great idea,” Abby said.

Harry hadn’t expected his idea to be shot down so thoroughly, but the beach idea sounded like it would work. “Volleyball, anyone?”

“I’ll light a fire.” Trey headed for the beach.

Harry watched the board team abandon him for sandier pastures and looked at Becca. 

Harry looked so disappointed she had to say something. “Nice job on the boards. Where should we put these bags?”

“I’ll go ask Iris.” Abby put down her load and headed back around the corner for the main entrance.

Becca knew the bags would be all right outside, even if it rained, because they were filled with pellets, not corn. So they weren’t strictly corn bags, but they’d be more durable. Her bag was heavy, and she set it down next to Abby’s.

“What are you going to do at the beach? Sit there?”

She looked at Harry, his arms crossed, his stare intent. Clearly he wasn’t a beach fan. “I find it’s more comfortable than standing on my head. If that’s not competitive enough for you, maybe we could see who can sit the longest without moving.” He didn’t seem to like that idea either. “You’re off duty. You don’t have to stay here. Go do whatever you’d be doing on a Saturday night if you weren’t working here.”

“Okay, the bags are going in the shed for now, Iris said.” Abby stood beside Becca. “The boards can go if the paint is dry.”

“Let’s get moving, then.” Becca picked up her bag and followed Abby with hers, wondering if the boards were dry and hoping they weren’t. They looked really heavy and since the board team had bailed on Harry, she and Abby would have to help carry them.

The shed turned out to be quite roomy and it even had a light switch. “Maybe over in the corner where they’ll be out of the way.” She put down her bag and looked around, seeing an old croquet set, a rolled-up net, either volleyball or tennis, and cardboard boxes. It didn’t really look like a fun place to explore at this time of night. Visions of horror movies danced through her head.

“Isn’t this cozy?” Harry asked, gazing around.

Becca turned to face him. “Are the boards dry?”

“Not dry enough.” His idea to assembly line them hadn’t taken into consideration their storage, but he’d checked his phone and there was no rain in the forecast. 

“Should we put the supplies in here?” Becca asked, stepping toward the doorway.

“I didn’t ask about those.” Abby followed.

“Let’s do it.” Harry headed back and picked up what he could, appreciating the bag team was giving him a hand.

Once they’d finished, Becca said, “Abs, I’m going to the cabin first. You coming?”

“I’ll meet you at the beach.”

“Great.” She hadn’t expected Harry would be walking with her. “Did you decide to go out on the town?”

“You going with me if I do?”

She laughed. “The beach is enough excitement, since tomorrow...”

He hadn’t expected her to laugh at his invitation, even if he had been kidding. Mostly. When she didn’t finish her sentence, he said, “Tomorrow what?”

“The excitement really begins.” And my inexperience will be broadcast for all to see. 

“Going to be a good time. This your cabin with the counselor sign?”

“This is it.”

“I’m down in number 10, in case you’re looking for me some time.”

Which would be never, but she didn’t need to share that. “Maybe I’ll see you later.”

“I’ll leave the door unlocked. My bunk’s the first on the left.”

She exhaled. “I meant at the beach.”

He grinned, watching her pull open the door and disappear inside before he continued to his cabin, whistling along to “She’s Mine”.
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