When I opened the door, it wasn't a
messenger from anywhere. It was my best
friend, Laurie Madison, from next door.
She was holding a package wrapped up like
a birthday present, but she wasn’t wearing |
her party dress, and her face drooped like a
wilted tulip.

“Hi,” she said. “I came to say goodbye.”

She thrust the present at me and told me
it was something to take to camp. “It’sa
bracelet,” she said before I could open the
package. “Put it on so you won’t have to pack
it.” She knew I didn’t have one inch of space
left in my suitcase. We had been instructed
to take only what we could carry into camp,
and Mama had told us that we could each
take only two suitcases.




