
[image: ][image: A children's book cover

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Boat Camp
© 2025 Matt Wiedeman
Illustrations
Select illustrations by George Kamiki
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or distributed in any form without prior written permission from the publisher.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BOAT CAMP

    

    
      First edition. April 15, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Matt Wiedeman.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224295227

    

    
    
      Written by Matt Wiedeman.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Matt Wiedeman

	    

      
	    
          
	      Beanie Books

          
        
          
	          Beanie In The Bottle

          
        
          
	          Herbert the Golf Cart

          
        
          
	          Stomper! No Stomping!

          
        
          
	          The Leprechaun Twins

          
        
          
	          Boat Camp

          
        
          
	          Stop That Wiener Dog!

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Scraps Romantic Comedy Series

          
        
          
	          Love Is on the Menu at Scraps

          
        
          
	          Love, Lies, and Leashes

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Chok & MaGee: Two Cats on the Run

          
        
          
	          Rumblings, Ranches, and Romance

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Matt Wiedeman’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Also By Matt Wiedeman

Boat Camp?

Day One

Sailing

YO-HO, Vomit, Treasure, and A True Mariner’s Evening

Storm At Sea

The Lighthouse

Two Fishermen

Fog, Ghost Ships, and Terrible Turtlenecks

Ghoul Island, Gold Pipes & The Doorbell of Doom

Gold, Ghosts & a One-Way Elevator

Tracks, Tunnels & Totally Terrifying Rodents

Brown Jacket, Mystery Meat & Waiting for Mendo

Enter Ego Mendo

The Witch, The Deal, and Brimstone Cove

Brimstone Cove & The Hungry Rocks

Rescue... sort of

The Reveal

Back to the Dock

About the Author

More Books by the Author

Did Gloppy in Full Santa Mode Make You Laugh?

Sign up for Matt Wiedeman's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Leprechaun Twins

Also By Matt Wiedeman

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Boat Camp?
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“Congratulations, Ben! You’re a certified lifeguard!” Mom shouted as we sat down at a table in Beanie’s Ice Cream Shop — the happiest place in Ohio. 

“The lifeguard test was brutal! I had to dive underwater and rescue this dummy while wearing a vest packed with bricks,” I said to them.

They were shocked.

“Well, it paid off! I mean, waking up every day at 5 in the morning wasn’t easy,” Beth quipped.

One minute you're celebrating, the next your parents are enrolling you in Boat Bootcamp of Doom.

Dad slid a colorful brochure across the table like it was treasure. His eyes sparkled — always a bad sign. That look usually meant character building was incoming.

[image: This is the Boat Camp brochure that Ben and Beth's parents saw.]”You want us to go to boat camp!?!” my twin sister Beth and I shouted at the exact same time — which, naturally, triggered the sacred sibling law.

“Jinx! You owe me a soda, Ben!” Beth grinned like she'd just won the lottery.

“Put it on my tab,” I groaned.

Beanie — former genie, now full-time ice-cream wizard — was wiping down the counter. He overheard Dad and winked at me.

“Blame it on me! I was the one who handed out the Boat Camp brochure. I mean, what could be a better time than swabbing decks and tying knots, right? Plus, those lifeguard skills of yours could totally come in handy!”

Sometimes I wondered if freeing him from that genie bottle in the haunted woods was a mistake.

Dad chimed in: “A lifeguard might be needed out at sea!”

Beth pointed dramatically at me.

“Perfect! Ben loves the water. So, he can go. I’ll stay here and... supervise.”

I folded my arms. “No way. We're twins. We suffer together. It’s in the contract.”

Mom leaned in with her optimistic-but-terrifying voice. “There will be activities. Bonding. Sunshine!”

I flipped the brochure open.

Inspect sails. Polish railings. Weather reporting.

I slowly lifted my head and said, “Come on, these aren't activities; they're just chores under the blazing sun!”

“Maybe ice cream will help,” Beanie said hopefully, already reaching for the scoops.

Just then, Cole and Gloppy burst through the door like they’d been launched from a cannon. They always entered like that — loud, dramatic, and with questionable timing.

Cole and I work together at the BushGrass golf course. And wouldn't you know it; he's also my neighbor. But let me tell you about our friend Gloppy - yes, that's Boris Gloppenstein, but he insists on Gloppy.

“Hey, your parents are here,” Gloppy announced, as if the room needed narrating.

Mom fired back instantly, “Aren’t you just a detective of tremendous insight!”

Gloppy barely blinked — he had news. “GUESS WHAT! I just auditioned to be the mall Santa!”

Beth squinted. “Gloppy... it's July.”

He stood up straighter, belly out, voice booming: “HO HO HO! “

Cole nodded respectfully. “Does the beard itch?”

“Only when I breathe,” Gloppy replied, which somehow didn’t surprise me.

“Well, I don’t know about the Santa thing, but it sounds better than boat camp,” I added.

“Boat camp?” asked Cole, looking puzzled.

“Yeah, our parents have decided to sentence Beth and me to boat camp without a trial. They didn’t even bother to ask if we wanted to go.”

Once they heard about boat camp, Cole’s face lit up like fireworks.
“That sounds AWESOME. I’m in.”
He stepped outside, called his parents, and returned in thirty seconds.

“They said yes!”

Gloppy dialed his mom.

We all waited — hopeful. He put the phone down dramatically.

“She said no adult supervision, no Gloppy. Apparently I once ‘misused a canoe.’”

No one asked for details. We valued our sanity.

“Hey, Beanie, what do you think about being the grown-up on Boat Camp?” I asked him.

He raised both hands like a man surrendering. 

“Don’t even look at me. I sink like a bowling ball.”

Beth pointed at him. “This was YOUR idea!”

Beanie shrugged, “I was just trying to boost business. I didn’t think anyone would actually read these brochures.”

And just like that — with ice cream melting and Santa still practicing “Ho Ho Ho” — we were officially going to BOAT CAMP.

Whether we liked it or not.
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Day One
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Our parents dropped Beth and me at the dock for day one of Boat Camp. The sun was shining, the waves rippled like blue taffy, and... nobody else was there. Not a soul. Just one lonely, old boat tied to the pier with the word TUBULAR painted on the side in peeling letters.

Beth scanned the empty dock like a detective in a missing-person case.

“Well, well, well. No camp, no counselors, no witnesses — guess we’re free to go home.”

“Motion seconded,” I announced.

Mom folded her arms. “Patience, young grasshoppers.”

Just then, Cole and Gloppy wandered up — and Gloppy... was dressed as Santa Claus. Beard, boots, hat, everything. In July.

Beth burst out laughing. “Gloppy, WHY are you Santa?”

He posed heroically, hands on hips. “Because — dramatic pause please — I GOT THE MALL SANTA JOB!”

Cole squinted. “For Christmas? This Christmas? The one five months from now?”

“I am a method actor,” Gloppy declared. “I must live as Santa. Become Santa. Embody Santa.”

“Should we send our wish lists early?” Cole asked.

“Yes, regular mail works fine,” Santa-Gloppy replied with complete seriousness.

Beth leaned in. “Is your list getting double-checked?”

Without breaking character, Gloppy pulled out a tiny notebook and scribbled something furiously. Beth peeked and he yanked it away.

[image: Cartoon of a person with an eye patch

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]”Top. Secret. Claus. Business.”

Enter: Captain Ted

Before we could question Santa further, an engine coughed loudly in the distance — like a lawnmower trying to swallow a grapefruit — and an ancient three-wheeled motorcycle sputtered toward us.

A man jumped off before it even stopped rolling. He was wearing these totally random checkered shorts tucked into rain boots, his shirt was flapping everywhere, and a black eye patch covered his left eye. Under one arm was a mysterious, brown-paper-wrapped box.

Definitely not the brochure-model camp leader.

“Please tell me that isn’t our captain,” I whispered.

Too late. The man saluted us with wild enthusiasm.

“AHOY, LAND CRABS! Captain Ted, at your service!”

Behind him, his motorcycle slowly continued forward...

...and rolled right into Lake Erie.

SPLOOSH.

Captain Ted was too busy inspecting Gloppy's beard to notice.

“You're gonna melt in that suit, lad,” he warned Gloppy.

Beth stage-whispered, “Did we sign waivers for this?”

Dad tried to be polite. “So... Captain Ted. About the eyepatch?”

Gloppy, without filter, added, “Did a swordfish actually stab you?”

Mom gasped. “GLOPPY—!”

Captain Ted waved her off. “Aye, a swordfish or something like it stole this eye.”

“That sounds fishy,” Dad said.

“You makin' jokes about me eye?” the captain asked, voice grim.

Everyone froze.

Then Captain Ted roared with laughter. “KIDDING! I love a good joke. Fist bumps all around!”

We all fist-bumped nervously, like people shaking hands with a volcano.

“Dude, you’ve only got four fingers,” Gloppy suddenly said.

“Shark ate one of them,” he said.

“That sounds painful,” I said, but he just carried on like I hadn’t said a word.

Captain Ted hopped aboard The Tubular and quickly disappeared below deck with his mysterious box. We heard clanking, hammering, possibly exploding, and something that suspiciously sounded like a duck.

Beth frowned. “Is he fixing something or summoning demons?”

He must have caught wind of the question because he popped his head out. “Just giving this old tub the once-over to check if she's seaworthy.”

Beanie whispered, “I don't think this tub is me-worthy.”

Cole and I climbed aboard to investigate. Down a narrow hallway we found a door labeled:

ENGINE ROOM
(Enter at Your Own Risk)
[image: This is the Engine Room sign on The Tubular.]We opened it anyway — smart decisions are not our specialty.

Captain Ted was inside, clutching a dipstick like it was Excalibur.

“Checking oil, lads. She leaks a little. Just gotta keep feeding her like a hungry goat.”

Cole nodded wisely. “Of course.”

I pointed proudly. “Cole’s a golf-cart mechanic. He once freed a man from a leprechaun-booby-trapped cell by picking a lock!”

The captain blinked twice. “Leprechauns. Sure. Why not. You can be my first mate, Cole.”

Ted slapped Cole on the back.

“What can be my job?” I asked, eager to join the crew.

“Aye. And you, young man, shall begin as... a swab.”

I was deflated. “A swab?”

“Promotion available upon un-swab-like behavior,” he said.

Just then Cole spotted the box. “Captain, what’s in there?”

Ted leaned close like he was sharing classified intelligence. “I’ll tell you, young man. This package must be delivered to a man named Ego Mendo.”

“Ego Mendo!?!?” we both exclaimed in unison.

“Yes, Ego Mendo is a notorious smuggler.”

“What
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