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Dedication

For my newest niece, Lennie Juliet Greenwald: wishing you a lifetime of adventure, friendship, and magic.
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Prologue

Bea’s Apartment, Third Grade

“I WANT TO BE A fortune teller, like for my job one day,” Nora said, curled up tight in the corner of Bea’s top bunk bed. Nora, Bea, and Millie were all in pajamas with their teeth brushed, and soon it was going to be lights-out. Bea’s parents were strict about bedtimes and stuff like that. Stricter than Nora’s and Millie’s parents, at least. “You know how you see those fortune teller places on the street? I want to do that!”

“Ooh, that’s like the best job in the world,” Bea said. “First of all, you’ll get to make our amazing paper fortune tellers forever, and second of all, you’re helping people!”

“Totally!” Millie said. “Can we do it together? I want to be a fortune teller, too!”

“But maybe one day you’ll need to do more than just the paper ones,” Bea explained. “You might need to, like, have a crystal ball or something. I don’t know.”

Bea was the most reasonable of the three of them, the quietest, most agreeable, the one who always followed the rules. The one who seemed way more like an adult than a kid. Her aunt had epilepsy and Bea had to watch out for her a lot, so it made her more responsible.

“Yeah, maybe, but no one can make fortune tellers as good as ours,” Nora said defensively, her brown curls bouncing on her shoulders as she talked. “I mean, ours are for real the best.”

“She’s right,” Millie said, lifting her eyebrows. “We have the neatest handwriting of anyone in our class. Plus all our special designs . . . and obviously no one else has the markers.”

“Let’s just make as many as we can now and hand them out to people and predict their futures.” Nora widened her eyes. “Imagine if our fortunes really came true! Like for every single person!”

“That’s what we’re hoping for, Nora!” Millie teased her.

“Wait—remember how Ms. Redwick said that thing about raising money for school the other day?” Bea asked. “Like how we could come up with ideas?”

“Yeah,” Millie replied. “We were gonna do the bake sale. My dad’s gonna make those brownie Oreo cookie bars.”

“But what if we sold the fortune tellers?” Bea asked. “And then we donated the money to school. I mean, all the kids want them anyway, sooo . . .”

“That’s really smart, Bea,” Nora said.

“I’m in.” Millie smooshed herself close to Bea on the bungee chair. “Let’s make a million! Let’s start now.”

“Okay, calm down, Mills.” Bea smiled. “Let’s do 999,999 tonight and then the last one tomorrow.”

Millie, Nora, and Bea were in third grade at the Shire School on the Upper East Side of Manhattan. It sounded fancier than it was. Shire was way more hippie than fancy—the kind of place where no one got grades, kids could choose electives from as early as kindergarten, and there was a huge emphasis on the arts. Composting was a thing at Shire way before composting was a thing anywhere else.

The girls had all met at Shire on the first day of kindergarten and had been inseparable ever since.

Millie’s dad was an apartment building super, Nora’s was an electrician, and Bea’s was a professor. It’s not like any of them were superrich, definitely not. They weren’t the stereotype of Upper East Side private school kids. But the Upper East Side was home.

Until it wasn’t anymore.

Until a pandemic happened and life changed so fast and Shire’s lower school fell apart and Nora’s parents got divorced and a work opportunity in the country presented itself for Millie’s dad. Until Bea’s mom decided they really needed space for her sister to live with them. Until moves had to happen and decisions had to be made.

Until the three of them had the kind of fight only fifth, soon-to-be-sixth graders can have.

And then all went their separate ways and never spoke again.





[image: image]

Chapter 1

Millie

WHEN MILLIE’S PARENTS TOLD HER they were moving to “the country” to take over operations at a lake cottage community, she was mad.

Very, very mad.

Millie was used to life in Manhattan, going downstairs in the elevator, saying goodbye to the doorman on the way out, getting a bacon, egg, and cheese at Super Deli & Market across the street.

On the surface, it may have seemed like her family had a glitzy life, but they really didn’t. Millie’s dad was the super of the building, and so Millie’s family lived there for free in a small two-bedroom apartment on the second floor, next to the laundry room.

It definitely wasn’t glitzy, but it was good. It was hers, and she didn’t want to leave it.

But now she had been in “the country,” as her parents called it, for a year, and she was still a little mad but not as much.

Today was their one-year anniversary of being there, and Millie wondered if someone could really stay that level of mad forever?

Probably not.

“Millie, a new family’s coming today,” her dad said, the screen door to the rental office slamming behind him.

Millie was sitting behind the desk, with her feet up on the counter in front of her. “Maybe take your feet down; it’s not the most professional-looking,” he added.

It’s not the most professional-looking, she mouthed without making a sound, but then she did take her feet down and studied her toenails.

Millie knew that if Bea were there, she’d tell her she needed a pedicure stat, and then Bea would probably take out her Caboodle and all her nail polishes and start giving Millie one.

It sounded gross to Millie, and she knew she’d never touch someone else’s feet. But Bea never minded that kind of thing. Millie sorta thought Bea kinda liked it. Not the actual feet, like in a podiatrist kind of way, but in the let me step in and help without you asking kind of way.

Millie couldn’t believe how long it had been since she’d seen Bea and Nora. Since they were all together, all the time. Since they made paper fortune tellers and had sleepovers, all sharing one twin bed.

“Millie,” her dad said. “You’re hearing me, right?”

“Um. Yes.” She smiled. “Sorry.”

She actually wasn’t hearing him. She wasn’t hearing him at all.

“Great. Thanks for being sensitive and helpful.” He grabbed a rake from the back closet. “Off to sort out this pine cone situation down the hill.”

Millie had no idea what he’d said before the you’re hearing me part, so she decided to simply be prepared for any and all things when the new family arrived.

She picked up her phone and started scrolling through random apps, feeling bored but antsy.

I wish I were anywhere else right now, she thought. But if someone asked me where, I’d have no idea where I would pick.

Sometimes, when she was feeling really sad and lonely and curious, too, of course, she looked up Bea and Nora on social media. She hated that she did it, and she never admitted it to anyone. And thankfully, she didn’t do it as much as she used to. But at moments like this when there was nothing else for her to do, and she missed her old life in that achy kind of way that somehow seemed to creep up out of nowhere, she just had to.

Just as she was about to deep dive into Nora’s profile, Millie heard the creak of the screen door opening, and so she shoved her phone into her shorts pocket as a family walked inside.

“Hi! Welcome to Sheffield Shores,” she said, smiling and standing up, pulling her V-neck gray tee so it was even on both sides.

“Hello there,” a man said, taking off his baseball cap for a second and putting it back on again. He was a young-looking dad, younger-looking than her dad at least, but that wasn’t so hard. Millie thought her dad looked like an old man, even though she’d obviously never tell him that.

“How can I help?” Millie asked, and then looked down at the notebook her dad had left for her. “You’re checking into cabin 36, correct? Don’t worry, there are, um, actual adults running things here. I’m just helping out.”

“It’s a cabin?” one of the girls shrieked. She seemed to be maybe eight or nine. Around the age of Sabrina, Millie’s sister. The other girl was only about four or five.

“Well, luxury cabin, sweetie.” The mom smiled. “Right?”

“Oh yes. It’ll feel like a house, I promise,” Mille told them, wondering if she was overselling it just a tad. “I used to live in an apartment building in New York City and now I live here, and it feels like we have a huge house.”

Okay, she was definitely overselling. Maybe this was too far beyond what her dad had meant by being sensitive or whatever it was he said before.

“Thanks very much.” The mom leaned on the desk while the two little girls fell down onto the blue couch by the window. The dad followed behind her, but it became clear to Millie pretty fast that the mom was the one who ran the show here.

“This is a lot for them,” she whispered to Millie.

“Well, we’re happy you’re here.” Millie smiled and handed her the keys for cabin 36. “It’s straight up the hill to your left. If you have any questions, call the main office. Someone is here from eight to six every day, but you can also call after-hours and you’ll be connected to one of my parents, probably my dad.”

“Oh, so this is a family business?” the man asked.

Millie hesitated. “Well, we all help out. I mean, not my sister, she’s too little, but I help, and my parents are in charge, of course.”

Millie forced herself to stop talking.

The two adults nodded, maybe not looking the most confident Millie had ever seen people, but not the least, either.

“So yeah, feel free to drive straight up to the cabin, and you can park there. As you know, they’re all furnished and stuff, and you have access to the lake. And it’s pretty fun here.” Millie paused. “People live here all year, but it still feels like a vacation, kind of. So yeah,” she said again, feeling like a human version of the palm-to-the-face emoji. She didn’t have any idea what she was saying.

“Thanks for your help, uh . . .” The lady looked at Millie’s name tag, attached to her shirt right above her boob. She decided that after they left, she’d move it to a less awkward spot. “. . . Millie.”

“Yup, you got it.”

“Come on, girls,” the dad said. “Time to go.”

“But I’m soooo tired,” one of them whined.

“I’m more tired,” the other said.

Finally the four of them left the office, and Millie slumped back down onto the desk chair. Maybe it wasn’t the best look that a twelve-year-old was checking people in. They didn’t seem concerned, but now that Millie took a second to think about it—how would her parents feel if they showed up at a hotel or something and a kid was working at the front desk?

Millie knew this was kind of her own fault, though, because she said she’d help out for the summer. Camp was such a nightmare last year, she refused to go back, but somehow this didn’t feel like the right fit, either.

She wondered if there was a word for knowing that things weren’t right and at the same time not knowing how to get them right again or what would even make them right?

Nora would know. Nora used to know so many obscure, random words in the English language because her grandma got her a book of them for her ninth birthday and she memorized the whole thing.

Nora would know exactly what to say to Millie right now, just like how Bea would start giving her a pedicure.

That was probably the worst part of it all—Millie didn’t know where she wanted to be, but she knew she wanted to be with her two best—ex-best—friends.

And she couldn’t.

That was the ache she felt—it wasn’t for a place or a time or a summer experience.

It was for Nora and Bea.
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Chapter 2

Bea

“SO, LIKE, YOU’RE A BABYSITTER for a grown-up?” Sam asked Bea, sitting on the edge of the inflatable pool in a way that would probably pop it and destroy the whole thing.

“No, I just keep an eye on her while my mom’s out.” Bea turned away from Sam and shifted herself in the water, rolling her eyes in the other direction so her friend wouldn’t see. Sam wasn’t the nicest person, but she was all Bea had, and being alone would be worse.

At least, Bea thought it would be worse.

“It’s kind of weird, Bea. No offense.” Sam blew a gigantic bubble with her gum and it popped all over her face. Then she tried to use her tongue to get it all off and the whole thing was disgusting to watch.

“It’s not weird. She’s my aunt and she has epilepsy and we moved here so she could live with us,” Bea said, hating how defensive she sounded. “Let’s just change the topic, okay?”

Sam shrugged. “But isn’t that so annoying? Like having to do so much to help out?”

“Oh my goodness, Sam! Stop!” Bea yelled, shocking herself with the sudden outburst.

Sam blew a bubble again, but she was neater about it this time. “Whatever, Bea. You’re, like, wound up so tight. It’s summer and you’re stuck at home and I hate to say it—this inflatable pool sucks. You’re one of the only people with a backyard in Brooklyn and you can do so much more with it. Maybe get a landscaper?”

She didn’t stop and Bea couldn’t understand why. It was just criticism after criticism.

“I’m just saying, you’re capable of making things better . . .”

Bea sat back against the edge of the pool. She needed Sam out of there. She needed to find a new friend before school started. Okay, yeah, she also needed a better pool.

Basically she needed everything to change. Immediately.

“Hi, Bea.” Bea’s mom came out to the backyard, brushing strands of red hair off her sweaty forehead. “All okay?” She paused. “Oh, hi, Sam.”

“Hi,” Sam replied, not looking up from her phone.

Bea’s mom didn’t like Sam. She’d made that abundantly clear. But again—Sam was all Bea had.

“All’s been fine,” her mom said, like they were in the middle of a conversation and she was replying to something. “One seizure, but the kind where she just zones out for a minute. She’s taking a nap now.” She shook her head. “The medicine makes her tired. I need to call Dr. Gundersen again. He never listens to me.”

She walked away from them, still muttering to herself. Bea figured that was probably the most they’d talk all day.

Before moving to Brooklyn, Bea had thought that having Aunt Claire living with them would make things easier on her mom. That’s how her parents pitched it to her twin brother, Danny, and to her, at least. But no. So far it was definitely not easier.

“Okay, so can we go do something now?” Sam asked. “Also, FYI, this bathing suit is riding all the way up my butt and it’s the worst wedgie I’ve ever had.”

“Sorry.” Bea made a frowny face, trying to appear concerned. “What do you want to do?”

“Get a new bathing suit.”

Bea rolled her eyes. “I mean, today. What do you want to do today?”

“Anything, Bea! Anything! I’m so bored.” She got up from the now-smooshed-in side of the inflatable pool. “I’m going to change. Maybe I’ll see your brother . . .” Sam did that creepy eyebrow wiggle and it made Bea feel 100 percent icky. She was pretty sure Sam had only become friends with her because she had a crush on Danny. It was sort of hard to have a twin who, for some unknown reason, everyone found cute.

But sad times for Sam because Danny had no interest in her. The thing was, Bea had a feeling Sam would try really hard to change his mind.

“Gross, Sam. Really, really gross.”

Sam was the kind of girl who kissed a boy for the first time in fifth grade. She was almost thirteen, the oldest in the grade by a lot. She only wore crop tops that looked way more like bras than shirts.

Grossed out from watching Sam walk inside, picking her wedgie, Bea slid farther down into the water.

She knew she needed to find other friends.

Or get her old friends back.

One or the other.

But fast.

“Bye, Bea,” Sam called out to her through the screen door a few moments later. “I need to go. My mom just found out I failed math.”

“Oh. Yeah. Good luck with that,” Bea yelled back.

“Way to be a caring friend,” Sam said, and then laughed.

Guess Sam isn’t exactly mad at me, Bea thought. That’s good.

Maybe neither one of them was thrilled with the other one.

Bea went back inside and slumped over the kitchen table, trying to think of something to do with her day.

“What’s her deal?” Danny asked, his head almost nose deep in a bowl of Honey Nut Cheerios.

“What do you mean?”

“Like, why are you friends with her?” he asked. “You’re always in a bad mood after you hang out with her.”

It was the first time Danny had ever asked Bea about a friend. They’d been living parallel lives since birth and he’d never commented on anything in this realm before.

“She’s fine. I don’t know.” Bea shrugged.

“Bea.” He finally looked up from his cereal. “Do you need one of those apps to make friends? FindFriendsNOW or whatever?”

“Stop, Danny. I don’t need your jokes.” Bea left him in the kitchen and trudged up the stairs to her room to change out of her bathing suit. She figured she should be happy to have more space and a yard, but none of it actually mattered since she didn’t have anyone she cared about to use it with.

After she was in dry clothes, Bea slumped back on her bed and stared at her ceiling fan, squeezing her eyes tight. If she just prayed hard enough, maybe she could be back in her old life in Manhattan in their walk-up apartment with her friends around the corner. They’d make fortune tellers with the silliest fortunes possible and draw with chalk on the sidewalk.

I want to go back to that, Bea thought. So, so badly.

But no. When she opened her eyes, she was still there, in her room in Brooklyn: friendless, alone, hot, and mystified by it all.

It had been a year and she had figured she’d be in a better place by now. She thought she’d be adjusted, settled, maybe even with new friends who she felt comfortable and happy with.

A year should be enough time for that, but somehow it wasn’t. Somehow Bea felt worse than she did last summer. Probably because when you’re first in a new place, you have all these ideas in your head about what it’s gonna be like. And you daydream about all the awesome stuff. And yeah, it’s scary, but there’s also a feeling of hope and possibility.

That can keep you going for a while.

Bea felt guilty for being mad that her mom was so focused on Aunt Claire that she often forgot about her and Danny, but she did blame her a tiny bit.

A few moments later, someone knocked on Bea’s door and for a few seconds, she pretended to be asleep so they’d hopefully walk away and leave her alone. But then they knocked again, and she gave up pretending.

“Come in,” she said.

“Want to come hang with Craig and me? He’s meeting up with the kids down the block and I think they’re going for ices or something?” Danny asked, leaning against her doorframe.

“Mom made you ask me, right?” Bea stared at the ceiling fan, feeling even more sorry for herself.

After Danny didn’t respond, Bea said, “Just admit Mom made you ask me.”

“Yeah, she made me, but so what? Bea, chill out. Stop being so grumpy. We only have like a week of summer left.”

“Don’t remind me.”

“Come on. I’m never gonna ask you again so might as well just come with me now.” He threw a squishy ball at her head and she ducked so the ball slammed against the dresser before bouncing to the floor.

“Fine.” Bea shrugged, her cheeks a hint of red, embarrassed her brother had to be forced to ask her to hang out with him.

Danny and Bea left the house, saying goodbye to their mom and Aunt Claire on the way out. They were at the table working on adult coloring books.

Mom actually looks peaceful, Bea thought.

Bea’s whole body relaxed for a moment, but her mind wouldn’t let herself stay there.

It won’t last, she thought. She’ll be twisted up and anxious again in five minutes, probably.

“Stop being so miz, Bea,” Danny said again. “Sam’s your only friend because you’re always sulking. No one else wants to be with you.”

“Stop! You have no idea what I’m going through. I don’t need your advice!” She shook her head. “Let’s just walk in silence, k?”

“K.” He paused. “For the record, I’m already regretting inviting you.”

Without another word, Bea turned around and went home.

I’d rather be alone than with him, Bea thought as she walked. I would rather be alone than with most people, she realized. Okay, things need to change. And quickly.
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Chapter 3

Nora

NORA HATED CHANGE. EVEN THOUGH none of the changes of the last few years were her fault, what bothered her the most was that there was nothing she could do about any of them.

At her dad’s new place, she had her own room, but it was beige. All of it. Beige walls, beige quilt, even beige wall-to-wall carpet, and in a rental, carpet is just kind of gross. How many feet had walked on it? Were there stray toenails stuck in the fuzz?

Gross. Totally gross.

Nora’s dad wasn’t the kind of guy who’d be like, “Let’s design your room! We can go to Home Depot and pick out any color paint you want!” No way. He was the opposite. He was the kind of guy who’d be like, “It’s fine the way it is. No one spends that much time in their room, anyway.”

In fact, that’s exactly what he said. On multiple occasions. To Nora and to her little sister, Penelope, who truthfully didn’t mind the room situation (or the wall-to-wall carpet) as much as Nora did.

Penelope was only eight and she still got excited about new things. Unlike Nora, who was eleven and was just all-around disgruntled—a vocabulary word from sixth grade that Nora was using a lot lately.

It wasn’t all bad, though. Nora liked the suburbs—driving everywhere instead of walking, the backyards, all the kids on her mom’s block who just knocked on each other’s doors to go ride bikes together. It was neighborhood-y in a different way than the city and life just felt, like, calmer somehow.

Nora was in the backyard on the hammock at her mom’s house. It was that time at the end of summer when all camps were over and nothing was going on and each day melted into the next. Her friends would be coming over soon and they’d walk together to the pizza place. She felt lucky that she’d been absorbed into a friend group, despite being a new kid in the sixth grade. And she reminded herself of that all the time. She had friends, and a CIT job at the local day camp that had gone pretty well. And a hammock.

Things weren’t bad.

But they weren’t great, either.

“Nor-Nor, we’re here,” her friend Jade sang, skipping through the backyard and over to the hammock. “Guess what? Jeremy Neiderberg likes you. It’s official.”

“Stop!” Nora’s cheeks turned red in an instant.

“We will not stop,” Esme said, plopping onto the hammock next to Nora. “He’s super cute, he has a million freckles, and he likes you and we’re going to all have boyfriends this year. That’s our goal.”

Nora felt confused by this plan because she had never agreed to it, and they were only going into seventh grade and Nora wasn’t even sure she wanted a boyfriend.

“My sister said this is the best age to have your first boyfriend,” Esme continued.

“And Pia knows everything,” Jade added. “She’s really all of our big sister. We need to follow her lead.”

“Uh-huh,” Nora said, only half paying attention. Her mind wandered to wonder if she’d ever feel comfy with Esme and Jade. Kinda thought it would’ve happened by now.

“Nor-Nor, how are you not more excited?” Jade asked. “Jeremy is so cute and he likes you! No one likes Esme and me yet.”

“Don’t say it like that!” Esme shrieked. “We don’t know who likes us yet!”

“Can we go eat now?” Nora asked, actually hungry but also wanting to change the topic. “I’m craving the BBQ chicken pizza at Nick’s. Like seriously craving.”

“Oh, yum.” Esme typed out a quick text on her phone and then shoved it into her pocket. “K, yeah. Let’s go.”

The three of them walked to Nick’s, Tressdale’s beloved pizzeria. It only took Nora, Penelope, and their mom a few days of living there to hear about the famous BBQ chicken pizza with the crispy noodles on top and the fancy sodas.

“Guys, I’ve been living in Tressdale for a full year!” Nora exclaimed, always the one who cared about dates and anniversaries and kept track of that stuff. Nostalgia was practically her middle name. “Today is our one-year anniversary of moving here.”

At the beginning, after Nora’s parents
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