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*Diwwy Enbry:

dea\’ was the worst Best &.ou’ evef. |
First, the best ()art. School is out (

'(‘o(‘ the Su.mmer! | meoan, w\-\at)s better
than that! Nothing that | can think |
of. (\\ot\r\'\n%! Wad. nothing is the whole
point of summer. Not o thing. No school
books. No eo.c\aed lunches. No homework.
Nowhere to be when the rooster crows.

Not\'\'m%. DoeSn’t that sound wondergu.l?
Do'\n% not\r\'\n% wos my eerﬁect Swmmer

prene
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vacation elan until the best dou’ turned.
into the worst.
This is exactlg whot \meeened;.
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Wlter S\'\out'\n%, “Meet, You. ot the
bacali) et my {riends in €ront of
school. Se\r\t wos alr ead\) wo[\t'mca {or
me by the old. ook tree.

| wraeeed my afms around, t\%\r\tl\’
my wild. stallions neck and qave him
a B'\% smooch on the smooth caramel-
colored, hair just above his warm black
nose. He snorted. ot me, so | kissed him
aqain, when | rea“\, knew he wanted
the aeele n my book. Bma.

“l)mJlLSt teas'm% \,ou.," | told. Wim, and.
qove Up the red. delicious treat. S(:'\r'\t
cao\:hled it in one ’o’l% bite, and. we were off.

We took o qru\c\z Stoe home to dr op
okk my Sc\'\ool\.m%. \Adiés, books and.
pencils and, Aotietnhe See Yo next yeor.

\Ak'\%ail had this ‘o'\% dea to start
the Summer of S(J'\r'\t (Which she is
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call'\n% Summer of %oomerom%) with

a horse spa douj. Pru loved. that idea
and, t\nou%\'\t her horse, Chica Linda,
cou.ld. use Some %room'\nca. For P(‘U.)S lost
B'\rt\\do.\’, her dad qave her this amo.zing
arooming kit. It had o curry brush, two
soft brushes, o hoof (;'\ck, ond. Seec'\al
mane and. tail brushes in o beauti€ul
carved, wooden box. Pru. wanted us all to
share the first time she used. it, so she
saved. it for todm’!

\A\o'\%oﬁ\l had used. her allowance to
Bu.\) some rainbow—colored. ribbons or her
horse, %oome(‘an%, but she could never
decide which color matched. %oomero.n%)s
tail the best, so she decided. to wait to
use them until todou), too. There were
elent\, £or all our horses. Even Seir'\t, W
he wanted. ribbons.
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| was the onl\, one who didn't have
Somet\r\'\n% Seec\al to contribute to spo.
dou), ond, | rea“\’ wanted. To share
something, too. So after | shoved. my
book bag into a corner \:\, the door, |
started loo\{m% around. the house.

| could. take more cxﬂ)les {or o snack.
But thot didn't seem very special.

With o €inal %lomce around. The
kitchen, | shouted out to Se'\r'\t t\'\rou.%\'\
the window, “Pe Cight \mo\z!” ond. went
u.estoi\r S. There had to be Somet\'\'\noa
faood. that we all cou.ld. use.

Flu.a\’ towels for d.r\,'\n% off after the
horses wash? M\) dad. might not like it
when | Brolua\'\t back. So%%\) towels covered,
n horse hair.

ln m\, deS\L dmwer, | \'\ad o mu.d
mask. that Wbigail’s brother, Snigs,
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qave me £or Christmos. It looked. like
black. qunk. in a jor. I'd. never opened.
it, so | t\'\ou%\(\t mou)‘oe it would. be o
qood. addition to spa don’. We could. do
Sl s e |
the lid. M It smelled. Worrible. When

| looked. closer at the %lass container, |
could. see bits of rotten food stuck in the
mud. He hod o\ov'\ousl\, {illed. the jor with
mud. £rom the e'\ta ()en! Y\L\z | sealed. the
lid and. dropped. the whole thing in the
trash.

I'd. never make Se'\r'\t do o St'\r\k\’
mud. mask on spa da\). Besides, he was
al(‘ead\, covered. in mud, £rom \is n\%\'\t
with the herd. (| sometimes wonder
whatl they do when they are together.)
Ser'\ou.sl\,, Se'\r'\t could, use o walk
through the civer, or ma\,Be o bath. ...

£y B S e —— et e,
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Oh, that qave me an dea.

WAunt Cora had moved. out of the
house and. into the inn, but there
were o few of her things left in o
box downstairs. | knew eXactl\’ what |
needed.

Skipping two stairs ot o time, |
returned. to the kitchen. In the back of
the pantry was Cora’s bok. | bet she'd
even 'Cor%otten obout it. | drouaraed the
box into the light and. duq down deep.
There were o cou.ele of (r'\n\, aprons, a
ea'\r of silver candlesticks, a ()\'\oto of \ner
ond, my dad. when t\me\’ were yolng, and,
there...at the bottom...was o cr\,StoJ
bottle filled. with o light-purple liquid.

| held. up the bottle toward. the
window. T he cﬁjstal %l'\ttered in the

afternoon Su.nl'\%\r\t, casting fainbows on
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the kitchen walls. [t was the pretliest
bottle l)ci ever Seen. For as lon% os |
could. recall, I'd seen it on her dress'\n%
toble by her hairbrush and hand. micror.
| knew when it wos em()t\,, Wunt Cora
could. refill the beauti€ul bottle ot the
%eneml store in town.

| looked, and. now the bottle was
£ull to the top. | Slowl\) pulled out the
Stoeeer, careful not to S(a'\" even a droe
of the precious purple liquid. inside.
Roﬁ\s'\n% the bottle to my nose, | took a
deep breath.

The most amazing scent {illed. the
coom: lavender €lowers with a hint of
lemon.

| held the bottle toward the window
and. let the cr\,StoJ cast more doncing

fainbows on the ce\l'\n% and. £loor.

£y B S e —— et e,
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“\-\e\,, Se'\r'\t,” | called. out to where
he stood, wd\t\n% £or me in the S\md\,
spot of the \’ard. “How would, You like o
bubble bath?”

Seirit whinnied.

“Sounds 9r eal, ¢ '\%\r\t?”

| knew this was the (aer£ect t\'\'\n%
| could. to add to the PVBLs Horse S?“
Day. We could. wash Chica Linda,
%oomercm%, ond, Se\r\t with Wunt
Coro’s bubble bath. Groom them with Prus
brushes. Then, tie Vbigail’s ribbons in
their manes and tails.

When Uumeeck on Se'\r\t'S back 1o ride
over to the barn, | smiled. The Summer
of Spicit wos of€ to the perfect start.

And. then ever\,t\\'\n% went tota“\,

wrong.
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Turned, out that %oomerom% didn't
like the smell of the lavender-scented.
bubble bath. When \A‘o'\%d\l eu.t a little of
the eurele Soap in her hand, he backed
o.wou’ 'C(‘ om her.

“Tr\, it ouao!\n,” | encou,rouaed as |
Pou.red some into my hand, then (mSSed.
the bottle to Pru.

| reached. up to slather Se'\r'\t. He
cought one whif€ of the lovender and.
protested, |ou.¢i|\, as well, \\u.(f'\n% and,
moving back away {om my hond.

“Ow, come on, Se'\r'\t,” | cooed.. “You!ll
smell like Punt Cora.”

| quess Se'\r'\t wasn t into smelling like
Aunt Coro.

\AB'\%a\l was still struqaling to put the
Soap on %oomemn%. She was c\r\aS'\n%

£y B S e —— et e,
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Wim in and. out of bara stalls with her
hand. held Wigh.

“Ma\)\)e the horses would have liked
the smell of Sn'\(as'S stinky mud. better’”
she sugaested. \AB'\%OM admitted she'd
tried the mud mask. She said it made
her eyes water {or o week. No matter
how much She Scru.\:\:ed, She cou.lin)t
%et the smell o('d

| remembered. that ofter Chr istmas,
she'd. worn a qarlic neckloce around. her
neck. She told me and Pru it wos to
keep away vampires in the new Year.
| should. hove quessed. it wos becouse
qaclic smelled better than the mu.d!

So, here’s how the d.a\, went {rom
qood. to bad. to worse:

Chica Linda was the onl\’ one w'\ll'\n%
to take a bubble bath. She qot all

10 2o e
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Soo.py ond, Sl'\eeer\,. She was lov'\ma it,
but t\r\en,JuSt as Pruw was \\and\n% me
bock the cr\’stal Bottle, %oomeromca
reared, Lp, once again \mo\{\n% away
{rom \Ah'\%ol\l.

Pru’s hands were Sl'\eeer\) {rom
the bubbles. Since Se'\r'\t wouldn't
let me put soap on him, my hands
still had the soap dollop I'd intended
to use. Thot meant my hands were
Sl'\eeer\,, Too.

When %oomemn% Bu.m()ed ‘AB'\%Q'\L
She Bu.m(;ed Se'\r'\t. S(a'\r'\t Bu.meed me,
and, | droeeed the cr\,stal bubble bath
bottle. The %ood news wos that ‘oe-Core
it crashed. down, | reached out and
cought it agqain B\’ throwing m\,Sel( over
a barrel of oats with an outstretched.
hand.

£y B S e —— et e,
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%U.tJU.St as | was about to celebrate,
| heard. the distinct clatter of cr\,stal
on the barn £loor.

L tiwes that@ivondered:

It was the lid. | hadn't caught the
bottle and the stopper. Just the bottle.
\AB'\%Q'\l shouted when she sow the

diamond-shaped. stopper on the {loor
neor me. It wos costing roinbows of
l'\%\'\t on the barn walls, which was
pretty, but mode it hard to see eKactl\,
where the stopper wos.... We searched
through wet bubbles and around. horses
wntil . ..

CRACK.

%oomercm% Ste()eed on it.

It WCLS\’\)t %oomero.n%)s £au.|t, of
Se'\r'\t's £or Bumein% me. Oc Prus {or
\mv'm% Sl'\eeer\’ hands. Or even Chica




_— e

Lindo’s €ault. She had been the one
who loved. the bath.

Later, when | went to see Punt
Cora, | had. to exela'\n that the broken
cr\,stal stopper was oll my Loult. The
truth was hard, but | told it. I'd taken
the bubble bath (rom her box. |)d
brought the cr\’StoJ bottle to the barn.

Aunt Coro was pretly nice about it
all. She didn't \,e“ ot me. Or¢ %rou.nck
me %ot life, which is what | expected.
She didn't even tell my {ather. She sat
calml\, on her So(a, |oo\£\n% ot the em()t\,
bottle and the broken stopper.

Wad then she said the words that
uined, my summe( vacolion.

“Luo\u’,” Wunt Cora told. wme, “\,ou.

will need. to earn money this summer

to reelace the bottle and £l it with

£y B S e —— et e,
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bubble bath” She looked. me straight in
the eye. “l like lavender”

The Summer of Se\(‘\t was over
before it had even started. | won't
be doing nothing all summer ofter all.
The best dm’ turned. into the worst
because...

| need o.JoB.
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P 1 r. Winthrop!”
The instant the ice cream shop

opened, Lucky flew through the door. “Mr.
Winthrop!” she called again. When he didn’t

reply, her first instinct was to check behind

the counter. That’s where she’d found him
that time his back went out.

He wasn't there. She called again. “Mr.
Winthrop! Where are you?”

Lucky looked around the parlor. There
was a long counter for ice cream and some
tables with chairs. She’d worked there for a
few weeks while Mr. Winthrop’s back healed.
It was after Spirit got hurt and he was

healing, too. Lucky had liked working there

>
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and hoped he might need some help for the
summer.

“Hello, Lucky.” Mr. Winthrop stuck his
head out from the back room. He was
wearing his work apron. “How can I help you
this fine day? I was just whipping up some
new butter pecan. Would you like some?”

“Oh, I'm not here for ice cream,” Lucky said,
though butter pecan sounded delicious. “I was
hoping for a summer position.” She rolled up
on her tiptoes to look older and more mature
since the last time she'd worked there.

“Ah,” Mr. Winthrop said, studying Lucky
closely. “Yes, you were very helpful.”

Lucky smiled. “I know! Who would have
guessed it was so difficult to serve ice
cream?” In fact, she’d given the customers
some confusing advice along with their cones,
but it all turned out okay in the end. “I'd like
to take another try at the job, if I can.”

0

16

A



“I'm sorry, Lucky,” Mr. Winthrop told her.
“We just can't afford a worker this summer.”

“But who will give advice with the cones?”
Lucky lamented.

“I suppose,” Mr. Winthrop said thought-
fully, then finished with a smile, “that will
have to be me.”

“Are you sure?” Lucky asked, getting
desperate. “What about at your general store?
Do you need help there?”

“Same answer, Lucky,” answered Mr.
Winthrop.

Lucky felt her frustration rising. “Are you
absolutely sure I can’t have a job? I really
need one, and I already asked at the bank
and the library.” Ice cream scooping had
been Lucky’s first choice, but when she’d
arrived in town, the parlor was closed. Shed
gone around town asking other places while

waiting for it to open.
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“Sorry,” Mr. Winthrop told her. “Perhaps you
can come up with a unique idea, something
the town needs but no one has thought of
yet....” He returned to the back room.

Feeling sad and uncertain about what to do
next, Lucky left the shop.

Spirit was waiting in the square.

“What am I going to do?” she asked him,
putting a hand on his nose and giving him
a soft scratch. Spirit dipped to make it easier
for her to climb on, but she didn’t want to ride
yet. They walked a bit together. “I'm out of
ideas,” she groaned.

Moving slowly down the sidewalk, Lucky
dragged her feet while Spirit tried to lift her
mood by nudging her playfully. When they
reached the general store, Lucky stopped. A
crystal bottle in the window caught Lucky’s
eye. She was drawn to it, watching the way

the cut glass sparkled. It was not exactly like

A



the one she’'d broken, but very close. It wasn’t
as if Lucky could buy only a new stopper for
Cora’s bottle; she had to buy the whole thing.
And she was certain that Aunt Cora would
like this one very much. She went inside,
raised the glass, and looked at the tag. It was
so expensive...and she knew it would cost
even more to refill the bubble bath.

She sighed and asked Spirit, “How will I
ever earn enough money? It’s hopeless! No
one will hire me!”

At that, Spirit neighed and Lucky followed
the way he was gazing. In the distance, she
could see a puff of smoke from a passing
train.

“You think I should ask my dad?” Lucky
stopped walking to watch the black poof
of smoke dissipate into the blue sky. “He
isn’t going to want me working the trains

or pounding rail spikes.” She considered it.

>
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“Perhaps I could sell tickets or drinks at the
station?” That was a good idea.

Spirit whinnied.

“Thanks, Spirit.” She put a hand up and
rubbed his back. “If Dad says yes, I'll get you
an extra apple.”

Spirit whinnied again.

“Ten apples,” she corrected, and climbed
onto his back for the short ride home.

R P R
“Agggh,” Lucky complained to her friends when
they went for an afternoon ride. “Dad said he
didn’t have any jobs at the railroad. Seriously,
that was my last, last, last idea. I need to buy
Cora a new bottle, but I don’t know how.” She
squeezed her legs around Spirit a bit tighter.
The horse responded by quickening his pace to
keep up with the others.

“You can help me babysit Snips,” Abigail

suggested, keeping her eyes on the horizon

A



as Boomerang sped across the green valley.
“Maybe if two of us watched him together,
he'd act like a normal kid.”

Pru laughed as Chica Linda pulled up next
to Spirit. “Wishful thinking,” she said. “Your
little brother doesn’t even know what normal
means.”

Abigail scratched her head. “What if he
was the normal one, and we were all weird?”

Pru laughed even harder, and Lucky joined
in, chuckling.

“It’s true. He’s a strange little brother,”
Abigail said. She glanced at Lucky. “But you
can still help me babysit.”

Lucky considered it for a moment. “What
does babysitting Snips pay?”

“Oh, I should have told you that,” Abigail
said with a frown. “Nothing. It’s more like

a chore than a job. I guess that’s not very

helpful, huh?”
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“Nothing won’t buy a new glass bottle at
the store.” Lucky sighed. “Thanks anyway.”
With that idea out, she turned to Pru. “What
are you doing this summer?” Then she
quickly added, “And can I help?”

“Not unless you want to go to Rancho El
Paseo,” Pru said. “My dad is sending me there
for the summer to help his cousin Raymond
with his new ranch.”

Lucky gasped. “You'’re not going to be here
all summer?”

“But that’s too long,” Abigail moaned. “You
can’t go away all summer! What will we do
without you? Don’t go, Pru.” She pouted. “You
have to stay in Miradero. It will be a terrible
summer if we aren’t all together.”

“I know!” Pru lamented. “That’s what I told
my dad, but he just said, “You can’t sit around
all day.””

Lucky wrinkled her nose and groaned.

A



“Looks as if we'll all be busy this summer.” She
slowed Spirit down near a small grove of trees
and climbed from his back. Spirit immediately
began to eat the grass. Pru and Abigail
dismounted as well, and Boomerang and Chica
Linda wandered off to be with Spirit.

Abigail flopped back in the grass, staring
up at the sky. “It makes me sad that we can’t
spend our summer with the horses. The
PALs, out riding the range, searching for
adventure.” PAL was a combination of the
three girls’ names: Pru, Abigail, and Lucky.

Abigail watched the clouds roll by. “That
one looks like a little girl,” she said, pointing
to a thick cloud with a puffy top. “She’s
wearing a fancy hat.”

“I don’t see a girl,” Pru said, lying back
next to Abigail and squinting into the
afternoon light. “Sort of looks like a boy to
me. He’s got a big head, not a hat.”

23
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“Oh, that’s the one next to the girl,” Abigail
said. “Now it looks like the boy is chasing the
girl. They’re playing cloud tag.”

Lucky joined them on the grass.

“I still don’t see it,” Pru said.

“They’re having so much fun,” Abigail said,
pointing. The clouds had shifted, and the
two fluffy children were floating in different
directions. “They’re getting ready to play a
new game!” she exclaimed.

Lucky and Pru exchanged a baffled look.
Neither of them saw what Abigail saw.

“It’s like Red Rover,” Abigail told them.
“Only it’s Prancing Ponies. Do you see the
other cloud kids galloping like horses? It’s so
fun, everyone wants to join in!”

“That’s it!” Lucky suddenly sat up and pointed
at the clouds. “We can make a day camp!”

“For cloud children?” Abigail asked, staring at
her. “Why do fluffy cloud children need a camp?”

A



“Not cloud children,” Pru said, also sitting
up as she caught on. “For-real children. The
kids of Miradero!”

“Oh,” Abigail said. “You’re right, cloud kids
don’t need a camp. They can just have fun
playing games in the sky.”

“Exactly,” Lucky said with a giggle. “But
Miradero children would love a camp. Parents
could send the kids to us and we could take
care of them all day. We could play games....”

“Like Prancing Ponies!” Abigail put in.

“Yes!” Pru said.

“This is the best idea ever!” Abigail
cheered. “T'll get my mom and dad to sign up
Snips! He'll be our first camper.”

“As long as he pays,” Lucky said. “PALs
Adventure Camp can’t be free.” She started
to figure out the details. “We can charge one
dollar for each child for the whole summer.

Then, we can split up everything we make
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three ways. By the end of summer, I'll have
plenty of money to buy a bottle, bottle top,
and bubble bath for Aunt Cora, and I bet I
can even afford something extra to decorate
the barn. Do you think Spirit would like a
pinwheel above his stall?”

“I know what I'll do with my earnings: I'm
going to buy more ribbons,” Abigail said.
“Boomerang wants a new set of rainbow ones.
Last night, Sefior Carrots ate the orange ones
from the package.” Sefior Carrots was Snips’s
donkey.

“T hope he’s okay,” Pru said. “Donkeys
shouldn’t eat ribbons.”

“He burped them back up later,” Abigail said,
then squished up her face and said, “Eww.”

“Boomerang deserves new ribbons,”

Lucky agreed. She turned to Pru. “What are
you going to do with the money we earn at

camp?”
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“I'm going to—wait...” Pru paused, then
looked down. She began to pick at the grass.

“What’s wrong?” Lucky asked her.

“I'm committed to Rancho El Paseo,” she
said. “I can’t help with the camp.”

“I think we should ask your dad,” Lucky
said. “Maybe if we tell him all about our
plans, he'd agree to let you stay. PALs Camp
wouldn’t be nearly as much fun without you.”

“It won't be the PALs Camp if we’re not all
here! If it’s just Lucky and Abigalil, it would
be...the LA camp. That doesn’t even make
any sense!”

Pru stood to get Chica Linda. “Come on.
Let’s go ask him right now!” She climbed up,
ready for the ride back to town.

Spirit came for Lucky. She pulled herself
onto his back and wrapped her arms around
his neck. “We’re going to make a camp!” she

told Spirit.
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Spirit raised his head and broke into a trot.

“Wahoo!” Abigail shouted, as the PALs
began the ride back to Miradero. “Race you
home!”

The three horses sped across the valley,
back toward town.

The best summer ever was back on track.





