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The open car window has whipped my mousy 
blonde hair into a swirling mess around my head. 
But do I care? Heck no, we’re on vacation! I watch 
the trees whiz by in a dizzying blur of greens and 
golds and close my eyes against the sun that oc-
casionally dapples through the thick forest can-
opy. All my senses are heightened. I can actually 
smell the lake, long before I can actually see it. It 
smells like minnows, cattails and somehow...the 
wind! I can’t wait to stand in the shallows and 
dig my bare toes into the tiny ripples of sand all 
around the lake’s edge. I want to… 

“Are we there yet?” my sister, Lori, asks for the 
millionth time, interrupting my thoughts. Five- 
year-olds…they are so impatient! I, for instance, 
know we still have three and a half miles left until 
we reach our cabin. The Woods Cafe is exactly two 
miles from the turnoff to OUR road. Then it’s one 
and one half miles down the windy gravel road 
that leads to our summer place. Dad and Mom are 
both teachers. They get the whole summer off like 
I do, and we always spend our vacations in North-
ern Wisconsin at our cottage on Towanda Lake.
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“Almost,” Dad answers, and quite patiently, 
too. Even after telling Lori “almost” at least ten 
times in the last five miles. “There’s the Woods 
Cafe. See?”

“I swear that Wisconsin moves farther north 
every year,” Mom says with a groan. “It didn’t 
take us this long last year—I’m sure of it.”

“It’s still eight and a half hours, Marge,” Dad 
reminds her, patting her knee. “Last year it took 
us almost ten hours, remember? Lori kept get-
ting carsick and we had to stop and hang her out 
the window every twenty miles.”

“I think I feel sick again,” Lori moans.
“Cut it out, Lori,” I say with a heavy sigh. “You 

haven’t been sick this whole trip. Don’t be such a 
baby.” She’d do just about anything for attention. 
Getting sick on cue was her specialty.

“I’m GONNA be sick. I know it,” Lori says 
again.

“Then be sick on your own side,” I say, rolling 
my eyes and nudging her towards the window.

“Maybe we better pull over, Marty,” Mom says, 
turning in her seat to peer at my sister over her 
sunglasses. “I think she’s pale.”

“Mom, she’s not pale!” I protest. “We’re al-
most there! She can wait and be sick when we 
get there!”

“I’m gonna be sick NOW!” Lori hollers.  
Dad pulls over onto the shoulder. The car 

fishtails and sends a spray of gravel arching into 
the air before it jerks to a stop. He throws open 
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the car doors and hauls Lori out before she can 
be sick on the upholstery.

“I almost DID throw up, Mommy,” Lori says, 
after we finally get going again. 

“Liar,” I hiss at her. “You didn’t throw up! Not 
one little belch. Not a drop of vomit!”

“Please, Lizzie,” Mom says, holding her hand 
up. “Let’s talk about something more pleasant, 
shall we?” She gives me that look that means she 
isn’t up to handling one of Lori’s little fits.

Lori sticks her tongue out at me and gives me 
a smug little smile. With her mop of dark curly 
hair and big innocent blue eyes, she’d almost be 
cute if she wasn’t such a brat!

“I hope this isn’t going to be one of those cool 
wet summers,” Mom complains. “The mosqui-
toes are bad enough during the dry ones.”  

I do have to agree with her. We’ve been 
coming up north for ten years and the mosquitos 
are always very big and always hungry. The 
locals say that the mosquito ALMOST beat out 
the Robin as the state BIRD!  

“Remember the first summer we spent at 
the cabin, Marge?” Dad asks. “Lizzie was still in 
diapers then.” He throws back his head suddenly 
and laughs. “That was the year that Lizzie’s dia-
per exploded during the Kendall’s bar-b-que, re-
member?”

“Really, Dad?!” I say with a snort. “Not that 
old exploding diaper story again! I haven’t been 
in diapers for years and years.”
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“Your super-absorbent diaper soaked up a ton 
of lake water,” Dad says, pretending he doesn’t 
hear me. “All of a sudden, there were shreds of 
white tissue and little blobs of gel floating all 
around the Kendall’s dock.”

“That WAS pretty embarrassing,” Mom re-
plies with a small chuckle.

“What happened?” Lori asks.
“None of your beeswax,” I tell her, knowing 

EXACTLY what happened.
“We took the diaper off and let Lizzie run 

around naked for the rest of the afternoon,” Dad 
says.  

“Naked?” Lori covers her mouth and points at 
me.

“Dad!” I screech. I could well imagine Lori 
blabbing her big mouth about the whole story 
during “show and tell” in kindergarten.

“Oh, Lizzie,” Mom says. “You were a baby! No-
body even remembers it anymore.”

“Let’s see that it stays that way,” I say, giving 
Dad and Lori one of my meanest looks.
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“I wonder if the Hofmeisters and the Kend-
alls are here yet,” Dad muses, as we turn onto our 
road. The gravel of the driveway crunches be-
neath the tires in a very satisfying way. The Hof-
meisters and Kendalls are our summer neigh-
bors. There are five little buildings on our side 
of Towanda Lake, all log cabins, stained various 
shades of brown. Our cabin is the one on the far 
end with the narrow screen porch overlooking 
the lake. Besides us, the Kendalls and Hofmeis-
ters, there’s Raymond and Ruby Scott. They’re 
retired. And the cabin at the other end used to 
belong to the Connors, but it’s been vacant for a 
couple of years now.  

“Kin I go fishing with you and Natty this 
year?” Lori asks me. Natty Hofmeister is twelve 
like me and we’re best summer friends. Heidi 
Kendall is two years older than me and Natalie, 
so we three spend the whole summer together...
fishing, canoeing, and hiking. It’s great. 

I run my tongue over the metal wires and 
brackets in my mouth. Braces, ugh! Natalie and 
Heidi have never seen me in braces. I hope they 
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won’t laugh. And braces aren’t even the HALF of 
it. I have to wear headgear, too—a big wire that 
attaches to my teeth and goes around the back of 
my head with an elastic band to correct my over-
bite. I look like something out of an alien movie. 
Luckily, I wear it mostly at night. But everyone 
will see me in it because of all the sleepovers 
we have. It’s a regular summer camp life for two 
whole months!

“You can play with Billy Kendall,” I tell Lori. 
“Me, Nat and Heidi have too much important 
stuff to do.”

“Nat, Heidi and I,” my mother, the English 
teacher, corrects from the front seat.

“YOU are not part of the group,” I say back to 
her, knowing that my grammar will be the death of 
her. She rolls her eyes and wrinkles her nose at me. 

“But I want to catch a boo-gill with you and 
Natty,” Lori continues. When her voice starts to 
whine like that, you can bet Dad and Mom are 
going to say ANYTHING to stop the tantrum that 
usually follows.

“It’s BLUEgill,” I tell her. Five-year-olds don’t 
know anything about fish! “And Nat and I don’t 
fish for bluegills or perch anymore. They’re too 
small. We’re after Goliath, right Dad?”  

“You bet,” Dad agrees. Goliath is the biggest fish 
in Towanda Lake. While nobody has ever landed 
him, he’s been seen plenty of times. He is almost 
a legend. Goliath is a muskellunge, or musky, for 
short and he is really big! Once he had followed 
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behind my big yellow surface lure all the way to 
the boat. You can tell when a musky follows your 
bait, because the short fin on their back slices 
through the water in a v-shape! Anyhow, Goliath 
just slowly swam after my bait, so Dad and I got a 
real good look at him as he came up to the boat. His 
long thick body was covered with dark and light 
vertical green stripes with red-gold fins. He had a 
nasty look in his eyes, and his teeth...they were so 
sharp! Like a SHARK! Dad said he had to be close 
to five feet long and weigh forty or fifty pounds. 
One of the last big ones still left around. Goliath 
has two long white scars across the left side of his 
head. Dad says he’d probably gotten into a fight 
with another musky because they don’t like shar-
ing their territory. The musky is called the fish of 
ten thousand casts. The way I figure it, between us, 
Dad and I have probably made almost that many 
casts. The summer of 1975 could be the year we 
actually land Goliath.

“Look, Lizzie!” Lori says, pointing out the 
window. “There’s Natty!”

I look where she’s pointing. Yep, there’s 
Natty. She waves and runs along the path from 
their cottage to ours as we pull into the drive-
way. She bursts through the thick ferns into 
our yard, wailing like a loon in true Natty style. 
“OooLOOOOOOoo….OLLLOOOOOOOoooo!” She 
screeches. “OOLOO!”

“She’s got a funny hat on,” Lori says, squinting 
at Natalie through the window.
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As soon as Dad stops the car, I’m out the door 
in a shot. “Natty!” I call excitedly, as I race to-
wards her. We practically knock each other down 
as we fly into each other’s arms.

“Finally!” Natty says, all out of breath. “We’ve 
been here for a week already! I didn’t think you’d 
ever get here!”

“Your hair!” I say. I know my eyes are bugging 
out of my head.

“Oh,” Natty says, smoothing down her wispy 
bangs. “Mom and Aunt Esther gave me a home 
perm. The lady at the drug store said the formula 
must have been old or something. Is it that bad, 
Lizzie?”

“No, Nat,” I say hastily. “I love it.” 
Nope, I really didn’t!  
“It’s very curly.” Curly isn’t exactly the word. 

Wiry? Frizzy? Her once lovely smooth cap of 
dark hair is now a tangled bird’s nest perched on 
her head. “It’ll grow, Nat,” I say, patting her arm. 
“You are more to me than perfect hair!”

“You got braces!” Natty howls, peering closely 
at my teeth.  

“Headgear, too...for six lousy months,” I reply, 
wrinkling my nose. “It’s the absolute WORST!”

Natty shakes her head commiserating with 
me. “The good news is, they will eventually come 
off!” She adds brightly patting her snarl of hair. 
That’s Natalie Eugenia Hofmeister for you... 
ALWAYS looking at her glass of half-FULLness. I 
LOVE this girl!
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“The Kendalls are coming tomorrow,” Natty 
says, gratefully, changing the subject. She links 
her arm through mine. “Mom talked to them 
on the phone this morning. Oh, I almost forgot. 
Guess what? Somebody finally bought the old 
Connor place. There’s been hammering and saw-
ing going on all week over there.”

Cool! New neighbors. “Any kids our age?” I 
ask eagerly.

“Haven’t seen any,” Nat says with a shrug. 
“But, I’m NOT the neighborhood gossip, you 
know! The last thing I do is poke my nose into 
other people’s business.” We both explode into 
laughter. Sticking our noses into other people’s 
business is exactly what we do best. But it has 
gotten us into a whole mess of trouble through 
the years.

Like a few years back, for instance. Natty, 
Heidi and I were sleeping out in a tent in Nat’s 
back yard when we heard the Scotts having an 
awful row about something. Then there was this 
loud bang and everything got real quiet. 

 Later that night, we saw Mr. Scott carrying 
a heavy-duty garbage bag out to the edge of the 
woods behind their cabin. We had a perfect view 
because Nat’s cabin is next door. Anyhow, Mr. 
Scott dug a big hole and buried the bag; cover-
ing it with sticks and pine needles. He was real 
careful about that part. We thought it was pretty 
odd but we stayed quiet so he wouldn’t know we 
were watching him.  
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“Maybe he killed Mrs. Scott,” Natty had sug-
gested. “Just popped her off and now he’s bury-
ing the evidence.”

Heidi and I were a little bit harder to convince.
“Why would he go to all the trouble of burying 

something in the middle of the night and THEN 
cover it with pine needles, huh?” Nat had argued. 
Of course, we did have to admit that something 
strange was indeed going on. Argument...loud 
noise...long period of unnatural quiet...middle of 
the night creeping...bulging garbage bag...dead of 
night digging...check! EVERYTHING pointed to a 
classic crime of passion! A sordid tale of murder! 
A real life Ed Gein tale!

However, we should NEVER have agreed to 
dig Mrs. Scott up after Mr. Scott went back in the 
house.

Heidi and I had taken turns digging, while Nat 
watched the Scott’s house for suspicious move-
ment. It was hard work, but we finally dug down to 
the bulging green garbage bag. Neither Heidi nor I 
wanted to rip it open, so we whispered for Nat. We 
all had the nervous giggles, and I was sure Mr. Scott 
was going to come out and catch us any minute. We 
NEVER should have opened that bag.

“Shine the light here,” Nat had ordered as she 
stooped over the hole. She took a deep breath 
and tore open the sack. In retrospect, we weren’t 
REALLY prepared to see all the blood and guts 
that were inside it. And the smell! We almost 
puked. Poor Mrs. Scott—all chopped up into lit-
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tle pieces! 
Heidi screamed. It was very loud and lasted 

forever. And suddenly lights were popping on ev-
erywhere and people were running towards us.

“What’s going on?”
“Over here,” someone called. “Something’s 

happened at the Scotts!”
I’ll never forget it. There we were, standing 

around a bloody bag of body parts, with our par-
ents coming to the rescue. Mom and Dad, Nat’s 
parents and Heidi’s parents and finally...Mr. Scott 
and…Mrs. Scott?

“What’s going on, Ducks?” Mrs. Scott called to 
Mr. Scott from their deck. She clutched her fluffy 
pink robe to her throat and patted the spongy 
pink rollers in her damp hair. 

Mr. Scott came racing towards us, his brown 
bathrobe was flapping open, showing us glimps-
es of his blue undershorts. He even had little gar-
ters holding up his black socks over his skinny 
white legs. “What in the world is going on here?” 
he roared. When he reached us and looked down 
at the heap at our feet, he gave a snort. “What did 
you go and dig up those fish guts for? Took me 
half an hour to bury them!”

“Fish guts?” Nat and I exchanged sheepish 
looks.

“Ruby made me bury the remains, after I 
cleaned and boned those walleyes we got last 
night. She said the whole house reeked of dead 
fish and wouldn’t let the bag stay in the house. 
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Last time I put it out on the porch the raccoons 
and skunks tore into it—had fish guts all over the 
yard! Thought I’d bury the bag this time. So some-
body tell me WHO IN BLUE BLAZES DUG IT UP!”  

We were grounded for about a week after that.

“Lizzie!” I hear Mom call. “We could use your 
help unloading the car!”

“Come on,” Nat says, pulling me into a run be-
hind her. “I’ll help.”

“Well hello, Natalie,” Dad says pleasantly. He 
shoves a rolled up sleeping bag at each of us.

“Natty?” Lori whispers, reaching out to tug on her 
sleeve. “You got something wrong with your hair.”

“Quiet,” I hiss at her.
“It looks like you got a nest on your head,” Lori 

continues. I give her a tiny, I swear… (miniscule)...
elbow jab to her ribs. “Mommmm....” she wails, 
running towards the cabin.  

“Good grief, Lizzie,” Mom says, coming back 
outside. “Lori is seven years younger than you. 
You don’t need to pick on her...Oh, hello Natalie. I 
love your hair! Isn’t it something, Lizzie?”

“It’s something alright,” I agree.
“Maybe we could perm YOUR hair, Lizzie,” 

Mom says, scratching her chin. “It’s a nice shade 
of blonde, but it could use a little bounce. What 
do you think, dear?”

In your dreams, mother! Or should I say, In 
MY nightmares!



18

“What on earth?” Mom says, as we haul our 
stuff into the cabin. The living room and kitch-
en are littered with junk. Pinecones, acorns and 
leaves are scattered over the red and blue braid-
ed rug in front of the big stone fireplace. What’s 
left of Dad’s favorite green sweater is unraveled 
and full of big holes. There are yarn bits all over 
the furniture. The stuffed deer head, over the 
mantel, even has a little pile of shucked acorns 
stacked neatly between its ears.

“Looks like we’ve had winter visitors,” Dad 
says, scratching his head. “Oh, Marge! My green 
sweater! Do you think you can fix it?”

“It’s beyond fixing, Marty,” Mom says sympa-
thetically, patting his shoulder. But I know she’s 
secretly glad the sweater is ruined.  Dad used to 
wear it most of the summer, and Mom would al-
ways tell him she was sick to death of looking at 
him in that awful green rag. I think she left it here 
last fall on purpose. 

“Mommy,” Lori says, coming out of the kitch-
en. “There’s a big bushy rat on the counter.”

“A rat!” Mom shrieks. She immediately climbs 
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up on the worn blue sofa and tucks her legs be-
neath her. “For heaven’s sake, Marty! DO some-
thing!”

Dad shoots her a disgusted look. “Why do I 
have to DO something? I’m as fond of rats as you 
are.”

“YOU’RE the man,” Mom insists, pointing to-
wards the kitchen. “Get rid of it right now! Lori? 
Up on the couch with me.”

“Lizzie...Natalie,” Dad says. “You can help me 
chase it out the door.”

“Why do WE have to chase it, Dad?” I say. 
“Rats have enormous teeth, don’t they? What if it 
bites me? What if it bites Natty?”

“What if it bites ME?” Dad says wrinkling his 
nose. “Okay, okay. I’ll chase it. You just open the 
doors and get out of the way.”  

I prop open the front door and fall in line be-
hind Dad as we inch our way into the kitchen. 
Natalie nods bravely at me all the while clutch-
ing the back of my shirt and sort of nudging me 
forward.  

“I got your back,” she says with a nervous 
giggle.

“Very brave of you,” I answer with a giggle of 
my own. “Stop pushing me!”

There is coffee, rice and cereal scattered all 
over the black and white checkered floor. The 
box of Fruity O’s is laying on the counter with an 
enormous hole chewed through the corner. The 
rat is in the box. We can hear it crunching and 
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skittering around inside. I creep quietly across 
the room...Natty’s knees clacking soundlessly 
into the back of mine. I throw open the back door. 
With my part in getting rid of the rat completed, I 
fly around Dad dragging a squealing Natalie and 
together we leap onto the sofa with Mom.

“Cowards!” Dad whispers to me as we burn 
past.

We can’t see Dad from the couch, but we hear 
a muffled BANG and a THUD THUD. Dad swears 
and comes tearing out of the kitchen and through 
the living room. A chattering gray squirrel chases 
him right out the front door.

I jump off the couch and slam the door shut 
behind them. “It’s gone,” I say with relief. “It was 
only a squirrel—not a rat.”

“Your father,” Mom whispers to me. She cov-
ers her mouth and runs to look out the front 
window with me. “Marty?” She yells through the 
screen. “Marty? Where are you?”

“I’m down by the lake,” Dad calls after a mo-
ment.  

“The lake?” Mom says, looking at us. We 
bravely open the front door and go out onto the 
deck. As we lean over the railing and look down 
towards the water, we can see Dad. He is stand-
ing knee deep in the lake. The gray squirrel has 
obviously chased him there, because it is still sit-
ting on the shore, angrily scolding him. It chat-
ters for a few seconds before scampering up the 
nearest tree.
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“Dad?” I say, cracking into a huge smile. “Hav-
ing problems with your rat?”

“No,” Dad says sheepishly. “Just checking the 
water temperature. And I believe it’s still a little 
cold for swimming.”

Mom and I just roll our eyes and head back in 
to clean up after the squirrel.
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The sun streams in through the cabin window 
and the birds chirp too loudly to be ignored. But 
I don’t mind, I’ve always loved mornings. If the 
early bird catches the worm—the early worm 
catches the fish!

Looking over into the lower bunk, I can see 
Lori is still asleep. Her mouth is puckered around 
her thumb and she’s snuggling with a dingy look-
ing sock puppet named Mr. Stinky. When she’s 
sleeping, she looks like a little angel. Her hair, 
darker than mine, has soft ringlets that tangle 
very easily. In the mornings, her hair looks al-
most as bad as Natty’s. Almost.

I have to climb down very carefully or else 
I’ll wake her up and then she’ll be begging to go 
fishing with me. No way, no how! I want to catch 
Goliath by myself.

The porch door always squeaks when you 
open it, but everybody else is sleeping so soundly 
they can’t possibly hear it.

I love standing on the porch in the morning 
when the first sunbeams hit the lake below. It’s 
absolutely dazzling! (That’s my newest favorite 
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word). The crystal clear lake sparkles and shim-
mers beneath the warming glow of the sun. A 
perfect morning to fish. If I were Goliath, I’d be 
cruising around the lake right now, soaking it all 
up. Maybe looking for a lovely breakfast of perch 
or walleye. Finishing up with a wooden-jointed 
mudpuppy for desert. MY wooden-jointed mud-
puppy. Hopefully the hooks dangling beneath the 
lure won’t look too unappetizing.

Cast, whine, plunk. Cast, whine, plunk. The 
only sounds are the birds singing and the whine 
of my fishing line before the lure hits the water—
”plunk”. Far across the lake I can see a boat cut-
ting through the glassy surface of the lake. The 
soft buzzing of the motor adds another sound to 
the ever wakening morning.   

“OOooUULUUUoooooooo…” an eerie sound 
calls from the far side of the lake. “OOooUU-
LUUUooooo…” A mournful wavering call an-
swers back. My FAVORITE summer sound of all...
the call of loons! A small shiver ripples up my 
spine. Common Loons are enormous diving wa-
ter birds with sharp dagger-like bills and a black 
& white checkered pattern on their long rounded 
bodies...kind of like the cabin’s kitchen floor! The 
pair hoots back and forth as if calling “Where are 
you? Where are you?” We like to think of them 
as our “lake sentinels”...constantly patrolling our 
lake...ready to alert us to all things dangerous. It 
sounds so cool to have lake sentinels!

Natty and I have taken on the loons back-and-
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forth call as our own...only when WE wail, we 
give our own special twist…”Moo...eegLOO...eeg-
LOO...oooOO!” Heidi thinks it’s silly but laughs 
hysterically when we hop around, flapping our 
arms howling “Moo Igloo!” to each other...

...”How they biting?”
The voice startles me and I almost drop my 

pole off the dock. “Oh, Mr. Hofmeister!” I say, 
glancing at the neighboring dock. “You scared me 
half to death!”

“Sorry, Lizzie,” he says with a chuckle, setting 
an armload of fishing gear onto the dock. “Catch 
anything?” When I shake my head, he continues, 
“Weather’s been good for bass. Natalie, Nick and 
I caught our limit before noon yesterday.”

Nick is Nat’s older brother. He’s fifteen and 
such a creep. His greatest pleasure is seeing how 
many times he can dunk me and Heidi when we 
swim off the raft anchored in front of their dock. 
He doesn’t dare dunk Nat. She’d beat him to a 
bloody pulp! I’ve seen her do it.

“I’m not after bass, Mr. Hofmeister,” I say, 
straightening my back a little. “Once you’ve 
caught a musky...well, the other fish just seem 
so...small.”

“That’s right,” he says with a smile. “You DID 
catch a musky last summer, didn’t you?”

“It wasn’t the legal length,” I say quickly, 
thinking how mad I was that I had to throw it 
back because it was under 34 inches long. “But 
boy, did it ever fight! Imagine how much a BIG 



26

one would fight!”
“You thinking of hooking into Goliath?” he 

asks with a smile.
“Maybe,” I say with a shrug.
“Fish like that would pull you in! Pole and all!” 

he says, rubbing his hand over the short bristle-
like hairs of his flattop. “Drag you clean over to 
the boy’s camp on the other side of the lake!”

“Maybe,” I counter. “Maybe not.”
“Nat will probably be down shortly,” he says, 

climbing into a small rowboat with a trolling mo-
tor. “I thought I heard her moaning and groaning 
about the sun being much too bright. And how 
if she only had a father who cared enough about 
her beauty rest to put shutters on her window. 
You know how much Nat likes the morning. That 
girl’s a definite night owl.”

“Uh huh,” I say politely.
“Speak of the devil,” Nat’s dad says, glanc-

ing up the path towards their cabin. “It lives! It 
walks! It...”

“Have a nice day, Dad,” Natty grumbles. “Don’t 
fall in.”

It doesn’t sound like she means it. I wish we 
were old enough to drink coffee. Two cups, first 
thing in the morning, always perks my dad out 
of a morning grump. “Hey, Nat,” I say cheerfully. 
“Sleep well?”

“Fine,” she mumbles. I notice she tries to run 
her fingers through her mop of hair and they get 
stuck halfway through. “I haven’t gotten a comb 
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through this mess in three weeks,” she says with 
a sigh.

“Cheer up, Nat,” I say. “We’re on vacation! We 
don’t need to take baths or comb our hair until 
August if we don’t want to.”

“Easy for you to say,” Nat says with, what 
looks to be, a smile. “You don’t have a ball of bur-
dock for a hairdo.”

“Hear that, Natty?” I ask. “A car door. Is it the 
Kendalls, do you think?”

“Let’s go see!”
“Don’t you want to get dressed first, Nat?” I 

ask, eyeing up her purple striped pajama ensem-
ble.

“It’s only Heidi,” Nat assures me. “Besides, 
we’re on vacation!” She grabs my hand and I 
barely have time to set my pole down before she 
hauls me off the dock and up another path. This 
one goes to the Kendalls.

We can hear voices before we can see their 
cabin. It’s the Kendalls alright. We can hear Billy 
and Heidi arguing over who has to carry in the 
cat’s litter box.

“Heidi!” Natty calls as we fly up the path 
through the ferns and wild blueberry plants.

“It’s Natalie!” we hear her say.  
“Heidi, Heidi!” I call, wanting her to know that 

I’m coming too.
“It’s Natalie AND Lizzie,” she calls, running to 

join us.  
We stop dead in our tracks.  “Heidi?” I whis-



28

per, looking at Natty with wide eyes. “Is that 
you?”

“Of course, you goose!” she says with a laugh.
“You look different,” I say, trying to keep my 

eyes from staring at her tank top. “You’ve grown!”
Heidi looks down at her shirt. “Oh,” she says 

with a short laugh. “I guess I have grown since 
last summer.”

“Are you wearing a...a bra?” Natty stutters in 
disbelief.

 Heidi shrugs but holds her head a bit higher. 
“Doesn’t everybody?”

I look down at my tank top. Nat looks down 
at her pajama top. We look at each other. Com-
pletely flat, both of us. Not a ripple on the pond, 
as my Gran would say.

“Well,” Heidi says, covering, what I think looks 
like a very smug grin with her slender hand. 
“MOST everybody wears a bra.”

“My brother doesn’t,” Nat says, trying to crack 
us all up. 

 I’m not at all feeling like I want to laugh. 
Heidi has grown-up practically overnight! She 
not only fills out her tank top, but she’s had HER 
braces taken OFF her teeth. Her long blonde 
pigtails have been replaced by this thick wave of 
shining gold hair. She’s started parting it on the 
side so when she moves her head, her hair falls 
casually over a blue eye outlined with...mascara? 
It’s worse than we thought! Heidi is a complete 
knockout!  Nat, with her bad permanent and 
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me, with my headgear and metal smile. Oh, the 
unfairness is almost too much!

“Your hair, Nat,” Heidi says, cocking her head. 
Is she smiling?

“I know,” Natty says, self-consciously rubbing 
her curls. “The perm solution was bad—old or 
something.”

“You could have sued,” Heidi replies helpfully. 
She reaches up to touch poor Nat’s bird’s 
nest. “I once heard of this happening in West 
Virginia,” she says, clucking her tongue. “The 
girl’s hair was completely fried from a home 
perm. Eventually it all fell out.”

“Fell out!” Natty’s eyes grow very round and 
she clutches her hair with both hands.

“Oh, Nat,” Heidi soothes, “don’t worry. That 
was a home perm; salon perms never make your 
hair fall out.”

“Mom and Aunt Esther permed my hair,” Nat 
says. I’m sure I saw a glimmer of a tear. “It WAS a 
home perm.”

“Oh,” Heidi says. “Sorry.”

We leave the Kendalls to unpack while we 
console each other on my back porch.

“She looks dazzling,” I say miserably. “My eyes 
are too close together, I have too many freckles 
and my hair is way too straight.”

“YOUR hair!” Nat snorts. “Did you see the way 
Heidi looked at MY hair? Like it might raise up 
off my head and bite somebody.” We look at each 
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other and burst out laughing. It’s either that or 
cry, and we are way too depressed to cry.

“’Morning, girls,” Mom says, pushing open 
the screen door. It squeaks pleasantly then shuts 
with a bang. “Why the long faces? I think the Ken-
dall’s are here.”

“They are,” I say with a deep sigh. “Mom? 
Heidi looks so different.”

“She wears a bra,” Nat replies helpfully at 
Mom’s blank look.

“Oh,” Mom says. “Heidi must be an early 
bloomer. You know, a girl who fills out a little ear-
lier than others.”

“We noticed,” I say gloomily.
“Don’t worry, girls,” Mom says cheerfully, 

hugging us both tightly. “Some girls bloom a little 
later than others, that’s all. You’ll catch up. Be-
fore you know it, you’ll each bloom into a beauti-
ful flower.” She kisses both of us and goes back 
inside to help Dad fix breakfast.

“All this blooming business,” Natty says, shak-
ing her head. “Right now I don’t feel like a flower 
at all.”

“Me either,” I agree. “I feel like a homely lit-
tle weed.”  And you know what? Weeds never 
bloom—they just go to seed and shrivel up.
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“How do you want your burgers, girls?” Mr. 
Hofmeister asks us. It’s the first neighborhood 
bar-b-que of the summer. We usually have a pot-
luck at the Hofmeisters because they have a wide 
wooden patio that extends out over the lake.

“Rare, Dad,” Natty replies, stuffing her mouth 
full of chips.

“Well done, please,” I say, wrinkling my nose 
distastefully at Nat.

“She means charred, Dad,” Natty adds. “Lizzie 
likes her burgers black.”

“One burnt, one alive and kicking,” Mr. Hof-
meister says, adjusting the ridiculous chef’s hat 
on his head.

“Dad?” Natty says with a grin. “If it moos at 
me, I’m sending it back.”

“Why would a hamburger moo?” Lori asks.  
“Because hamburger is ground up cow 

meat,” I tell her, rolling my eyes at her ignorance.
“Is not,” Lori says. But I can see the doubt on 

her face.
“Is too,” I retort. “Ask Dad.”
“It’s really hot. How come you’re wearing a 
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sweatshirt?” Natty asks as soon as Lori leaves.
“How come you’re wearing one?” I ask back, 

pointing at the baggy gray one she has on over 
her swimming suit. We both shrug and look out 
to the raft where Heidi is sunning herself in her 
new itsy bitsy bikini. No way am I wearing my 
blue tank suit, with the golden anchor stitched 
on the front, around Heidi! Although I’m defi-
nitely taller, in a swimsuit, I look like my four-
year-old sister. I can tell that’s just what Natty’s 
thinking, too.

“Nick is sure being nice to Heidi,” Natty says, 
watching her brother out on the raft. He’s kicking 
his feet in the water and smiling shyly at some-
thing Heidi is telling him.

“I’ll say,” I agree. “He hasn’t dunked her once 
yet and he practically drowned me yesterday.

“YOU aren’t wearing a bikini,” Natty reminds 
me, with a snort.

“Listen, Nat,” I say grimly. “Are we going to 
spend the rest of our summer feeling sorry for 
ourselves? Are we going to hide underneath 
these hot scratchy sweatshirts the entire time? I 
say, we start having fun!” I’m sounding EXACTLY 
like my mother, and it has the desired effect with 
Natty.

“I say we throw these sweatshirts in the out-
house and go for a swim!” Natty howls with a grin. 
We both stand up and throw our sweatshirts off 
and tear off down the pine needle covered path 
towards the water.



34

“OOOOOOLuuuuuooo!” We cry together...
like the pair of loons that we ARE!  “Moo...EEG-
LOOOOOOOO!”

“I’m NOT eating cow meat, Daddy,” Lori is 
saying. “Lizzie said hamburgers are dead cows 
and I’m not eating any!”

I don’t want to hear the lecture from Dad, so I 
cannonball off the edge of the dock and swim for 
the raft.

The raft is a triple thick piece of plywood, 
covered with that green indoor-outdoor carpet-
ing that’s supposed to look like grass, but doesn’t. 
It’s bolted to four empty green barrels that keep 
it afloat. The whole thing is tethered with a chain 
that runs down to a big chunk of cement sitting 
on the mucky bottom. You have to climb up a 
short ladder to get on top. We should’ve known 
that Nick would have pulled the ladder up, leav-
ing Natty and I stuck in the water.

I’d never admit this to anyone, not even Nat-
ty or Heidi, but after seeing Goliath, I’ve hated 
to swim out to the raft. The water is very deep 
here. Goliath loves deep water—it’s where he 
hangs out. I can just about feel him swimming 
past my legs as I tread water. He’d probably sniff 
me—if fish can sniff—to see if I’m good to eat. 
And I have horrors of his massive jaws clamping 
down on my ankle. We once read in the paper 
that a swimmer, wearing red nail polish, had her 
foot mangled by a musky. Small dogs and ducks 
sometimes disappeared within a froth of vio-
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lently churning water. I shudder and don’t even 
dare to look into the water below me. HE might 
be looking back.

“Nicholas John Hofmeister!” Natty bellows. 
“Put that ladder back! If Lizzie or I get a cramp 
and drown, YOU’LL be in BIG trouble!”

“Oh, yeah?” Nick says, leering down at us. He 
reaches over the side and splashes us in the face.

“Heidi?” I beg. “Put the ladder in for us. My 
arms are getting tired!”

“What do you think, Nick?” Heidi coos. What 
a traitor! “If you don’t and they drown, I’M not 
jumping in to save them. I just put on a fresh coat 
of suntan lotion.”

Fresh suntan lotion! Natty and I exchange an-
gry glances.

“Nick,” Natty says in a low voice. “If you don’t 
put the ladder in right now, I’m going to tell Heidi 
all about freshman initiation last fall! And how 
you...”

“Okay, okay, Nat!” Nick says quickly. “You 
don’t need to burst a blood vessel.”  

Nat smiles at me and mouths, “I’ll tell you lat-
er,” as Nick quickly lowers the ladder for us.

Of course, the first thing Nat and I do is push 
Nick off the raft. I grab the ladder and hoist it up 
on top. Now HE has to tread water and hope Go-
liath doesn’t like boney-boy ala carte!

He gives a snort and heads back to shore. 
Good riddance, I say.

“I can’t save them, Nick. I just put on fresh 
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lotion,” Natty mimics, turning to glare at Heidi. 
“You’d let that creepy brother of mine drown us 
and not lift a finger to save us?”

“Chill out, Natalie,” Heidi says impatiently. 
“You’re both strong swimmers. If I thought you 
were in any danger, do you really think I wouldn’t 
save you?”

Nat and I look at each other and shrug.
“Come on,” Heidi says with a brilliant smile. 

“Let’s plan what we’re going to do this summer.” 
She pats the raft next to her. “Now, sit down! 
You’re blocking my sun and you’re dripping all 
over me!”
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I’m not at all sure I like the new and improved 
Heidi, but when she suggests we go canoeing the 
next day, Natty and I consent.

Our canoe is a big wooden 12-footer. It’s old 
and has sprung a few leaks over the years, but we 
all wear life vests so we’re pretty safe.  

I always sit in the back and steer. Nat sits in 
the middle and Heidi sits up front. We each have 
a wooden paddle, and since we’ve canoed for 
quite a few years, we can go pretty fast.

Our usual route is just around our bay and 
down to the boat landing and back. But today, 
Heidi has other plans.

“Let’s keep going,” she calls back to us as we 
round the bend to the boat landing. “Let’s try and 
go around the whole lake!”

Nat and I shrug. “Okay,” we say at the same 
time. The sun is hot and the sky is clear. The lake 
is almost a perfect circle, so it doesn’t actually 
look as big as it is. I’d find out later just how big 
it really is! 

The water is alive with people and boats. 
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Little catamarans with colorful sails fly by—the 
wind pushing them where it will. Everyone looks 
like they’re having a ball. Except of course, the 
fishermen, who are trying to bait hooks and keep 
their anchored boats from tipping in the enor-
mous waves the ski-boats are making.  

“That looks like fun!” I call to Nat and Heidi as 
a water skier zips past. He jumps over the boat’s 
wake, weaving back and forth behind the boat.  

“I wish we had a ski-boat,” Natty says wist-
fully. “I’ve always wanted to learn how to ski.”

“Me too,” I call back. I could just picture my-
self on one ski, jumping the waves. I’d be wear-
ing a bikini, of course. I’d look like Heidi from 
the neck down and everyone would clap and say 
what a magnificent skier I was. Isn’t Lizzie amaz-
ing? they’d say. Her first time on skis and she can 
already slalom on one ski!

“What?” I say. Heidi has said something.
“I SAID, we have to be quiet on this side of the 

lake. Let’s pull into those branches hanging over 
the shoreline,” she repeats, pointing ahead.  

I wonder what’s going on. Why on earth 
would we have to be quiet? 

“Good grief, Heidi,” I say, ducking under a tan-
gle of branches. “What on earth are we doing?”

She sets her paddle down and pulls the boat 
forward by grabbing the broken limbs hanging 
above us. “There,” she whispers. “Look.”

We look. Through the scrub, we can see clusters 
of red log buildings amongst the tall pine trees, a 
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wide beach and hordes and hordes of...boys! 
“Camp Timberlane,” Heidi says, turning to 

grin at us.
“The boy’s camp?” Nat asks, a little too loudly.
“SSHHH!” Heidi hisses. “Do you want to get 

caught?”
Excuse me, Sir. We found these three girls lurk-

ing in the bushes down by the lake. They were 
spying on us! Shall we hang them, Sir? Well, it 
wouldn’t be THAT bad, but I did NOT want to be 
caught anyway. 

“Let’s get outta here!” I say.
“In a minute,” Heidi says, waving at me to be 

quiet. “Wow,” she whispers. “Look at that guy. The 
one in the lime green swim trunks. What a babe!”

Nat and I lean forward to get a better peek. 
Yes, Heidi’s right. There’s a hunky looking guy 
with bleach-blonde hair doing cannonballs off 
the diving board. He’s a lot older than us. At least 
fifteen!

“Whoa,” Nat whispers. “Look over there, on 
the raft! One, two, three hotties! Check out the 
dude with the ponytail!”

“I feel stupid,” I say. “Let’s get outta here!”
“Okay, okay,” Heidi says. She sounds annoyed.
“Well,” I say huffily. “What are we? A bunch of 

Peeping Toms?!”
Heidi rolls her eyes at me and reaches for 

her canoe paddle. “Back up,” she orders. Natty 
thunks the canoe with her paddle. It’s very loud. 
“Quietly!” Heidi warns.
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“Uh oh,” I mumble. My heart starts to bang in 
my chest. Mr. Lime Green Trunks and the ponytail 
guy have glanced over towards us. I see them ex-
change a smile and they head our way! “They’ve 
seen us!” I say in a panic.

Heidi and Nat’s eyes widen and we try to un-
tangle ourselves from the brush pile. Finally Nat 
and I have to jump into the shallows and pull the 
canoe free. Heidi stays in the boat. She probably 
has fresh suntan lotion on.

“Hi,” the blonde boy says, wading over around 
the tangle.

“Hi,” Heidi answers. Nat and I just stand there 
in the water with our mouths open.

“You’d be in big trouble if the counselors 
caught you,” he tells us, flipping his long bangs 
out of his eyes. “Girls are always trying to sneak 
into camp.”

“We weren’t sneaking,” I say. Then my face 
gets red—I can FEEL the heat of it!  

“What ARE you doing?” Mr. Ponytail says with 
a smile.

“We just got too close to shore, that’s all,” I 
explain. I have to smile at how absurd I sound. 
I can instantly feel their eyes shift down to my 
mouth. Thankfully, I’d left my headgear at home, 
but I clamp my lips together when Green Shorts 
raises an eyebrow.

“Could you push us off?” Heidi asks, twirling 
a strand of her honey-colored hair.

“What? Oh, sure!” Mr. Green Shorts says, smil-
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ing at her. “Where’d you come from?”
“We’ve got cottages,” Heidi says, “over there, 

across the lake.” She points to the five little brown 
specks on the other side. “My name’s Heidi—
Heidi Kendall. This is Lizzie and Natalie.”

The boys grunt Nat’s and my way, but never 
take their eyes off Heidi. “I’m Taylor,” the boy in 
green says. “This is Jake.” He jerks his head at 
Ponytail. “You better get out of here. I think we’re 
starting to draw a crowd.”

It’s true. Little boys and bigger boys are look-
ing our way. And a tall skinny guy with a whistle 
around his neck is heading our way.

“See you around,” Heidi says softly. And then 
she winks at them! Natty and I climb awkwardly 
into the boat. After much twisting and turning, 
we are able to claw our way to a sitting position. 
Talk about graceful! The boys give us a push and 
we are around the bend before the whistle blow-
er can reach us.

“Have a good time, Honey?” Mom asks when I 
come into the cabin.

“Uh huh,” I mumble as I make my way up the 
ladder into the loft that Lori and I share. Thank-
fully Lori isn’t around. I grab my hand mirror and 
sit down on Lori’s bunk. I want to see what boys 
see when they look at me.

Without the headgear I’m not TOO hideous. 
My eyes are a nice shade of blue and my nose 
is okay. Maybe my hair isn’t the greatest—too 





4343

straight, just an ordinary dark blonde color—
kind of stringy. I smile. My eyes bug out and I pull 
the mirror closer to inspect the suspicious green 
moss tangled around my braces. Broccoli. I have 
a forest of broccoli growing between my brack-
ets. I had forgotten the cardinal rule of orthodon-
tia—always brush after you eat. No wonder the 
two camp boys had looked at me so oddly. I could 
have strangled Natty and Heidi for not saying 
anything!

“Lizzie?” Mom says softly, peeking over the 
top of the ladder. “You’re crying? What’s wrong?” 
She hurries into the loft. Her sympathy makes 
me feel even sorrier for myself. “Are your braces 
sticking you again? I’ll get you some wax.”

“Oh, Mom,” I sob. “It’s not the braces. I mean, it 
IS the braces, but they’re not poking me. They’re 
ugly! They’re hideous! And look! I have a forest 
growing between them. Today, we met some 
boys, and I smiled at them with food stuck in my 
teeth. They must have been totally grossed out.” 
I really start wailing then. Mom just strokes my 
hair and holds me until I’m through crying.

“You won’t believe me, Lizzie,” she whispers 
into my hair, “but you are a darling girl. You have a 
bubbly personality and wonderful bone structure.”

Yeah right, Mom. Some boy will see me at a 
dance and come up to me and say, “Excuse me, 
I couldn’t help but notice your bubbly personality 
and terrific bone structure from across the room. 
Would you like to dance?”
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“The braces aren’t forever, Liz,” she says, wip-
ing my cheek. “And you’re going to have a drop 
dead smile when they come off.”

“What do I do in the meantime?” I ask with a 
tiny sniff.

“Brush, floss and stay away from broccoli?” 
She jokes, making me smile. “Guess what? The 
new neighbors are moving in this weekend. The 
Brewster’s. We’re going to have a welcome to the 
neighborhood party Sunday night.”

Well, that’s something to look forward to any-
way.
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Sometimes it’s just too hard to sit around 
and wait for something to happen. Especially if 
it’s something you want real, real badly. Sitting 
around and waiting to bloom into a bathing beau-
ty like Heidi is complete torture for Natty and me. 
We decide to take matters into our own hands.

“How much Kleenex do they usually use?” I 
ask Natty—not at all sure who they are. Natty 
says there are girls...girls like us, who put a little 
bit of stuffing into their bras until they can fill it 
out on their own. One day they just don’t need 
the Kleenex anymore and nobody knows that 
their curves are brand new, because they’ve been 
busty for ages and ages!

“I suppose we don’t want to overdo it, 
Lizzie,” Natty says, pulling out four, five, and six! 
Tissues. “We want to look natural, after all.”

Natural? Last night we were flat and today!—
Can you believe it? It’s simply amazing, Mom. 
Last night Nat and I bloomed! Amazing.  

Nat turns her back to me for a few seconds 
and when she turns back—Voila! Instant Heidi.
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“I think your left one needs a few more tis-
sues, Nat,” I say, squinting one eye. “Push it up a 
little more...There! Perfect. Now me.”

We stand side by side and look into the dress-
er mirror. The golden anchor on my suit bulges 
out nicely in the middle. We turn sideways and 
gasp with wonder.  

“NOW we are women,” Natty says with a 
wicked grin. “Let’s go down to the dock and soak 
up some rays.”

I wrap a huge towel over my shoulders, but 
not Natty! She parades through our living room 
like a Miss America contestant. Dad and Mom are 
playing Backgammon and they actually do a dou-
ble-take as she strolls past. I just shrug at their 
stares and hurry after Nat.

We are a little disappointed to see that no-
body is around to see our new bodies. Oh, well. 
WE can admire ourselves.

Nat and I stretch out on our towels and slath-
er up with lotion. After all, if we’re going to LOOK 
like Heidi, we may as well act like her.

“The dock’s no good,” Natty says sud-
denly. “We’ve got to be out on the raft to be 
a TRUE sun goddess. Remember how fabu-
lous Heidi looked out there? Come on! I’ll race 
you…..OoOOOOOLUUUU OOLUUUU!” we cry.

I hesitate only a second before I jackknife into 
the water after Natty. We’re almost to the raft 
when we begin to realize that swimming with 
our new “curves” is not such a hot idea after all.
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I climb onto the raft and look back at Natty. 
She is treading water with one hand and strain-
ing the water through her other fingers.

“What is it, Nat?” I ask. My heart lurches, be-
cause she is looking so intently into the water. 
Goliath?

“Uh, Lizzie? Guess what?” She gives me a look 
of horror, and holds up a handful of white glop.

“What! What?” I practically scream at her.
“Our implants...they’re floating away.” Look-

ing up at me, she snorts and then starts to laugh. 
“Look at your anchor,” she says. I do. One of my 
new curves has slid down to my waist. It looks 
like a tumor. The other is a sodden mass.  

Natty climbs up next to me and we burst into 
hysterics whilst removing our newfound woman-
hood and crowing our signature “MOOoooLUoo!”  
It’s all very funny until I notice a boy standing on 
the shore. He’s watching us very intently.

“Natty! CAN IT!” I hiss at her. “Somebody’s 
watching us!” 

“Who is it?” she whispers, narrowing her eyes 
at him.

“I don’t know,” I say with a shrug. He’s kind of 
a scrawny boy. Maybe nine or ten. He has brown 
wavy hair and glasses. I’ve never seen him before.

“Oh, who cares?” Natty says after a moment. 
“He doesn’t know us. He’s probably just some 
berry-picker!”

“Yeah,” I agree with a laugh, but when I look 
over to my family’s dock, I have to gasp. Mom and 
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Dad! They must have followed us. They probably 
saw and heard the whole thing. My heart sinks 
with despair. I just know that this will become 
part two in the exploding diaper saga. Remem-
ber? That was the summer when Lizzie and Nat-
ty’s bras exploded! I almost hope Goliath devours 
me on the way back to shore.
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 “Mom says there’s a boy our age,” Heidi whis-
pers to me and Natty, while we wait for the Brew-
sters to show up.  

I smile to myself. I’ve brushed and flossed 
and buffed and puffed my teeth until my gums 
are sore. My teeth look dazzling. I’m ready.  

“Halloo,” a woman’s voice calls as the Brews-
ters rustle up the path.  

“Over here!” Dad calls in his friendliest voice. 
“Just in time,” he adds as they push through the 
ferns. “Just throwing the steaks on the grill!”

“Excellent, excellent,” Mr. Brewster says. He 
mops his balding head with a handkerchief and 
tucks it back into his pocket. “That’s one steep 
path you got there,” he adds, shaking Dad’s hand.

“Everyone? This is Earl and Marlene Brews-
ter,” Dad says. “And their son?”

“Newton,” Mrs. Brewster says, providing his 
name. She turns to look behind her. “Oh. He was 
right behind us. Newt! Newton Brewster? We’re 
waiting, dear!” Her voice cracks a little.

“Newton?” Heidi whispers with a giggle. 
“What kind of name is Newton?”
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“It’s not a name,” Natty whispers back. “It’s a 
cookie! Fig Newton? Get it?”

We all double over in fits of laughter, but 
quickly recover when the moms give us dirty 
looks.  

Newton finally manages to stumble up the 
path. He’s gasping and making a kind of hissing 
sound in his throat.

“Oh, dear,” Mrs. Brewster says, giving every-
body a sheepish smile. “Newton has asthma.” To 
Newton she asks, “Did you bring your inhaler 
along, Darling?” 

Newton nods and digs into his pants pocket. 
He removes a little plastic container and puts it 
in his mouth. He takes three puffs of medicine. 
He pushes a lank strand of dark hair from his red 
face and sits down. We all sit quietly and watch 
him breathe. Finally he nods, pushes his glasses 
up his nose and gives us a wave. For some strange 
reason we all clap.

“Newton’s a genius,” Mrs. Brewster tells us 
later. “His IQ is off the charts! He’s the captain of 
the chess team. He is very active in the Odyssey 
of the Mind program at school and blah blah blah. 
Blah blah blah. Natty, Heidi and I sort of tune her 
out after fifteen minutes of hearing what a trea-
sure Newton is.

“Steaks are ready!” Dad thankfully interrupts.
Lori chooses this time to tug on Mrs. Brew-

ster’s skirt. “Yes, Honey,” Mrs. Brewster says, 
picking Lori up and plopping her on her dimpled 
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knees. “What a darling child!”
“Steaks come from dead cows,” Lori tells her. 

“And I’m not eating any.” 
Mrs. Brewster doesn’t say anything, but she 

gives Lori the oddest look and gently pushes her 
off her lap.

I happen to glance up at Dad to find him glow-
ering at me. I almost wish I hadn’t shared that bit 
of information with Lori.

“Cookie boy looks familiar,” Natty whispers 
to me.  

“I’ve never seen him,” Heidi says with disap-
pointment. She was probably hoping for some-
one similar to the television star of the Partridge 
Family, David Cassidy, and Newton isn’t exactly 
what she had in mind. He wears thick glasses and 
his hair is wavy, but it’s plastered down across 
the top of his head.  

Nat suddenly chokes and her eyes widen. 
“Look at him, Lizzie,” she whispers, trying not to 
let Heidi hear. “The berry-picker? Yesterday? He 
saw our little accident?”

I finally get the message. Newton is the boy 
who witnessed our unfortunate tissue incident. I 
could just die. Instead, Natty and I vow to stay as 
far away from “Fig” Newton as we can.
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“Why not?” Heidi asks impatiently.
“Because we almost got caught last time, 

that’s why not,” I remind her.
“What’s so great about spying on boys, Heidi?” 

Natty asks with a snort.
“Not just boys, Natalie,” Heidi says, brushing 

the hair from her eyes. “Taylor! What a hunk.”
“Taylor? Oh yeah,” Natty says. “Mr. Green Shorts.”
I wonder how the boys from Camp Timberlane 

would remember us. That awesome girl with the 
knockout bod and her two geeky friends. That’s 
exactly how they remembered us. I know it.

“YOU go spy on them, Heidi,” I say, shaking my 
head. “The Brewster’s have a ski-boat! Mr. Brew-
ster told Dad if any of us wanted to learn to ski, 
he’d be happy to teach us.”

“Really?” Heidi and Natty both look very ex-
cited by this new information.

“Uh huh,” I continue. “They’re getting every-
thing ready to go out this afternoon.”

“Wouldn’t it be cool if I learned to ski,” Heidi says 
almost dreamily. “I’d ski right past the boy’s camp 
and wave to Taylor. That would be so awesome.”
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“Let’s go hang around down by the lake,” Natty 
suggests. “We’ll just happen to be around when 
they take the boat out. It will only be polite of 
them to ask us!” Nat has such a devious mind. 
That’s one reason I’m crazy about her! We are so 
excited about the prospect of skiing that our fear 
of running into Newton is wiped out.

“Hello, girls,” Mr. Brewster calls with a wave. 
“We’re going to do some skiing this afternoon. 
Anyone want to go along?”

Nat turns and gives us an ear splitting I told 
you so smile. “Really, Mr. Brewster? That would 
be great!”

We all scramble off the dock and wade over 
to where a big red boat bobs gently in the water. 
It’s got a big inboard motor with a tow bar that 
curves over the back to haul skiers.  

“Great boat,” Heidi says, running her hand 
over the shiny fiberglass.

“Thank-you,” Mr. Brewster says. “Marlene 
and I haven’t skied in years, but we’ve held on 
to the boat and equipment in case Newton ever 
decides to learn. Any of you girls ski?”

“Uh uh,” we all shake our heads.
“How about you, son?” Mr. Brewster asks, 

nodding behind us.
“Not yet,” Nick answers, coming down the 

path to join us. He has this huge grin on his face. 
“I’ve always wanted to try it, though.”

“Fine, fine,” Mr. Brewster says rubbing his 
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hands together. “If it’s okay with your parents, I’ll 
take you out for a spin.”

Finally! My dream is going to come true. Of 
course I don’t have the bikini, but I’m sure it will 
be a cinch and I will be dazzling! 

Yep, you guessed it...I’m wrong.
By the time we are set to start, the whole 

neighborhood has congregated on the Brews-
ter’s dock. Dad, Mom, Lori, the Hofmeisters, the 
Kendalls and the Scotts. We soon have a regular 
party going on! Only Newton is missing. Natty 
and I are greatly relieved.

“Newton says that the cattails make him 
wheeze,” Mrs. Brewster explains, as she comes 
huffing and puffing down to the pier. Her platinum 
blonde hair is swept back beneath a paisley scarf 
that’s tied snugly beneath her chin. She looks like 
she might have squeezed her size eighteen body 
into a pair of size ten Bermuda shorts. Her bright 
orange lipstick is the exact color of her outfit. 
“He’s going to work on his project for next year’s 
science fair,” she says with a wide grin. “Newton 
is such a treasure!”

Homework? In the summer? Now I have 
proof that the “Fig” kid is whacko. Nobody does 
homework four months in advance. If Newton is 
indeed a “treasure”, it would be best to leave him 
buried in the sand for all eternity.

It seems that Nick and, as much as I hate to 
admit it, Heidi, are the only ones to get the hang 
of skiing. As soon as he called, “Hit it!” Mr. Brew-
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ster and the boat lunged forward, and Nick was 
up on his skis. His legs might have been too far 
apart, and his rear end stuck out about a foot, but 
he was up. He skied around the bay TWICE be-
fore he finally wiped out beyond the raft.  

I’m convinced that if Nick can do it, I can do 
it. Dad wades out into waist deep water with me. 
I slide the wide, awkward skis onto my feet and 
Dad tightens the screws. He has to hold me in a 
sitting position because the skis keep threaten-
ing to turn me upside down in the water.  

“Hold the rope between your legs, Lizzie!” Nick 
hollers to me from his vantage point on the raft. 
One time on skis and Nick is already the expert.  

“I know! I know!” I yell back impatiently. Mr. 
Brewster has already told me three times what to do.

“When you’re ready, call ‘Hit it,’” Mr. Brewster 
says, slowly inching the boat away until the tow 
rope is taut.

“Hit it!” I scream, although I’m not really 
ready. The motor roars and we take off around 
the bay. Okay, I don’t take off, the boat does. At 
the last moment, I chicken out and drop the rope.

“Bwak bwak!” Nick yells gleefully from the 
raft. He hops from foot to foot and flaps his 
“wings” while clucking like a chicken.

“IT SLIPPED!” I scream at him.  
“Yeah, right!” He taunts.
“Try it again, Lizzie,” Dad whispers in my ear. 

“You can do it.”
Well, I’m sure not going to let old chicken 
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boy laugh at ME! Mr. Brewster wheels the boat 
around again and Mrs. Brewster throws me the 
rope from the back off the boat. She’s the spot-
ter—if anyone falls, she tells Mr. Brewster so he 
can circle around and pick them back up.

“HIT IT!” I holler, when I think I’m as ready as 
I’m going to get. The boat roars off, the rope gets 
tight and WHAM! It feels like a freight train has 
just ripped my arms off. I come up sputtering, af-
ter swallowing a gallon or so of lake water. The 
skis float off in opposite directions and it takes 
me a while to round them both up.  

“Once more?” Mr. Brewster asks, circling 
back again. “This time, pull yourself up with your 
arms, Lizzie. You almost had it!”

Almost had it? I don’t think so, Mr. Brewster! 
Nick didn’t ski with his head under water.

“Hit it!” I yell, as I steel myself for the jerk. The 
boat takes off and I’m up! I must go about twelve 
yards. My body is bent almost in half, with my 
face practically licking the tips of my skis. Then, 
my legs begin to drift apart. Farther and farther 
they inch, until I’m almost doing the splits!

Mrs. Brewster must have noticed my panic, 
because she motioned for Mr. Brewster—who 
killed the engine. I slowly sank into the waves.

Wrapped up in a fluffy towel, I climb into the 
boat with the Brewsters to help “spot.” Heidi 
wants to be next. Since I’d had such a hard time, 
Mr. Brewster suggests that Heidi try a dock start. 
So she sits on the end of the dock with her skis 
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in the water. No fair! Heidi is already practically 
up. Her skis float gently on top of the water. I’m 
so glad she has to wear an enormous life jacket. 
Only a tiny bit of her electric yellow bikini shows.

“If I get up, I want to go AROUND the 
lake,” she’d told Mr. Brewster. He’d argued that it 
was too far and her arms would get really tired, 
but she had insisted. 

“I’m ready!” she calls, waving her arm at us. 
“Hit it,” I tell Mr. Brewster. And we’re off. Heidi 

flails her arms and one leg around before she fi-
nally finds her balance. I’m praying she’s going to 
wipe out, but she doesn’t. Not at first. She is do-
ing pretty well for the first time, and she makes 
it around half of the lake before she starts having 
the same problems I had.

Her body slowly starts jerking up and down. 
She bends a little at the waist, then she jerks 
back up. Bend, jerk, bend, jerk. Mrs. Brewster 
and I start to laugh. Her hair is whipping wildly 
around her head, occasionally wrapping around 
her face and I’m sure she can’t see at all. I start 
getting hysterical as the boat sweeps past Camp 
Timberlane. There are Mr. Green Shorts and 
Ponytail, watching as Heidi jerks past like an out 
of control puppet. She must be getting flustered, 
because pretty soon her legs are drifting apart. 
Her eyes widen and she tries to motion for us to 
slow down. I pretend not to understand and since 
Mrs. Brewster isn’t looking back, who knew? 
Splash! She flips out of her skis and disappears 
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into the wake of the boat.
Mr. Brewster hauls her out of the water by 

her life jacket. She chokes and sputters and flops 
into the boat. We all pretend not to notice that 
the boys from camp are clapping and cheering. If 
I were Heidi, I’d wished I’d drowned.

  Natty was next, but after six water starts and 
six dock starts, we could tell Mr. Brewster was get-
ting impatient with her, so she finally gave it up. 

And then, if only Nick hadn’t been such a 
fat head, such a show-off, he might have stayed 
healthy for the rest of the summer. However he 
was...so he didn’t.

 His plan was to ski around the big bay once, 
then he would shoot off sideways across the 
wake. When he got close enough to shore he was 
supposed to let go of the rope and he’d slowly 
sink into the water—maybe waist deep. You 
know, like the professionals do. Anyhow, Nick 
was coming in towards shore and headed for the 
dock. He whipped across the wake, but he let go 
of the rope too late. He should’ve purposely fall-
en, but he didn’t. Mrs. Hofmeister screamed and 
we all watched as Nick whizzed past the dock, up 
the bank and into the woods.

Nick’s accident is tragic. My entire summer is 
ruined. My life is in shambles. All my hopes and 
dreams for the summer are gone. And it’s all HIS 
fault.
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I do admit I was a little relieved to hear that 
Nick was okay. He’d broken his leg, bruised his 
ribs and cracked his collarbone, and he had a 
lump on his head that had knocked him out for a 
few minutes. He was pretty messed up, but after 
all, it was all his own fault! Show-off! Then why 
were Nat and I the ones who had to suffer?

I’ll never forget the way Natty looked at me 
after coming back from the hospital. She said 
three little words—”We’re going home.” And that 
was all.

“Home?” I’d asked. “What do you mean?”
“Back to Chicago,” Natty said sadly. “Mom and 

Dad think Nick will recuperate better at home. 
They want him to see OUR doctor.”

“Oh,” I whisper. My throat tightens and I can 
see Natty is ready to cry, too. But in the end there 
is nothing to do but wave goodbye as they pack 
up and drive away. The whole summer to go and 
I’m left with my sister, who is too young; Heidi, 
who is suddenly too old; and Newton, the boy I 
have nothing in common with. Bummer, or what?
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With Nat gone, I decide that I may as well 
spend the rest of the summer going after Goliath. 
Natty only likes to fish if they’re biting, so we 
hadn’t done too much fishing so far.

Lori is busy playing pioneer girl with Heidi’s 
little brother, Billy. And Heidi is suddenly pining 
away for Nick. She’s been in her room since he 
left, reading those romance novels she’s become 
obsessed with.  

I put a big surface plug on my line and cast 
it out from the end of the dock. It makes a great 
whirring sound as it buzzes back across the wa-
ter towards me. “Come on, Goliath,” I whisper at 
the water. “Take a bite of my little yellow bird. 
Just a tiny taste.”

“Whatcha doing? Fishing?”
I spin around. There stands Newton. He 

pushes his glasses up and wipes his nose on 
his sleeve. “What do you mean what am I do-
ing?” I snap. I admit I haven’t been the perkiest 
person since Natty left. “Of course, I’m fishing! 
I’ve got a fishing pole, haven’t I?” I turn back to 
my casting.
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Newton doesn’t answer me, but sits down on 
an old stump near my dock.

“Don’t you have anything better to do?” I ask 
irritably, after turning around and finding him 
still there.

“Uh uh,” Newton says, with a shrug.
“Why don’t you go on your own dock and 

fish,” I tell him, hoping he’ll take the hint. He 
does. I watch him out of the corner of my eye. He 
rummages around in his Dad’s boat for gear and 
piles it all neatly at the end of his dock. Then he 
just STANDS there gawking at it.

“Don’t you know how to rig a pole?” I finally 
call to him. He looks so pathetic, just standing 
there.

“Not really,” Newton says scuffing his shoe on 
the decking. “Could you help me?”

“Why don’t you ask your Dad?” I say crossly.  
“He’s napping,” he says softly. “He doesn’t like 

to be disturbed until after three o’clock.”
I roll my eyes at him, but since he’ll probably 

just stand there and watch me if I don’t help him, 
I set my pole down and stomp over.

His dad only has a tiny tackle box with abso-
lutely NO decent baits, NONE whatsoever in it. 
“What are you going to fish for?” I ask.

“Fish,” he answers.  
I look up at him to see if he’s joking, but I can 

tell he’s serious. “What KIND of fish? Pan fish? 
Bass?  Pike?  Muskies? What?”

“Oh, anything, I guess,” he shrugs.
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It is probably petty of me, but I don’t want 
him fishing for muskies. With my luck, he’ll prob-
ably hook into Goliath. And Goliath is MY fish. So 
I rig him up with a bobber and a hook so he can 
catch pan fish.

“You’ll have to dig up some worms,” I tell him. 
But he just stands there and wrinkles his nose. 
“Don’t tell me you’re afraid of worms,” I say.

“Of course not, worms don’t have any 
teeth,” he says. “But I’d feel pretty bad sticking 
a hook through some poor worm. Maybe I could 
use bread for bait.”

I roll my eyes at this absurd thought, but what 
do I care if he catches any fish! “Sure,” I tell him. 
“A hunk of bread isn’t going to care if you stick it 
with a hook.” I hand him his pole and head back 
to do my own fishing.

I don’t even get a dozen casts in when I’m dis-
turbed again. This time it’s Lori.

“Lizzie?” She says in her whiniest voice. “I 
wanna catch a fish. Let me use the fishing pole.”

“No way!” I storm. “I thought you were play-
ing with Billy.”

“He’s a dumb old boy,” she says. “I told him to 
go home.”

“Go bug Mom and Dad,” I tell her.
“Mom said I should see what you were do-

ing,” Lori said stomping her foot on the dock.
“Quit stomping,” I say. “You’re going to scare 

the fish away.” Of course she only stomps more, 
jumping up and down until the whole dock is 
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shaking. “Okay, okay,” I say angrily. “Go up to the 
house and get a clothespin from the clothesline 
and bring it down here.”  

Thankfully she stops stomping and hurries 
up to the house. I get her a pole from the deck 
shed and by the time she’s back with the clothes-
pin, it’s ready.

I take the wooden clip from her and tie it onto 
her fishing line.

“Lizzie?” she asks suspiciously. “How can I 
catch a fish without a hook?”

“Easy,” I tell her. “When the fish comes up to 
see the clothespin, you give it a tug and the clip 
will snap onto its fin and you can reel him in.” 
I clip the pin onto her shirt to show her how it 
works.

“Oh,” she says, taking the pole from me. She 
walks to the end of the dock and sits. In MY spot.

“Lori,” I tell her, trying to keep my voice 
friendly. “If you want to catch a really big fish, 
you have to go over to the Hofmeister’s dock. It’s 
longer than ours.”

“Thanks, Lizzie,” she says, getting up and rac-
ing towards the edge of the water.

“Sure thing, kid,” I say. HA! Like she’s actually 
going to catch anything with a clothespin! I’m 
just not interested in getting a hook in my head 
from her wild casting. Now I can finally get back 
to my own fishing.  

Five minutes. That’s exactly how long Lori 
fishes. It had taken me that long to rig her pole, 



67

and now she’s whining that the mosquitoes won’t 
leave her alone.

“So go up to the cabin,” I tell her. 
“If my clothespin snaps onto a fish,” Lori hol-

lers to me, “will you call me?”
“No problem,” I say. Good. One annoyance 

down, one to go.
Two hours later, Newton is still busy watch-

ing his bobber. It hasn’t so much as quivered the 
whole time. I guess the fish aren’t hungry for sog-
gy bread today.
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“We got a surprise for you, Lizzie,” Dad says, 
coming up behind me and shutting my book.

“What is it?” I ask, with a dramatic sigh.
“Mom and I found an old sailboat at the flea 

market,” he says with a grin. “Thought you and I 
could fix it up. Kind of a family project.”

“Really?” I say, tossing my book on the table. 
This is the first bit of interesting news I’ve had 
since Natty left. “Where is it?”

“Earl and Newton are towing it over from the 
landing with their boat,” he answers. “Let’s go 
watch for them.”

I’m out the door and racing down the path 
before Dad can even holler for Lori and Mom. I 
can hear the drone of a motor coming towards 
our dock. I shade my eyes and look out towards 
the sound. Yep, there’s the Brewster’s big red 
ski-boat! It looks like it’s pulling a flat surfboard, 
not a sailboat.

“Dad?” I ask, as he and Lori come up behind 
me. “Where’s the sailboat?”

“Behind the Brewster’s boat, silly,” he says, 
rubbing his knuckles over my head.
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“THAT little board is a sailboat?” I say. I am 
very disappointed.

“Don’t sound so thrilled, Lizzie,” Dad says, 
with a tolerant smile. “The sail and the riggings 
are in the trunk of the car. That’s just the boat 
part of it out there. It’ll look just like a sailboat 
when we get it put together.”

I’m doubtful, but I smile and nod. After all, a 
little sailboat is better than no sailboat.

But, once again, Dad is right. After the sail is 
rigged up, it really IS a great little boat. We decide 
to paint the deck of the boat blue and the underside 
a bright red to match the red and blue striped sail. 

It’s only big enough for two people to sail on. 
There is just a shallow depression in the center 
of the fiberglass body, otherwise it is very simi-
lar to a very thick surfboard. You have to sit with 
your knees pulled up to your chest or kneel al-
together to fit on it. There’s a simple rudder be-
neath it to steer with and the sail swings around 
in a full circle so it can catch the wind.  

Once the sail billows out, you have to hang onto 
a rope to hold it in place. Your arms get tired fighting 
against the wind, but oh, what a rush! On a windy 
day, our little boat flies! We call it The Osprey, after 
the hawk-like birds that soar around our lake.

“Hey, Heidi,” I call. She’s busy sunning herself 
on their dock. I’ve decided that between Lori, 
Newton and Heidi, I’d still rather hang with Hei-
di. “Dad says I can take The Osprey out for a sail. 
Wanna come with?”
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“I don’t know,” she says with a shrug. “If it flips 
over, we’ll get all wet, and I just washed my hair.”

Heidi the drama queen. “Come on,” I urge. “It’s 
more fun when two go. We aren’t going to tip, the 
wind isn’t that strong today.” I can see she still isn’t 
real eager to go. I have to really pile it on thick. 
“Maybe we could sail AROUND the lake.” I raise 
my eyebrow while she thinks about it. Camp Tim-
berline is across the lake, Heidi. I’m hoping she can 
read my thoughts. Taylor is across the lake, Heidi.  

“Okay,” she says, jumping to her feet. “I’ll go 
tell Mom.”

“Bring down a life vest,” I say. “For safety!” 
Safety hogwash! I just want our bodies to look 
similar in case we DO see any boys. The bulky life 
jackets cover EVERYTHING.

The winds are light, and we skim easily across 
the lake. There are a few clouds scudding over-
head and the forecast is for rain, so we don’t plan 
to be out long.

Heidi ducks under the sail to get a better look 
at the approaching shoreline. There aren’t too 
many boys on the beach. Maybe they’re all at an 
indoor craft class, making bird cages out of pop-
sicle sticks or something.

“I don’t see anybody,” Heidi says. Disappoint-
ment floods her voice.  

“You mean you don’t see Taylor,” I say. “There 
ARE a few anybodies on the beach.”

“Wait, wait!” she gushes. “There he is! Over 
by those canoes. I’d recognize those green shorts 
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anywhere.” Her eyes are bright with excitement. 
“Come on, Lizzie,” she says. “Let’s pull over next 
to our brush pile.”

Only hidden there once, and now it’s OUR 
brush pile. “Heidi?” I say. “Maybe it’s not such a 
good idea after all.”

Her dazzling smile droops into a sudden 
frown. “YOU said we should sail over here,” she 
reminds me. “It wasn’t MY idea, Lizzie. But now, 
just when I have a chance to see Taylor, you have 
to blow it for me.”

“Okay, okay,” I say, holding my hands up. “But 
just for a second. You can say hi and then we’ll 
go. Okay?”

“Sure, Lizzie,” Heidi says with a warm smile. 
“You’re the best.”

I mumble under my breath, but I help steer us 
into the brush pile. Taylor is there within seconds.

“Hi, Heidi,” he says with a big grin. “I was won-
dering when you were going to come over for a 
visit.” He finally tears his eyes away from Heidi 
when he realizes she’s not alone. “Oh, hi,” he says, 
with a tiny smile. “Bridget, right?”

“Wrong,” I say. “It’s Lizzie.”
“Yeah, right,” he says. “Where’s your other 

friend? The one with the hair.”
“Chicago,” I answer. Although I don’t really 

need to because he isn’t listening to me anymore.
“Just a sec, Taylor,” Heidi says. She crawls over 

to me and whispers, “Would it be okay if Taylor 
and I were alone for a few minutes, Lizzie? Would 
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you mind?”
“Would I mind?” I mimic. “Just where am I 

supposed to go, Heidi?” I say, not even trying to 
keep the irritation out of my voice.

“Just wade down the shore a little ways,” she 
says pointing behind me. “Just walk over to that 
boulder and back. Then I’ll be ready to go. Please 
Lizzie, please?”

Her voice is so sweet—like honey-coated 
sugar. I don’t want to wade down to the boulder, 
but I do. Sometimes I’m such a wimp. I should re-
ally tell HER to take a hike, but I don’t. I get off the 
sailboat and wade away.

I’m almost to the boulder, when I turn around. 
Heidi and Taylor are leaning close together, 
laughing and whispering. I want to cry. Instead 
I hurry and touch the big rock so I can get back 
to the boat. I want nothing more than to get back 
across the lake.

It all happens so fast that I don’t have time 
to do anything. There’s a shout and Taylor and 
Heidi both jump. I can see the whistle guy hur-
rying towards them. Taylor gives the boat a push 
and Heidi heads out into deeper water.

“Heidi!” I holler. I frantically wave my arms at her.
“How do I come over that way, Lizzie?” she 

calls to me in a panic. “I don’t know how to steer 
this thing!”

She seems to be doing just fine—but the boat 
is going AWAY from me, not towards me.

“Turn the rudder!” I yell.





74

“What?” she calls back. “I can’t hear you!”
My mouth hangs open as I watch her become 

smaller and smaller. Heidi has left me in enemy ter-
ritory. I will have to kill her when and IF I get back.  

There’s nothing more to do. The counselor 
with the whistle is coming towards me. I start to 
run down the shore. I will have to walk all the 
way around the lake. Yes Heidi, I will definitely 
kill you. I will mutilate you first and THEN I will 
kill you.



75

As it turns out, I am much too sore and tired 
to kill Heidi by the time I get back to the cabin. 
My hair is tangled up with bits of dry sticks and 
leaves. There is a ton of burdock stuck to my 
clothes and I have about a billion mosquito bites. 
Not only that, my legs and arms are covered with 
scratches and my legs are so tired I can hardly 
drag myself up our path.

“Lizzie!” A familiar voice calls to me from 
above. It’s Heidi. She’s sitting on our deck—wait-
ing for me? She has a lot of nerve. “Oh, Lizzie. I’m 
so so sorry,” she gushes. “I couldn’t get the boat 
turned around! The wind just blew me back to 
this side. There wasn’t anything I could do. I was 
just about to come looking for you.”

“Really,” I say in a very cold voice.
“Uh huh,” she says. “You look a mess, Lizzie. 

Maybe you should come over to my place and 
clean up a little.” I wonder why she keeps glancing 
back at my cabin. “I, uh, didn’t tell your folks what 
happened,” she whispers. “I didn’t want them to 
freak out. You know, get all worried and stuff.”

Ha! You didn’t want to get in trouble, you 
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mean! “Go away, Heidi,” I say dully. “I’ve spent 
the last few hours fighting through brush piles 
and blackberry thorns! I had to wade through a 
horrible swamp and pull two leeches off my leg! 
And I’m barefoot, Heidi! Ever try to take a nature 
hike with no shoes on! Just go away and leave me 
alone!”

“Fine, Lizzie!” she says, stomping her foot. 
“I’ve been sitting here worrying about you for 
over two hours! Thanks a lot!” 

As she storms off, I sit down to pick the bur-
dock off my shorts.  

Natty? I really miss you. 
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“Marty? Something’s been in the garbage 
again,” Mom says, looking out the back door.

“Probably raccoons, Marge,” Dad answers 
between sips of steaming coffee. “I’ll finish my 
paper, and then I’ll go into Minocqua and get a 
lock from the hardware store.”

“Lizzie, did you remember that tonight we’re 
going out to dinner with the Kendalls and the 
Brewsters?” Mom asks me.

“Can’t I stay here, Mom?” I ask. “You know I 
hate going out to eat in those fancy restaurants.” 
Besides, Heidi and Newton will be there. My two 
UNfavorite people at the moment.”

“I don’t think so, honey,” she says. “You’d be 
out here all by yourself.”

“Mom, I’m twelve! Natty stays home by her-
self all the time!” I protest.

“Marty? What do you think?” she asks Dad.
“I think she’ll be fine, Marge,” Dad says wink-

ing at me. “We’ll be home before ten o’clock. 
It doesn’t get dark until nine or so. She’s old 
enough.”

“I guess it would be okay,” Mom says, but 
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she has that tone of voice that means she might 
change her mind any minute.

“Thanks, Mom,” I say quickly. “I’m going down 
to fish for a while. Bye!” I rush out the door be-
fore she can change her mind.  

Newton is sitting on the end of their dock, 
like usual. Ever since I suggested he try fishing, 
that’s all he does. But he hasn’t gotten one lousy 
fish so far. I’m feeling pretty friendly. After all, I 
get to stay home by myself...ALL alone. I decide 
to give Newton a break.

“Catch anything?” I ask, coming up behind 
him.

“Uh uh,” he says with a heavy sigh. “I can see 
them circling around my bait, but they won’t 
even try a bite.”

“What are you using?” I ask. “Bread, again?” 
Of course bread! That’s the same thing he uses 
every day.

“Yes,” he answers. “But today it’s pumper-
nickel.”

“Must be picky fish,” I say, rolling my eyes. 
“Why don’t you just TRY a worm? I’ll even put it 
on for you.”

“Okay, but I’m not going to watch,” Newton 
says, reeling in his chunk of slimy bread. “Maybe 
you could kill the worm first,” he suggests. 

“Like how? Bash his little head in with a 
rock,” I say with a snort. “Newton, worms don’t 
have feelings.”

“How do YOU know?” he asks. “Just imagine 
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how it would feel to have a huge hook shoved 
into YOUR back. Not only that, but then you’d 
be thrown into deep water and swarms of fish 
would tear you apart, little by little while you 
watched. THAT would be really awful.”

“I suppose minnows are out of the question, 
too?” I ask. 

“How about bread?” he asks sheepishly.
“Bread does NOT catch fish!” I tell him. “Do 

you want to catch fish or not?”
“I guess so,” he says with a shrug. 
We settle for a dead night crawler that we 

find on the path. After all, it IS dead. It isn’t go-
ing to suffer on the hook. I tear it into smaller 
chunks. Newton doesn’t watch—just the thought 
is enough to make him queasy enough that he 
needs to use his inhaler.

After only about two minutes, Newton’s bob-
ber dips down. “Give it a little jerk,” I tell him. 
“You gotta set the hook.”

Newton jerks alright. But way too hard. He 
pulls the worm right out of the fish’s mouth. I can 
only watch as the hook comes flying out of the 
water. I instinctively duck, but not far enough. 
There’s the tiniest prick in the back of my neck. 
I practically scream when Newton jerks on the 
rod. He’s trying to find out where the hook went. 
I know exactly where it is. The hook is firmly em-
bedded in the back of my neck. Now I know how 
the worm feels.



80

“We shouldn’t leave her here alone, Mar-
ty,” Mom says. “Especially after what happened 
today.”

“I’m fine, Mother,” I tell her for the umpteenth 
time. “It doesn’t even hurt anymore.” I rub my 
finger over the little bandage on the back of my 
neck. The hook wasn’t even the bad part. I had 
to walk into the emergency room with my chin 
tucked into my chest. I’m sure that looked weird 
enough. I could feel the clammy chunk of worm, 
left on the hook, against my neck. It made my skin 
crawl. Then, to top it off, I had to sit for twenty 
minutes in the waiting area until they could fit 
me in. I guess if you’re gushing blood, you get 
waited on first. Lori brought a little kid over to 
where I was sitting with my head down.

“This is my sister,” she told him. “There’s a 
fish hook in her neck.”

“How come you put a fish hook in your neck?” 
the kid bent down and asked me.

“I thought it might be fun,” I said sarcastically.
“Is it?” he asked.
“Mom?” I whined.  



81

“Go play with the blocks, Lori,” Mom told her. 
“You okay, Lizzie?” She brushed the hair tempo-
rarily out of my face.

“I’m swell,” I told her.
“This is my sister. She’s got a fish hook stuck 

in her neck.” Lori came back with a different kid, 
three times. I felt like a freak in a circus.

“Please, Dad,” I plead after we got back home. 
“You’ll only be gone for a few hours. I’ll be fine.”

“We’ll see what Mom says when she gets back 
from the Brewsters,” Dad says, peering at my 
neck.

“Come on, Dad,” I argue. “You wear bigger 
Band-Aids after you shave!”

He opens his mouth to comment, but is inter-
rupted when Mom comes breezing in the back 
door.”

“It’s all taken care of,” Mom says, giving Dad 
and me a smile.

“What’s taken care of?” I ask suspiciously.
“Well, I went over to tell Earl and Marlene 

that we weren’t going to go out to dinner after all. 
Because of your injury, Lizzie.” I start to protest, 
but she holds up her hand to stop me. “Anyhow, it 
seems that Newton doesn’t want to go out to eat 
either so Marlene suggested that he come over 
to keep you company while we go out. Isn’t that 
wonderful?”

“What? Newton is coming HERE? Mom,” I say 
with a grimace. “I don’t NEED company.”
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“I know, honey,” she says sweetly. “But I’m 
just not comfortable leaving you here alone, now 
that you’re injured.”

“What could possibly happen?” I protest. 
Poor Lizzie. She died with complications from her 
fish hook injury. If only Newton had been there to 
call 911! “I don’t believe this! You’re treating me 
like a baby!”

“Be nice, Lizzie,” Dad warns. “Here come the 
Brewsters.”
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Newton and I spend the first hour just star-
ing at the floor, the ceiling, and the mounted deer 
head over the fireplace, everywhere! Just as long 
as we don’t have to look at each other.

Finally I break the silence. “If you want any-
thing to eat, there’s chips and dip in the kitchen,” I 
say.

“How’s your gash?” Newton asks.
“It’s not a gash, Newton,” I tell him. “It’s a tiny 

tiny pin prick. And it’s fine.”
“I read a horrible story in the paper this morn-

ing,” he says. His voice kind of trembles, like he’s 
very uncomfortable talking to me. He starts to talk 
really fast. “This ax murderer escaped from pris-
on last week in Michigan. The police still haven’t 
caught him. He hacked three people up into tiny 
pieces and put them in the trunk of his car. He 
abandoned the car over by Green Bay. These two 
hikers said there were birds dive-bombing this 
car they found near their campground. When they 
got closer, they could smell this awful smell and 
they could see maggots crawling around on the 
trunk. That’s what the birds were after. Anyways, 
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they opened up the trunk by smashing the latch 
with a rock.” He shivered. “I’ll bet that was gross.”

“I’m sure it was,” I say, shaking my head at him. 
I remember how awful it was that time we dug up 
Mrs. Scott! “Thanks for sharing that with me,” I say.

“That’s okay,” he says, like I’m actually THANK-
ING him for telling me such a disgusting story.

“I sure hope he doesn’t come around 
here,” Newton says.

“Who?” I ask.
“The ax murderer,” he says. “He could be any-

where by now.”
I was just about to tell him that he definitely had 

mental problems, when there was a rattle on the 
back porch. I freeze with my mouth open instead.

“What was that?” Newton asks me.
“Probably the wind,” I tell him. “It’s been windy 

all day.”
There’s another rattle followed by a scraping 

sound. “That the wind too?” Newton whispers. 
“Maybe it’s that ax murderer. Green Bay is only a 
couple hours away. He could’ve rented...”

“Zip it, Newton! Enough with the ax mur-
derer!” I hiss. My heart is banging in my chest. I 
wish it wasn’t dark already. I don’t want to look 
out the door because I’m afraid of what I’ll see. I 
really wish that Newton hadn’t shared his news 
flash with me. Deep in my heart I KNOW there’s 
not a murderer on my porch, but that little flicker 
of doubt really bothers me.

Crash, bang, scrape. The noises continue.
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“Turn on the yard light, Lizzie,” Newton whis-
pers to me. He’s clutching the hem of my shirt so 
tightly, I can feel his hands trembling.

“Let go, Newton,” I say, brushing his hands 
away. “There isn’t a yard light. I’ll get a flashlight 
from the kitchen.”

“I’ll come with you,” he says bravely.
I want to tell him not to bother, but I can’t. I let 

him follow me closely into the dark kitchen. “Let’s 
leave the light off,” I tell him. “Then whoever or 
whatever is out there can’t see in.”

Newton nods, and I can just barely see him 
swallow nervously. I dig around in the junk draw-
er until I feel the flashlight. I switch the light on 
and we creep over to the back door. There isn’t a 
window in the door, so we’ll have to open it and 
shine the light through the screen door.

“We should have a weapon,” Newton whispers 
hoarsely. He’s starting to wheeze. “Got a gun? A 
knife? A lead pipe?” he asks.

“You watch way too much television,” I tell him. 
The only thing I can find in the dark is the rolling 
pin. It will have to do.

The banging and clanging are just on the other 
side of the door. When I press my ear to the wood, 
I can hear awful snuffling, huffing noises, too. A 
brief vision of a homicidal maniac flashes through 
my head. He would be big and hairy and drool 
would run out of his mouth while he waited next 
to the house with his axe. Waiting for two ignorant 
kids to open the door. Just like a movie where the 
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hero hears something and goes to investigate. We, 
the viewers, know that there’s a monster waiting 
in the basement. Don’t go down there! How stupid 
can you be? Just get out of the house and get the 
police! They never listen, do they? Neither do we.

I take a deep breath and throw the door open. 
I flash my light out through the screen door while 
raising the rolling pin with my other hand. The 
light picks up two bright shiny eyes looking back 
at us. I scream—Newton faints. It is just like I 
thought—big, hairy and drooling. But it’s not an 
axe murderer...it’s a bear. And he’s after the gar-
bage locked up tightly in our new can.

The black bear raises up on his hind legs and 
lifts his nose, probably trying to smell what I am. 
I don’t take time to ask him. I slam the door shut 
and throw the bolt, locking him outside.

“Newton?” I say, after I stumble over his body, 
lying on the floor. “Newt! Wake up!” I shine the 
light in his face and shake him. His head lolls from 
side to side like a rag doll. “Newton, wake up!”

His eyes flutter and kind of roll around in his 
head. He groans and tries to sit up. I help him 
stumble over to the couch. “Are you okay?” I ask 
him. He doesn’t look very well. I fish around in his 
pocket for his inhaler and help him take two puffs.

“Lizzie?” he whispers between wheezes. 
“What are you doing here?”

“Doing here?” I say in alarm. “I live here, New-
ton. You’re at my cabin. You fainted. Remember?”

“Oh,” he says. Then he remembers WHY he 
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fainted, because his eyes get real big and he cov-
ers his mouth with his hand.

“It’s okay, Newton,” I say quickly. “It’s just a 
bear trying to get the garbage.”

“It can’t get in, can it?” He asks.
“I don’t think so,” I say, although I don’t really 

know.
“What if it goes after our parents when they 

get home?” Newton asks, his eyes are big again. 
“They won’t know there’s a bear until they’re on 
the porch! Then it might be too late. Bears can be 
very aggressive, you know. I saw this one movie 
where these campers were stalked by a black bear. 
It was horrible, they...”

“Enough of your stories, Newton!” I say grimly. 
“Don’t you know any happy stories for crying out 
loud?”

“SMOKEY’S a good bear,” Newton says, after 
thinking for a minute.

“There! See?” I tell him. “Let’s pretend that it’s 
Smokey out there, okay?” I want him to keep his 
mind off the situation so I can think.

“No good,” he says shaking his head. “Smokey 
doesn’t dig around in trash cans. He probably eats 
at Perkins and McDonalds.”

“Maybe he smells smoke in our garbage can,” I 
say. “He’s just checking it out.”

“Okay,” Newton says. “That’s good. But Lizzie?”
“What?”  
“I sure hope Smokey doesn’t maul our par-

ents when they get home.”
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As it turns out, the bear is long gone by the 
time our parents get home. So nobody makes the 
six o’clock news because of a wild bear attack. 
Still, Dad and Mom think it’s a serious enough 
situation to warrant a call to the DNR. 

The next day, two local park rangers come 
rattling up the driveway towing a huge bear trap. 
It looks more like a steel culvert—those tubu-
lar drainage pipes that run under roads, than a 
trap. It is set up in the woods behind our cabin 
and baited with a hunk of raw bacon and honey-
oatmeal cookies. We are supposed to call them 
when and if we catch the bear. 

The first thing we catch is not a bear.
“Stay away from that trap, Lori,” Dad had told 

her a bazillion times. 
But Lori is like a magnet to the big metal 

cage. “I’m just looking to see if we caught a bear 
yet,” she protests every time she and Billy are 
caught hanging around it.

Mom is pretty nervous about us being out-
side with a bear around, so she has Lori close to 
her most of the time. She only steps in the house 



90 90

for one minute before CLANG! The trap is sprung.  
Mom hollers to Dad and I, who are fishing on 

the dock. “Marty! I think we caught the bear! I 
heard the trap door shut,” she calls. “Is Lori down 
there by you?”

Of course she ISN’T. She and Billy are peeking 
out through the wire mesh window in the door 
of the sprung trap. “Mom,” she calls. “Let us out!”

You can bet Mom and Dad are pretty steamed 
at her. She never ever listens! That’s why she and 
Billy are caught in the trap the next day, too.  

“Honestly, Lori,” Mom scolds, sitting her in 
the corner for a long timeout. “I don’t know what 
to do with you! Billy’s younger than you, but YOU 
know better. Stay away from that trap!”

Does she listen? Nope. Dad has to let her and 
Billy out the next day, too.  

“I thought I dropped my bracelet in there 
from last time!” Lori hollers from the timeout 
corner. Now she is in REALLY deep trouble. She 
and Billy can’t play together for a whole week, 
and she can’t leave the house unless she is with 
Mom or Dad. This is great!   

I suppose it isn’t REALLY Lori’s fault that Mom 
lets the bear out of the cage the next morning. We 
hear the familiar CLANG! right after breakfast.  

“Lori?” Mom asks, quickly scanning the kitch-
en and living room. No Lori in sight. Dad is in 
town getting the paper, so Mom throws down her 
dishrag and storms out of the house. “This is re-
ally it, Lori!” she hollers to the closed trap. “Now 
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you’ve made me really really angry! Just wait un-
til your father gets home!”

I am enjoying myself immensely. I just stand 
next to the cabin and gloat. The little princess is 
in for some serious hard time.

I watch Mom grab the thick chain and give it a 
hard jerk. The door slides upward but before she can 
reach in and haul Lori out, she is MOWED OVER...  
by a very frantic black bear!

Of course, Mom screams...who wouldn’t? But 
it seems the bear wants nothing more than to 
get away from the shrieking madwoman and the 
confines of the trap. It just bowls her over and 
lumbers off into the woods.

“Mom?” I scream, running over. “Are you okay? 
He didn’t maul you or anything, did he?” I pray 
that Newton’s horror stories aren’t coming true.  

Newton, Newton could you please tell our view-
ers what happened? Of course, Newton would say, I 
warned Lizzie about being mauled by black bears, 
but she just wouldn’t listen. I’ll bet she’s sorry now.

Mom can only nod her head. Mr. Brewster and 
Mr. Scott come crashing through the woods. “The 
bear! We heard a scream and saw the bear running 
off!” Mr. Scott hollers in a panic, coming around the 
cabin. “Marge! Lizzie! Are you alright?”

“It didn’t maul you did it?” Mr. Brewster asks, 
squinting down at us. “Black bears will do that, 
you know. They can sure be ornery, if you get 
them cornered.”

I now know where Newton gets his crazy ideas.
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I FINALLY get a letter from Natty. It says:
Dear Lizzie,
I miss you and the cottage and the lake and the 

fishing and the canoeing and hiking, but mostly I 
miss you. Nick is doing fine. He thinks he’s so cool 
because he has crutches. He’s an even bigger pain 
than he used to be. Write back and tell me all the  
news and don’t leave out ONE thing! Sorry this is 
so short, but my life is so boring there’s nothing 
to write about. Wish you were here.  NO, Scratch 
that! I wish I was THERE.  

Love, Natty   
R.S.V.P.A.S.A.P. (respond very promptly...as soon 

as possible)
S.W.A.L.C.A.K.W.S. (sealed with a lick ‘cause a 

kiss wouldn’t stick)
P.S. Please tell me something humiliating has 

happened to “You Know Who!”

I sure have a lot to tell her. MY letter is four 
pages long, and I don’t even use all those secret 
code letters to take up lots of space like Nat does. 
Fishing is lousy! I say. Then I tell her about the 
bear and the fish hook incident. I go into great 
detail about Heidi deserting me over at the boy’s 
camp. She’ll be really steamed when she reads 
that! I tell her that Newton is still extremely 
weird and has this twisted mind about axe mur-
derers. But mostly I tell her that the summer is 
empty without her. Oh well, only a few weeks of 
vacation left. I can hardly wait for school to start.
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The lake is empty—I’m sure of it. Goliath 
hasn’t shown his great ugly face at all this 
summer. Nobody’s seen him. Dad and I go out 
in the boat every night after supper and cast 
until our arms ache. Twelve bluegills, twenty-
six perch, three crappies, seven walleyes, one 
tiny northern pike and...ZERO muskies...zero. 
We must be way past ten thousand casts by 
now.

Dad doesn’t even want to try for walleye to-
night, so he and Mom take Lori to see a movie. 
I’m not too thrilled about seeing a dopey chim-
panzee movie, so I stay home. And Heidi and 
her family have already closed up the cottage 
for the summer and gone back to South Da-
kota. She didn’t even stop to say goodbye—not 
that I care! Even Newton isn’t around to bug 
me. I have the whole lake to myself.

Oh, great. I’m stuck on that stupid log again. 
I should use surface baits when I’m fishing 
from shore, because there’s this lure-eating 
log lying on the bottom directly in front of me. 
Dad’s new $7.95 rubber frog bait is going to be 
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embedded in the log forever. I will have to get 
him a new one for his birthday.

“Hi, Lizzie. Are you fishing again?”
“Why do you have to sneak up on me, New-

ton,” I say. “You practically scare me half to death! 
And another thing,” I add. “Why do you always 
ask me if I’m fishing when it’s so obvious I am, 
that a blind man could see it?”

Newton shrugs. “You got a fish?”
“No, I don’t have a fish,” I say testily. “I’m 

caught up on that darn log ag...in...” My voice 
trails off. My rod tip is jerking up and down. It 
doesn’t do that when you’re hooked on a log. I 
start to reel the line in a tiny bit just to see. The 
line is so taut that my pole is almost bent in half. I 
have to back-reel a little so it doesn’t snap in half.  

“Newton,” I whisper. “I think I’ve got some-
thing really big on.”

“A big log?” he asks, coming to stand next to me.
“Fish,” I answer. My heart is hammering. It 

can only be a musky. Nothing else feels like this. 
Bass like to leap out of the water, and walleyes 
swim for the bottom. This fish just lays there like 
a log. “Goliath,” I whisper.

WWWWHHHIIIIZZZZZZZZ, my reel is sud-
denly going crazy! My fish has decided to go for a 
swim. The handle of my reel is spinning around 
while he takes my lure and runs. The line is quick-
ly being stripped off. It feels like the first time I 
went skiing—like a train is pulling my arms off. I 
think I’m going to panic!
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“Do something, Lizzie!” Newton screams at 
me, shaking me out of my stupor.

“Okay, okay!” I say, making a desperate grab 
for the reel. I gotta remember not to let the line 
go limp! A musky has a very hard mouth, and if I 
give him any slack, he’ll bite through the line or 
just shake the hooks out of his mouth. “Grab onto 
me, Newton!” I shriek as I stagger forward a little 
bit. The fish is going to pull me in and haul me 
across the lake like Mr. Hofmeister said it would!

Newton grabs me around the waist and pulls 
with me. We jerk back and both fall hard on our 
rear ends, but I don’t lose my grip and neither 
does Newton. After his arms get tired, he wraps 
his legs around my waist and crosses his ankles. 
I brace my feet on the piece of radial tire that’s 
bolted to the edge of the dock to keep boats from 
scraping on the wood. And there we sit.

Twilight is beginning to darken the skies a 
little. Now I am sorry that there’s nobody else 
around...except Newton. “Newton,” I order. “Get 
a flashlight! There’s one in the shed...And get the 
big net! Hurry!”

“Won’t you get pulled in if I let go of you?” he 
asks.

“He’s getting tired,” I say. But so am I. “I think 
I can hold him now. But hurry up just in case!”

Newton untangles his legs and scrambles 
to his feet. I have a death grip on my pole, but 
I know if he’s really serious about getting off, I 
can’t stop the fish. He’s way stronger than I am. I 
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almost throw the whole pole into the water. I’m 
scared of what I’ve got at the other end. If it IS 
Goliath, and I’m sure it is, he’s bigger than I am. 
“Newton! Hurry UP!”

“Should I go get Dad?” Newton asks me about 
twenty minutes later. “They’re over playing cards 
at the Scotts.”

“No,” I tell him. The Scotts’ cabin is the far-
thest one on the end. “If I get him close to the 
dock, you’ll have to net him.”

If it wasn’t so dark, I’m sure I would see his 
eyes grow a whole lot bigger.

“Me, Lizzie?” he whispers.
“Yes,” I say. “It’s just you and me, Newton.”
“Are your arms getting tired, Lizzie?” he asks.
“Uh huh,” I say. “But Dad will be home pretty 

soon and he can help me.”
“Want me to hold the pole for a while?” He 

asks softly. “I won’t let go of it. I promise I won’t. 
Cross my heart!”

I hesitate just for a second. My arms ARE 
cramping up, and I need to shake some feeling 
back into them. “Okay,” I say. “But you gotta keep 
the line tight. If he runs, let him go. If the line 
stops, keep reeling until he wants to run again. 
Got it?”

Newton nods, and I hand over the pole. 
“How’m I doing?” he asks after about three 

minutes.
“Fine,” I say. “Just hold on a few minutes longer 
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and I’ll take the pole back.”
“Lizzie,” Newton says softly. “This fish is so 

strong. It’s scary! I don’t want to see him, but I 
can’t stand not to. But if I DO see him, I know I’ll 
drop the pole.”

I quickly take the pole from him and hand 
him the flashlight. He just MIGHT accidentally 
drop it. Newton shines the light back and forth 
into the water. It’s so dark you can hardly see 
anything. Then we both see it at the same time. 
The flashlight is reflecting off an enormous fish 
eye. It gleams red and angry as the musky glares 
back at us.

“Lizzie,” Newton whispers.
“I see him, Newton,” I whisper back. My 

hands start trembling again. It IS Goliath. Two 
thin white scars gleam like bleached bone down 
the side of his head.

“Now what do we do?”  
“I have no idea, Newton,” I reply. “No idea 

whatsoever.”
From up above, a car door slams. Then an-

other. “Dad!” I scream. “Dad! Down here on the 
dock!”

“Lizzie?” Dad calls back. “What’s wrong?”
“You’re not going to believe it!” I holler. “New-

ton and I caught Goliath!”
By this time, Dad is padding down the 

path, his steps muffled by the soft cushion of 
pine needles. “Sure you did, Lizzie,” he chuckles, 
coming onto the dock. Newton shines the 
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flashlight in his face. “Stuck on our old lure-eating 
log are you? Hope it’s not one of my good baits.”

“Take a look,” Newton says, handing Dad the 
flashlight. “Shine it over there.” He does. Goliath 
is just floating there, watching us. His enormous-
ly thick tail is gently sweeping back and forth and 
his red gills puff in and out.

“Holy...cow,” Dad says with disbelief. “It IS Go-
liath! How did you ever get him up to the dock?

“We’ve been fighting him for hours and 
hours,” I say, although it’s probably been closer 
to thirty minutes! “A long time, Dad.”

“Marge!” Dad yells. “Get the camera!”
“Marty? What is it?”
“Get the camera! Hurry, Marge!”
“There’s no film in the camera, Marty,” Mom 

replies. “What’s going on down there?”
“Did Lizzie catch a boo-gill, Daddy?” Lori calls 

down.
“Lizzie caught a HUGE boo-gill, honey!” Dad 

slaps me on the back and just about knocks me 
off the dock. Goliath turns his head and takes off 
into deeper water.

“Here we go again,” I say, letting out a little line.
“I got film in my camera, Lizzie,” Newton says 

suddenly. “I’ll go get it.”
“Hurry, Newt!” Dad says, handing him the 

flashlight. The batteries are dimming. “Marge! 
Bring down the lantern! We got ourselves a 
WHALE!”

Newton brings his camera AND his parents 
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AND the Scotts. We’re all clustered around the 
end of the pier. My arms are shaking, they’re so 
tired, but I’ve dreamed of this moment forever. I 
will worry about my arms later.

“There he is, Liz,” Dad says in a hushed voice. 
He holds the lantern out over the water. This 
brings gasps from everybody who hasn’t seen 
him yet.

“Reel him in, Lizzie! Quick now,” Mr. Brewster 
tells me.

“No no,” Mr. Scott says. “Never try and horse 
a musky in! Strong and steady, that’s the way to 
do it.”

“You’re doing fine,” Dad says, rubbing my 
sore shoulders. “Slowly now, try and bring him 
around and up a little closer.” He’s got the net all 
ready. “He’s really tuckered out, Lizzie,” he says. 
“Look at the size of him! He’s about, what, Ray? 
Forty—fifty pounds?”

“At least,” Mr. Scott says. “Maybe forty-eight, 
fifty inches. That is a fine fish, Lizzie. A real tro-
phy.”

When I ease Goliath over to the dock, New-
ton leans over my shoulder and snaps a picture. 
The flash almost blinds me! He quickly snaps two 
more. “Got him,” he says happily.

Dad lowers the net behind Goliath and slowly 
brings it up over his tail. Goliath finally decides 
that enough is enough. He thrashes, rolling over 
and over, around the fishing line. With one more 
glare at us, he tosses his head at us and the line 
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goes slack. We watch Goliath swim away into the 
velvety darkness. 

He’s gone.
Nobody says anything. We just stand there 

and stare into the water, waiting for him to swim 
back. But, of course, he doesn’t.
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“Ready to go, Lizzie?” Mom calls from the car.
“Be right there,” I call back. Today we’re go-

ing home. Summer vacation is over. “Thanks for 
helping me with Goliath, Newton,” I tell him as 
we stand on the path between our cabins.

“I’m sorry he got away,” he says, shaking his 
head.

“It wasn’t your fault,” I tell him. “Besides we DID 
catch him. Everybody got to see him. That’s what 
counts. And do you know what? I’m almost glad we 
didn’t land him. I kind of like having Goliath in our 
lake. It wouldn’t be the same if he was gone.”

“I got the pictures back,” Newton says, kind of 
hanging his head.

“Great!” I say. “How’d they turn out?”
“Pretty dark,” he says, handing me the three 

photos he’s had behind his back. I squint at them. 
“Here’s his head,” Newton says pointing to a dark 
shadowy spot in a darker background. “See the 
scars? They show up pretty good.” 

“This must be his gill,” I say, pointing to the 
next photo. “That looks like his teeth! See those 
sharp pointy spots!”
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“This one gives me the willies,” Newton says, 
pointing at the final one. It’s Goliath’s big angry 
red eye. It practically fills the picture. Nobody 
else will probably guess what these pictures are, 
but I’LL know. I can’t wait to show them to Natty, 
next summer.

“Well, I got to go, Newton,” I say, when Dad 
honks the horn. “See ya next summer.”

“See ya, Lizzie,” Newton says. “Maybe next 
year you can teach me some more about fishing?”

“Sure thing,” I laugh. “We’ll even try for some 
bass or pike next time, okay?”

“Okay,” Newton says, backing up. “Lizzie?”
“What?” I ask, turning around one more time.
“I’m still not going to hook a worm next sum-

mer!” He says. “I’ll start saving any dead worms I 
find! I’ll keep them in the freezer.”

“You do that!” I laugh. Who knows, he might 
change his mind next year. He’ll be a whole year 
older. Anything can happen in a year. Even Nat 
and I will be different. We might even BLOOM by 
then.

“I, ELIZABETH ANN MARIE BUCHNER caught 
the biggest fish in this whole lake!!” I holler across 
the lake,and I must admit...I feel quite giddy with 
power. I tilt my head back and CROW…”MOOOO...
EEGLOOOOOO!!!!” See ya next year, Mr. Green 
Shorts! You’ll be sorry you weren’t nicer to Natty 
and me! We’re gonna be dazzling!  

Then, like a magical omen, the loons give a 
last haunting call, and I have a strange kind of 
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feeling. A perfect moment of clarity. Goliath will 
be here next summer...waiting for me...AND I’ll 
be a whole year older! I will most certainly have 
bloomed by then! Natalie, too! But somehow I 
know deep in my heart that everything will be 
fine...no matter what.  I laugh out loud because 
of course...there is ALWAYS the fallback plan IF 
that doesn’t happen...the trusty Kleenex box! And 
NEXT time, we will stay OUT of the water!                      

THE END





"Be who your heart says you are... 

NEVER let anyone 

dull your sparkle!"

                                        Lisa Gammon Olson
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School is out, and Lizzie can’t wait to 
join her two best friends, Nattie and 
Heidi, at their cottages in the woods 
for a few months of canoeing, fishing,  

and exploring, like she has every 
summer since she was little.

In 12-year-old Lizzie’s world, where 
boys, friends, and all the drama of 

waiting to “bloom” are ever-present, 
she finds a distraction in the guise 
of an enormous fish~a Muskellunge 

called Goliath!  Set in the wilderness 
of northern Wisconsin, Lizzie finds 
a series of unfortunate events will 
unfold that threaten her vacation 

plans.  Lizzie will need the help of an 
unlikely ally if she is to ever catch 

the fish of her dreams.


