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“Do we have to leave?” I groaned, staring around my room at the huge stack of stuff I had to somehow get into my suitcase.

My mom came in and dumped the contents of a laundry basket onto the bed.  “All vacations end,” she said with a sympathetic grin.  

I waved my hand at the now immense pile on the bed. “How could all this possibly fit into this little case?  It defies the laws of physics.”

“If you didn’t shop while we’re here, it would be less of a problem.”  Mom sank onto the head of the bed, where the stack was low, and exhaled a deep sigh.  “I hate packing, too.”

“Can’t I just leave these clothes here?  I’m not going to wear summer stuff in Calgary.  It’ll be winter the week after school starts.”

Mom laughed.  “You’ll have outgrown it all by next year.  This way you can pass it along to Dana.”

Dana was my best friend.  She is two sizes smaller than I am. Way to rub it in, Mom.  “I could go to school here.  You know there’s a high school.  All those kids working in the stores go there.  Why can’t I?”  Our summer condo would be perfectly fine to live in all year.  Several of the other residents did.  There was no reason we couldn’t, too.

“Our jobs are in Calgary.” Mom laughed.  “Sorry, Chancey.  Summer ends for all of us.  However...”  She rummaged in her pocket and handed me a flyer.  “I saw this at the grocery store this afternoon.  You want to go?  It can be your seasonal farewell to Laketon.”

I studied the mini-flyer.  It was a photo-copied quarter page with a silhouette of dancers and music notes that announced an all-ages dance at the renovated purple barn that served as community centre for the summer village of Laketon.  

“I can go to this?  Alone?”

“I don’t see why not. You’re old enough to stay out of trouble, right?  Brian needs to get the boat in, but it’ll only take the two of us.” 

“You’re sure?”

“The cashier told me most of the town goes to these dances. Kids to grandparents.  Seems safe enough, don’t you think?”

“You just want some private time with Brian while I’m kept busy.” I raised an eyebrow and tried to wiggle it.  

Mom laughed, “Well, there is that. How else are you going to get a little brother or sister?”

“Ew, Mom.  Gross.”  Mom and Brian had been married for five years and had spent the last year in a determined baby-making campaign.

My phone beeped and I glanced down at the text.

“Dana?” her mom guessed.

“Yup.”

“Get this stuff put away.”  She dropped the laundry basket at the door. “Anything you don’t want, put in the basket and I’ll drop it off at the thrift store on our way out of town.”

I read Dana’s message and sighed.  

Went out with Rick last night.  I am in love!

Rick was a grade above us.  He had dreamy dark curls and worked out.  In the last year, he’d gotten seriously hot.

Mom stood up, “What’s the news?”

“Dana is going out with Rick.”

“Do I know him?”

I shrugged.  “I don’t think so.”

“Is he nice?”

“I guess. He’s really cute.”

“Cute is okay, but nice is better. I’m happy for Dana, if she’s happy, but remember honey, you don’t need a boy in your life to be complete.  You are a capable, beautiful, intelligent person.  You don’t need anyone else to be happy.”

“Says the woman who gushes and giggles worse than a kid whenever Brian walks in the room.” I tried to keep the tinge of mocking out of my voice.

Mom’s eyes twinkled.  “All right. That’s fair, but it took a horrible first marriage to learn I was strong and able. Those qualities were what attracted Brian.  A man who respected my strengths was attractive to me.” She smirked and added, “and his biceps were attractive to me, too.”

I snorted.

Mom chuckled, “I know you don’t believe me, but you’ll see.  A partner who kindles your fire rather than smothering it makes all the difference.”  

Another text notification binged. 

“You’d better talk to Dana before she freaks out.” She left, calling back, “Don’t be long. Dinner will be ready in a bit.”

We have so much in common! Dana had written. We went to The Beasleys concert and talked for three hours afterwards at Pizza Pizzazz.

I fought down a stab of jealousy.  The Beasleys were just a local band, but they were cool.

Jealous.  I typed back.  Going to a dance tonight, I added, so I didn’t sound completely pathetic.

When do you come home? Can’t wait to see you and tell you everything!

We leave tomorrow.  Sucks to go back to real life. But it’ll be good to see you.

School Monday. Summer went so fast!

Right?

Did you get your summer romance?

Way to dig it in, Dana, I thought.  Tell you when I see you! I added a raised eyebrow emoticon. 

Oooh! Way to torture me!

I laughed and hoped that by the time I saw Dana I’d actually have a romance to report.  Dinner now. C U soon!

I stared at the screen at a duck-face selfie of Dana in her work uniform.  Rick was behind her, making rabbit ears above her head. They were a cute couple.

When we’d left for Laketon in June, Dana had challenged me to find a summer romance, but the hot days had lulled me into believing I had time.  I had spent the entire summer in Brian’s boat.  Mom called it ‘idyllic existence’ and ‘adventure everyday.’  I called it tedious, but I didn’t have the energy to go off by myself.  It wasn’t fun without Dana. 

Most summers Dana came to Laketon with us, but this year she’d gotten a summer job.  

Mom and Brian still gushed and mooned over each other like newlyweds, so I felt like an extra in my own house. Where was my romance?  I was nearly fifteen!    

Meanwhile, there was Dana, working in Calgary, and now she and Rick were going out. Dana was getting a romance, and it could keep going through the school year since Rick went to our school.  

I read through their conversation again.  I was the loser who was last to find someone who liked her. Even Mom had beaten me to new romance. But I had one last chance. 

Tonight at the dance, I’d see if I could find adventure, if not a romance.
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I didn’t usually dress up in the hot Laketon summers.  No one did.  Baggy t-shirts and shorts were the uniform of the entire town.  But tonight I was determined to stand out.  I needed an outfit that announced that I was up for an adventure.  

I dug out a tight black t-shirt dress that barely covered my bum, and after some consideration, slipped into bootie shorts for the sake of modesty.  

“We’re off to pull up the boat!” Mom called up the stairs.

“Okay!” I called back, thankful I didn’t have to hear Mom’s opinion on my outfit.  She probably wouldn’t care, because she was cool that way, but she’d be bound to say something embarrassing.

“Be back by ten!” Mom added.

“Okay!”  The dance started at six.  I’d have four hours.  That was plenty of time for an adventure wasn’t it?

I went into Brian and Mom’s en-suite bathroom to hunt for her make-up bag.  I normally just wore lip gloss, but some dramatic eyes could maybe make me look older, more interesting. I pulled up a ‘smoky eye’ tutorial on my phone and followed the instructions.  After a couple of abortive attempts, I got the hang of layering up the colours with the brush.  I lined my eyes in black and applied three coats of mascara.  I added some blush and a shimmery pink lip gloss.

I rummaged in Mom’s closet for a cute pair of low strappy
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