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by Julia 

“Hannah, my little Fun Dip, here’s your happy–face rainbow shirt,” Mom said in a saccharine, child-like voice.


“Oh, Mom, I'm nine-years-old. Are you kidding? A happy–face rainbow T-shirt? It’s a fashion nightmare!”


Mom frowned, and still hoping that someone would wear the shirt, she said, “I think your twin sister Max(ine) would just love it!”


“Yeah, probably. She’s such a baby.”


Hannah’s twin sister Max(ine) was reluctantly fitting her things into a suitcase that would soon be picked up by a truck and taken up to camp. Camp was the last place Max(ine) wanted to go. She hated bugs and any activity that involved throwing, catching or hitting a ball.


“Max(ine), remember to put on your mouth guard when you play any contact sport. Also remember to take off your glasses so they won’t break.” 


“Mom, I don’t think we have anything to worry about.  Last time I played any sport, this little scar landed on my face,” she said, pointing to a small red mark near her nose.

*  *  *


At the bus stop, there was lots of milling around, as parents gave their jumpy kids last-minute instructions.


“Max(ine), my little Picasso, did you bring your sketchbook? I know you don’t own a tennis racket,” Dad said, jokingly. “And Olympic Star Hannah, what about your glittery purple tennis shoes?”


As the bus driver loaded the carry-on pieces, parents hovered nearby. Hannah and Max(ine) wrapped their parents in giant hugs and boarded the bus. As the bus pulled away, there was a chain reaction of parents blowing kisses and waving final good-byes.

*  *  *


Now, miles from home, the bus was driving along bumpy farmland roads. Horses were galloping in corrals and cows were grazing in pastures.  As the campers passed a sign that read, “5 miles to Camp Buzzing Bee,” a drenching rain began to pour down. The windows were shut and the wipers were hard at work, so despite the soaking rain, they all stayed dry. 


Twenty minutes later the bus pulled into the camp’s bare, gray parking lot. A round of cheers swept through the bus, but Max(ine)’s voice could not be heard. She could only feel the lump in her throat.


“Everybody, line up and follow me!” instructed an enthusiastic female counselor. “I’m going to lead you to the assembly hall where you’ll be divided into bunks.”


“Don’t leave anything behind!” reminded another counselor.


Kids rushed and grabbed their stuff. In the midst of the mad dash off the bus, Hannah’s foot got caught in a gap on a step. Before she had time to think, she had already landed on the muddy ground.  There was a swarm of kids pointing and laughing. Hannah, “Olympic Star” was mortified.


“Look at your shoes!” exclaimed a little girl in a frilly pink blouse.

Hannah looked down and cringed. Her glittery purple tennis shoes looked like they had been run over by an overflowing garbage truck. She tried to stand up, but she fell back in pain.


“Owww, my a-annkkle,” Hannah moaned.  As the rain poured down, she made one more unsuccessful attempt to stand, not noticing that she was a wet, muddy mess. Hannah saw the eyes of the other campers staring down at her. Hannah, Olympic Star Camper! 


A counselor came, scooped Hannah up and carried her off to the infirmary.

*  *  *


At the assembly hall, where kids were being assigned to their bunks, girls and boys were everywhere.  Max(ine), however, sat quietly sketching the freckled girl in the seat next to her who was reading Max(ine)’s favorite book, and coincidentally had a small red scar near her nose.  


When the girl looked up, she noticed Max(ine)’s drawing and exclaimed, “Hey, that’s me! You’re great at drawing!”


“Thanks,” Max(ine) said shyly.


“By the way, my name is Tessa. What’s yours?” 


“Maxine, but people call me Max.”


“And that’s a really cool shirt you’re wearing”


“Do you really think so?”


“Yeah, I do!” 


“I-I like it too,” Max(ine) said, looking at Tessa bashfully.  Max(ine) liked Tessa. She hoped they would be in the same bunk.


*  *  *

 “You’ve got a really bad twisted ankle, Hannah,” said the camp nurse. “No sports for you, but don’t worry, pipe cleaner sculpting is fun! And knitting too!”


“But I’m the Olympic Star Camper!” Hannah sobbed.



“You know we’ve made some great knitters here at Buzzing Bee. In fact, I learned how to make this very sweater I’m wearing today!”


“But I don’t want to be a famous knitter or a renowned pipe cleaner sculptor. And when will I get to use my tennis rackets?”cried Hannah. “And besides,” she thought to herself, “that sweater she’s wearing is a fashion nightmare!”


Hannah looked down at her bruised and swollen ankle, and her muddy tennis shoes. “This summer’s ruined,” she muttered.

*  *  *


Max(ine) and Tessa were giggling side by side as they unpacked their things and put them in drawers. There were sketchbooks, colored pencils and books in the mix.


“I’m so happy we’re in the same bunk,” said Tessa.


“I’m so happy too,” Max(ine) said.


Max(ine) looked around and saw kids unpacking movies, iPods, hairbands, hair streaking kits, a guitar, art supplies, swim stuff, sports stuff, and even candy!

* * * 


In the meantime Hannah, who was in a different bunk than her sister, walked to her cabin hobbling on crutches with the nurse at her side. All the kids had already settled in and were laughing and talking when Hannah arrived. All heads turned to Hannah. At that moment she wished she were invisible.


An overly tall, unfriendly looking counselor approached Hannah with a stern face.


“You must be Hannah! Unpack your belongings. You’re late!” said the counselor.

            “But I fell off the bus and twisted my ankle!” Hannah explained.

            “One of my biggest rules: NO EXCUSES! And those crutches are f-a-k-e!” the counselor yelled.


Hannah recognized her trunk sitting next to a bed and figured that bed must be hers. She tottered over to it and reluctantly started unpacking.


“Remember, Hannah, no sports for the rest of the summer!” the nurse called out and closed the screen door as she left.


“This is going to be a looooong summer,” she thought to herself.

* * * 


The next day, Hannah’s bunk was headed to the kickball field. Hannah, on the other hand, was hobbling, accompanied by the camp nurse, to the arts and crafts shack for her first pipe cleaner sculpture–making class. Hannah tried to reassure herself that this would be fun, just like the nurse had said.  But then she spotted Max(ine) talking and laughing with another girl. “Wow, my sister has friend material!” she thought. Max(ine) was too busy in conversation to even notice her. Hannah limped over to her sister and sat right next to her. “Funny seeing you here,” Hannah said, managing a laugh. But Max(ine) was too involved with Tessa and didn’t hear her sister.

* * * 

Dear Mom and Dad,


Camp is not as good as I thought it would be. I twisted my ankle on the first day and I have a mean counselor. I’m really homesick and want to go home.


What have you been doing lately? Probably better than  what I do each day, pipe cleaner sculpting.









Love,









Hannah

* * * 

Dear Mom and Dad,


I love camp sooooo much! Guess what I’ve done so far? Made a friend! On the first day! And she has the same favorite book as me and likes my shirt.
Today we collaborated on a pipe cleaner sculpture and she’s also artsy just like me.


Bye for now! Wish me good luck in my tennis match!









Toodeloo,







Max
* * *

It was nighttime and Hannah lay in her bed. She usually went to sleep thinking about her day, but her day had been so bad she couldn’t sleep. The food was awful and she had lost the bird–spotting contest. And finger–knitting with seven-year-olds wasn’t her cup of tea. She suddenly heard a drip of water. Maybe it was Polly Jean Blotch’s drool from snoring. She looked at the snoring Polly Jean next to her. She was doing a good job holding in her drool. Hannah soon realized Polly Jean wasn’t the problem. There was a leak in the ceiling with a bucket under it. And the water was clinking into the bucket… ALL NIGHT!

* * *


“Go, Max! Go! Go! Go, Max!” The kids on her team were cheering, as Max swam across the pool at the speed of a dolphin. “Maxine Dweller wins again!” yelled the counselor through the megaphone. Tessa and Kelsey, the other two girls on her team, ran over and hugged her. “What a great start to the swimming races!”


In the meantime, Hannah sat on the bleachers with her bunk. She quietly clapped for Max. Felicity O’Shea gave Hannah a nasty stare. “Why are you clapping for the other team?”


“Because she’s my sister.”

* * *


A month went by. Hannah actually started getting into arts and crafts and was very proud of the glittery purple scarf she was knitting. And in the free hour after lunch, Hannah spent time drawing.


Max, in the meantime, had won several sports competitions and was beginning to enjoy her newfound popularity.

* * *


Toward the last week of camp, Hannah’s ankle began to feel better. The camp nurse said that the cast would be coming off any day now. And things had changed for Max too. Sports were her new hobby and she had become the new swimming superstar. As for Hannah, by the end of the summer, all the kids in her bunk, even Felicity O’Shea, were wearing colorful headbands knit by Hannah.

* * *


On the last day of camp a bus slowly pulled into the sunny parking lot ready to take the campers home. Kids were loaded down with sports equipment and other carry–ons, sad that this was their last day at Buzzing Bee until next summer.



“Watch those steps, Hannah,” the camp nurse said with a wink, as she shifted her powder blue knit headband. “I’m expecting a sweater next summer and look forward to seeing you back on the tennis courts.” 


The nurse stood by and watched Hannah board the bus with Max and Tessa.

* * *


Three hours later the windows of the camp bus reflected the city lights of the looming buildings. The kids realized that summer was nearly over and that school would start in two weeks. They were sad to say good-bye to their fellow campers, but happy to see their families waiting anxiously at the bus stop.


The bus doors opened. Hannah and Max said their good-byes to Tessa and stepped off the bus. Hannah minded the gap this time, while Max carried Hannah’s tennis racket. After all, she’d been the one using it.


Their parents were waiting for them and greeted them with giant hugs.


“My two stars! I missed you!” Dad said with a sweet smile, while Mom opened her arms for a hug.

THE END!
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