

    
        
          Two Sisters: A Castlewood High Short Story

        

        
        
          Castlewood High Origin Stories, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Mary-Kate Thomas

        

        
          Published by Mary-Kate Thomas, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TWO SISTERS: A CASTLEWOOD HIGH SHORT STORY

    

    
      First edition. March 1, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Mary-Kate Thomas.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224906574

    

    
    
      Written by Mary-Kate Thomas.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Two Sisters: A Castlewood High Short Story (Castlewood High Origin Stories, #3)

Camp Castlewood

Sign up for Mary-Kate Thomas's Mailing List

Also By Mary-Kate Thomas

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For my faithful readers - you are my inspiration, always.

      

    


Author’s Note:

Welcome to the third short story in the Castlewood High Origin Stories, a companion series of origin stories of characters within the Castlewood High Tales, a retold clean & wholesome high school romance series.

“Two Sisters” is a retold version of “Snow-White and Rose-Red” by the Brothers Grimm, and focuses on the origin story of Rose Green, the vengeful aunt of Clay Sylvester, in Camp Castlewood, the third book of the Castlewood High Tales series.

Cover design by Mary-Kate Thomas, using Canva.

PART ONE

As Lily Green turned the knob of the side door to the kitchen, giving it a sharp tug when it wouldn’t budge through the battered wooden frame, the smells of bacon and coffee drifted through the open window. Her mother’s voice floated out the window just as Lily saw her shadow, one hand chopping the air with emphasis, gliding past the window screen as she paced in front of the sink. 

“I’m sure it was! I know what I saw!”

Lily slipped through the slight gap in the doorway, pulling the door shut with a heaving tug. She winced as the hinges creaked and the door thudded. Her mother turned from her spot by the sink and headed toward the counter, giving Lily a quick wave, the curly yellow cord of the wall phone trailing her like an angry leopard’s tail. As her mother shook her head, mouthing the words, “No, no, no,” she pulled one drawer open, then another, her free hand sifting through the mess until she found a pen and notepad. Her frown deepened, and she scribbled furiously.

“Wait, could you repeat that?” Her pen flew over the yellow-lined paper, then stopped. 

“Did you say Thursday?” She glanced at the calendar that hung next to the phone. “But that’s three days from now! Can’t you send someone today?”

Lily moved her chair out from the kitchen table, pouring herself a glass of orange juice before she sat down. She fixed a plate of bacon and toast and reached for the butter. Her mother’s eyes met hers, and Lily pointed to the phone, mouthing, “What’s up?”

Her mother just shook her head, exasperated, her mouth tightening as she listened to the response on the other end of the phone. 

“I understand we are downstate from your office.” Her voice was tight and strained. “And I understand your resources are limited. I’m just asking if you have someone, anyone, that can come out sooner than Thursday. This is a summer camp, for goodness' sake! I have children and parents who will be here this Saturday, and the last thing I need to worry about this week is if there’s a bear roaming through our woods!”

Lily’s eyes widened, and she finished her plate quickly, taking it over to the kitchen sink and scraping it quietly. At sixteen, she was a little taller than her mother, but otherwise they looked alike: long golden-brown hair, deep brown eyes, and dimples when they smiled. She leaned her hip against the kitchen counter, crossing her arms, and gave her mother a quizzical look, whispering, “Bear?”

Her mother nodded in reply, then frowned again, her finger to her lips. She turned away from Lily and stepped back to the sink, her notepad abandoned on the counter. As she paced in front of the sink, nodding as she listened to the person on the other end of the phone, Lily saw her shoulders relax as she sighed with relief.

“Oh, thank you. No, I don’t care who you send, as long as someone can come today to confirm the tracks I found and build a plan for what to do next. I’ll go back out there and take pictures of what I saw and flag the spot to make it easier.” She paused, chewing her lip as she stared out the window. “No, you’re right. It is uncommon for a bear to be in these woods, but I can remember one other time when it happened. I was home from college for the summer.” She laughed lightly. “I’m going to age myself, but that would have been when JFK was still alive. Anyhow, that time, it was a young male looking for a new territory. I don’t think the tracks I found today were adult-sized bear tracks.” She paused again, then took a deep breath. “Well, thank you. Just tell him to call me at the camp office when he’s on his way so I can meet him and hike out with him to where I found them.” She rattled off the main number at the camp office and hung up the phone.

“Did you really find bear tracks?” Lily asked.

“Yep.” Her mother scribbled one last note on the yellow pad, then ripped off the page and shoved it in the back pocket of her jeans. “I was out checking and marking the loop trail early this morning, making sure the blazes on the trees were fresh. On my way back toward the stables, I saw the tracks in the mud, at the spot where the game trail leads down to the creek.”

Lily glanced at her mother’s fingertips and noticed the fresh splatters of red and white spray paint. She gathered her hair into a long ponytail that hung in a neat line down her back. “Are you sure they were bear tracks? When I would get scared, Dad said the campfire stories he used to tell us about Bubba Bear were just made up silliness and there were no bears in our woods.” She dropped her hands and shoved them in the pockets of her shorts. 

Her mother smiled wistfully. “Oh, your father loved to tell you about the adventures of Bubba Bear. You would beg him every night.” She laughed. “You always got his stories mixed up with your other favorite stories. You called them beary tales.”

Lily rolled her eyes. “I was four, Mom. I got a lot of things mixed up.” 

“And you still do!” The sound of light footsteps racing down the stairs followed as Lily’s sister Rose rushed into the kitchen, her cheeks flushed. Her hair billowed around her head in a golden tousle of curls, carefully kept in place with bobby pins and hairspray. She wore a red halter neck summer dress dotted with white and yellow flowers and clutched a jean jacket and oversized sling macrame bag in her hands.

“Be nice, Rose,” her mother chided gently, but she couldn’t help but smile when Rose gave her a quick hug.

“I’m always nice, Mom, and besides, Lily’s allowed to get things mixed up. She’s still a child, after all.” Rose winked at Lily, then grabbed a piece of bacon before pouring a mug of coffee.

Lily rolled her eyes again. “Turning eighteen hardly qualifies you for wise elder status, Rose. You’re only two years older than me.”

Rose sipped her coffee. “Well, college has a way of changing your perspective, sis. One day, you’ll know what I mean.” 

Lily crossed her arms over her chest. She gave her sister a skeptical look. “Castlewood Community Tech and Professional School is now considered a college?”

“It’s a community college, so yes. And the only one in the state to be on the World Wide Web,” Rose shot back. “I get to use it all the time when I’m not busy helping at the front desk in the tech center.” 

“Lily! Rose! Enough already!.” Her mother sighed. “You girls are always bickering.” 

Rose glanced at her watch, brushing a stray curl out of her eyes. “Lily’s just jealous, Mom. She knows I’ll be living in my own apartment in the city after I get my certificate and a job as a court reporter while she’s still stuck in high school, living in the middle of nowhere, and mucking out barn stalls for the camp horses.” She took another sip of her coffee and nibbled on the last bite of her bacon. “Speaking of the horses...it’s summer break, Lil, so you have nothing to do today, right?” Her voice was full of sweetness and honey.

Lily just stared at her sister, saying nothing. Her mother tapped the pencil against her leg. “What did you forget to do this time, Rose?”

Rose tossed her curls, her face awash in mock indignation. “I didn’t forget, Mom. I’m just spending all my time balancing my classes and working at the school tech center.” She gave her a megawatt smile, trying hard  - and failing - to get her cheeks to dimple like her sister’s. “It’s no big deal, just the weekly list you gave me for Farm and Feed. I’d stop today, but I’m on front desk duty today, then class, then I have a huge test to
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