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“Okay, so here’s the deal,” Rach said as she sat cross-legged on her bed. Amber sat 

across from her, cuddling Rach’s super cute Pikachu pillow. “Meg and I have been 

going to the same music camp for the last few summers. But since she graduated, 

she’s too old to go and…I kind of don’t want to go alone.” 

“Hmm…” Amber chewed on her lip. She didn’t want to outright say no, but she 

hadn’t been to camp in years. Mostly because she didn’t think her parents would be 

willing to shell out for it. 

Rach held up her hands. “Before you say no, hear me out.” She inched forward 

and bobbed her eyebrows. “First of all, if I refer a friend, we both get discounts.” 

“I do like a good deal.” 

“Uh-huh. It’s on a gorgeous lake two hours away and they give you a lot of free 

time. And I’m pretty much always guaranteed the same cabin every year,” Rach said. 

“Most of the girl cabins have shorter door frames. So, I actually get a cabin 

that’s…closer to the boy cabins.” 

Amber tilted her head. Rach had always been teased for being 6’1” but this 

seemed like a perk Rach would milk to the end. “When you say closer to the boy 

cabins, do you mean it…is a boy cabin?” 

“Pretty much,” Rach answered. “And it would just basically be me…and 

whatever friend I ask to share it with.” 

Amber’s eyes lit up. “When is it?” 

“Two weeks at the end of summer,” Rach said. “What do you think?” 

“Here’s what I’m hearing,” Amber said, holding up her hand to start counting 

on her fingers. “Two weeks away from my parents, by a lake, with my new best 

friend and a bunch of other music nerds, in a boy cabin, with a discount. Did I miss 

anything?” 

Rach smiled and shook her head. 

“Sign me up!” Amber exclaimed. 

Rach squealed, clasping her hands together. “Really?” 

“Yeah!” Amber said. “It sounds so great. I don’t know where I’m going to get 

the money, but it really sounds amazing.” 
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Rach’s smile fell. “The deadline to register is in two weeks. If you need 

something, just let me know. I’m sure my parents would be happy to help.” 

“That’s really sweet,” Amber said. “But I’ll work it out. I promise. I won’t miss 

this for anything.” 

Amber was surprised when it didn’t take too much begging to get her parents to 

agree to let her go to the camp. It wasn’t a terribly unusual request, and since there 

was a discount attached, her parents were fine with it. Now all she had to do was 

wait for the end of summer and pack for two weeks’ worth of camp life. 

                                                         

                                                       ♪   ♫   ♪ 

 

When the end of summer finally did come around, Rach and Amber excitedly packed 

up their duffels, tuba, and clarinet into the back of Rach’s mom’s van. It would be a 

two-hour drive, but neither of them minded. And Rach’s mom didn’t mind listening 

to their pop music and silly conversations. 

The parking lot of Camp Allegro was overrun with people dropping off their 

kids. Amber could tell many of them were returning campers and she loved the 

atmosphere. Rach smiled as they headed through the gate. The air was fresh, they 

could hear the gentle sounds of a lake nearby, and there were already the strains of 

several instruments being played across campus. 

Amber looked around, a smile growing on her face as well as she clutched her 

clarinet and duffle bag close to herself. She took a deep whiff of camp air and let it 

out slowly. This was going to be the perfect end to her summer, she just knew it. 

“Well, if it isn’t little Miss Rachel Dean,” a sassy male voice said from behind 

them. 

Amber whirled around, ready to give the stranger a piece of her mind. But then 

Rach squealed and threw her arms around a boy their age. He was slightly shorter 

than her but neither of them seemed to mind. 

“Randy!” she practically shouted into his face. Then she looked him up and 

down, still gripping his shoulders. “You…grew!” 

“I think you did, too,” he said, chuckling, his brown eyes sparkling. “Although 

I’ve lost track, honestly.” 

Amber smiled, though she was feeling a little left out. “Are you gonna introduce 

us?” she asked. 

“Randy, this is Amber,” Rach said, going back over to Amber and putting her 

arm around her shoulders. “And this brat of a euphonium player is Randolph 

Winchester the Third. Live and in person. And finally, you know, getting somewhere 

height-wise.” 



Eby Syncopation Volume 1, Issue 1 

 3 

Randy rolled his eyes and patted his short brown hair. “I’m trying, but I don’t 

know what they feed you. Anyway, it’s nice to meet you, Amber. And please, call 

me Randy.” 

He stuck his hand out and she shook it, amusement bubbling inside of her. “Nice 

to meet you, too,” she said. 

“I’m heading straight to the brass hall,” he said as he shoved his hands into the 

pockets of his shorts. “But I’ll see you around, right, Rachel?” 

“Yeah, of course,” Rach said. 

Randy nodded and then walked away while Rach stared after him. Finally, when 

he was long gone, Amber said, “You didn’t tell me you had a hot friend at band 

camp.” 

Rach put a hand up to her forehead and exhaled slowly. “I swear, he wasn’t that 

hot last summer. Or that tall.” 

“And when do we think he fell in love with you?” Amber said, pulling her phone 

out of her pocket. “Should I take notes?” 

“Randy?” Rach said incredulously. “No, there’s no way. Randy’s not into me.” 

“I mean, from this angle…” Amber said, waving her arm around them. “And in 

this lighting… Yeah, he’s definitely into you.” 

Rach smiled timidly, her face flushing. “No. But thanks for the vote of 

confidence.” 

“If you say so,” Amber said. “Come on, show me your amazing cabin.” 

Rach waved her hand and they started walking again. “I should have warned 

you… There’s only Wi-Fi in one spot on the campgrounds and they’ll pretty much 

only let you hang out for five- or ten-minutes tops.” 

“Rach,” Amber said. “What do I need Wi-Fi for when I’ve got you?” 

Rach shook her head. “There’s no reception out here, either.” 

Amber pursed her lips. “I see now why you didn’t mention it before I registered.” 

“I’ll see if Randy has any hot friends for you to hang out with,” Rach said as a 

concession. 

“That would be helpful, thank you,” Amber said. 

Rach’s special cabin was indeed as awesome as she’d said. It was small and 

intimate, with space for only two bunk beds. And no one else had been booked into 

it but them. After spreading their stuff out across the room to make it “theirs” for the 

next two weeks, Rach looked longingly at her tuba. 

“Do you want a tour around the campgrounds or…?” Rach asked. 

Amber smiled and shook her head. “No. Go visit all your brass friends. I’ll be 

fine.” 

“Thank you,” Rach said with feeling as she picked up her tuba. “Meet you in the 

mess hall for dinner.” 
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Amber watched her go, feeling proud. Rach held her head high in any situation. 

At school when the other kids made fun of her, she always brushed it off. Amber 

could tell she was comfortable here, that she had friends she’d waited all year to see. 

And Amber didn’t mind sharing her. 

She put the strap of her clarinet case on her shoulder and left her cabin. Glancing 

briefly down the boy cabin lane, she ignored the temptation to go that way. No, she 

would go to the main buildings, follow her ear, and find her people. 

She found the mess hall and administrative buildings easily. There were some 

obnoxious brass sounds—that must have been where Rach had headed. Amber 

skittered on past that building until she heard the sounds of a flute, an oboe, and a 

sax. Amber put on her brave face and walked into the building that was labelled 

“Woodwinds.” 

Just as she’d suspected, it was just those three instruments in there. No other 

clarinets, but that was okay. They turned to her, and she waved tentatively. 

“Whatcha got there?” the petite oboe player asked, jutting her chin at Amber’s 

clarinet case. 

“Clarinet,” Amber said. 

“Oh, great.” The guy with the flute sounded anything but thrilled. “Our friend 

graduated last year, so now we’re out a clarinet.” 

“So, you can play with us,” the oboe player said. 

“Yes!” Amber said as she practically skipped over. 

“I’m Sawyer,” said the sax player, smiling at her. “And this is my little sister, 

Eva.” 

Eva rolled her eyes dramatically. “We’re twins. He’s two minutes older than me. 

Seriously, Sawyer.” 

Amber giggled. “I’m Amber.” 

“And I’m ready to play again,” the flute player said. 

“We usually just call him impatient,” Eva said.  

“Or straight up rude,” Sawyer said, flashing a warning look at him. 

“I’m Lionel,” the flute player said irritably. 

“You’re new here, right?” Eva asked, in no rush to start playing again. 

“Yeah,” Amber said. “I came with Rachel Dean. Do you guys know her?” 

“Oh, everyone knows Rachel,” Sawyer said. “She’s a legend around here.” 

“Why, because she’s so tall?” Amber said, failing to hide her protective attitude. 

Sawyer lifted an eyebrow. “No…because she’s been coming for years.” 

“And she’s an amazing tuba player,” Eva said with a soft smile. “Plus, she’s so 

nice to everyone. Although now that you mention it, she is pretty tall.” 

Lionel let out a long, dramatic sigh. “Are we going to play or just talk for the 

next two weeks?” 
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Choosing to brush off Lionel’s abruptness, Amber sat in an extra chair and 

opened her case. “I’m ready to play.” 

Lionel glanced down at her clarinet. “I guess you can have…Dante’s old music. 

Here.” 

He shoved a folder at her that she barely had time to catch. “Thanks. I think.” 

                                                          

                                                            ♪   ♫   ♪ 

 

After spending the rest of the day with their peers, Rach and Amber met for dinner. 

It hadn’t even been one full day of camp and already they were both so excited. 

Amber had signed up for so many different activities. Rach, on the other hand, was 

happy just to play music with her friends and go with the flow. 

As they settled in for the night in their special cabin, Rach asked Amber if she 

was happy here. Amber said that yes, of course she was. However, when they were 

awakened early the next morning by no less than six different brass instruments 

playing a remixed reveille, Amber was less than thrilled. 

“What is that?” she groaned from the top bunk.  

“All the brass kids share the reveille duties and it’s different every day,” Rach 

said, sounding groggy. “Just ignore it and sleep for five more minutes. I’m on 

tomorrow morning, so I’ll have to get up extra early.” 

“Well, I might as well get up now,” Amber groused. “I’m trying out archery 

today, so I should get a good breakfast.” 

“Mmhmm,” Rach mumbled, turning over. 

Amber hopped out of bed and threw her pillow straight at Rach’s face. “I meant 

we should get a good breakfast.” 

Rach muttered under her breath but reluctantly got up. They got dressed quickly 

and headed to the mess hall. It was already half-full, but they found Randy sitting 

alone at a table. He waved at them, so they went over with their loaded plates. 

“I see my reveille woke you up,” he said as they sat. 

Amber groaned and dug into her scrambled eggs. 

“It was good, right?” he asked. 

“Not as good as it’ll be tomorrow,” Rach teased. 

Randy shoved a whole piece of bacon in his mouth and said, “Eh, we’ll see.” 

Amber shook her head. “Why do brass players go out of their way to be so 

obnoxious?” 

“We don’t go out of our way,” he said, his mouth still half-full. “It comes 

naturally to us.” 

“Besides, Meg’s not obnoxious,” Rach said. 

Randy tilted his head. “She…plays more obnoxiously than all of the male 

trumpet players I know.” 
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“At least she doesn’t talk with her mouth full,” Rach said, pinning him with a 

look. 

Amber watched him eat for a moment and then said, “You know what? I think 

I’m just going to go to the archery range now. I’ll see you guys later.” 

She left them with half the food still on her plate, which Randy immediately 

scooped up. 

“I’m giving her a five-minute head start,” Rach said. “Then I’ll go rescue her 

from herself because honestly, Amber was not built for archery.” 

He looked at her for a moment, audibly swallowing. “She’s a really good friend, 

eh?” 

“Yeah,” she answered easily. “My best friend.” 

“Well, let me know when you’re ready to rescue her and I’ll go with you,” he 

said. 

After Randy had gobbled down his food and Amber’s leftovers, they went out 

to the archery range together. It was still early, but it was a bright day and the sun 

had already warmed the earth. Rach wasn’t surprised to find Amber surrounded by 

six or seven boys all trying to show her how to hold a bow and arrow. Randy, on the 

other hand… 

“Whoa,” he said, his eyes wide. 

“Yeah, that happens a lot to her,” she said affectionately. 

“Oh, like it doesn’t happen to you,” he said. 

She turned to him, her face all scrunched up. “Randy, no. Have you met me? I’m 

the tallest and most awkward girl at my school.” 

“Did you say tallest and most gorgeous?” he asked, half his mouth tilted up in a 

smile. 

“Are you feeling okay?” She patted his freckled cheeks lightly. “Did you get a 

little too much sun yesterday?” 

“I’ve never felt better,” he said as he continued staring at her. 

Rach just shook her head and went over to Amber. The guys in the group all 

passively greeted her. Yeah, like they’d ever flock to her like they did to Amber. She 

wasn’t jealous, but it was a bit excessive. 

“Rach, check out my bullseye!” Amber said excitedly, pointing to the target 

down the field. 

Rach smiled at her. “Okay, but don’t overdo it. You’re going to get sore and then 

be all cranky and I’m not dealing with that.” 

“Aw, Rach,” she said as she raised the bow again. “You’re such a good friend.” 

 

                                                         ♪   ♫   ♪ 
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For the rest of the week, Amber spent time getting to know all kinds of new friends—

from the veteran woodwinds to the younger kids who were just learning their own 

instruments to the kind and caring counselors. She loved playing with Sawyer, Eva, 

and Lionel, even if Lionel was still abrupt with her and never complimented her 

skills like the others did. She tried every extracurricular activity at least once, even 

ones she didn’t think she’d like. 

And while she did all that, Rach mostly hung out with the brass kids she knew 

well and stuck to activities she was comfortable with. Horseback riding, treetopping, 

and composition workshops? Oh, yes. Boating and swimming where everyone 

would see her in a bathing suit? No way. 

Even though they didn’t spend every minute together, Amber and Rach were 

happy to spend their evenings together, talking about what they’d done. On the 

weekend, Rach found out what Amber had really been up to the whole time. 

“Okay, Rach,” Amber said, opening one of her cute pink notebooks. “I’ve got 

this allllll figured out.” 

It was 8 a.m. on Saturday and they didn’t have to be up early that morning, but 

Rach kept that to herself. “Got what all figured out?” she asked as she rubbed her 

sleepy eyes. 

“I made lists of everyone who’s got a crush on someone else,” Amber said, 

sounding extremely proud of herself. “And a lot of these match up.” 

Rach’s eyes widened as she looked down at Amber’s pretty, bubbly writing. 

“Amber…oh my…What? This is what you spent all week doing?” 

“Yup!” Amber grinned. “Guess what I’m spending next week doing?” 

Rach read some of the list. Zeke and Heather. Trevor and Cat. Eva and Garret. 

So, she wasn’t totally off-base. “Letting several cats out of the bag, I’m guessing?” 

she asked. 

“No… I was just going to gently suggest things,” Amber said innocently. 

Rach scanned until she got to the end of the list. “Um, what is this?” 

Amber put her hands up in surrender. “Rach and Randy. Randy and Rach? What 

do you want your couple name to be? I was thinking…Ranchy?” 

“Amber.” Rach took a pencil and crossed off the names. “Don’t you dare gently 

suggest anything to Randy. Your imagination has gone too far this time.” 

“Oh.” Amber practically deflated as her shoulders drooped. “Well, then…Randy 

and Emily?” 

Rach shifted uncomfortably. “Actually, their instruments kind of clash, so…” 

She shrugged. 

“Okay, then,” Amber said evenly. “Randy and Sophia?” 

“Oh, no.” Rach shook her head. “Their personalities clash.” 

“Huh. I guess the only person left…” Amber pursed her lips and then smiled 

smugly. “Is me!” 
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“Don’t!” Rach said a little too frantically. She clapped a hand over her mouth 

while Amber grinned at her triumphantly. After slowly lowering her hand, she said, 

“Okay, don’t do that. Don’t write your name down with his. I like him, okay? Don’t 

do that.” 

Amber’s smile turned genuine. “Obviously. I would never do that to my best 

friend.” 

“And you would also not say anything to him because that’s what I’m asking 

you definitively to not do,” Rach said, her heart pounding.  

“I understand,” Amber said. “I won’t say anything. But I am going to gently 

suggest that you tell him.” 

Rach flopped onto her bunk. “For what purpose? Even in the very unlikely event 

that he likes me back, where’s that gonna go?” 

Amber came over and lay on the bed next to her. “So, you spend one amazing 

week together, baring your souls and holding nothing back. I think that’s beautiful.” 

Rach took a long breath and let it out slowly. After a moment, she said, “I’ll 

think about it.” 

“Yay!” Amber squealed into her face. 

Rach laughed. “I said… Oh, never mind.” 

                                                           

                                                           ♪   ♫   ♪ 

 

The next morning, Rach got up before Amber and left with her tuba. If she knew 

Randy, she knew he had probably gone to the chapel. When she got close to it and 

heard the melodic lines of “Amazing Grace” coming from a familiar-sounding 

euphonium, she knew she’d guessed correctly. 

She walked into the chapel and couldn’t help smiling as he finished the verse. 

She had always liked Randy’s playing—not that she would ever admit it to him. 

When he was finished, he lowered the euphonium and smiled at her. “What are 

you doing up so early?” he asked. 

She shrugged. “I knew you’d be here.” 

“Oh.” His face went red, and he ducked his head. 

She bit her lip to keep from giggling. “Can I join you?” 

“Of course,” he said, motioning to the empty chair next to him. “You can play 

the melody.” 

She smiled as she got her tuba out. “How generous of you.” 

She sat next to him and warmed up her tuba for a minute before they played 

together. And when they did play, she had to admit, it sounded really nice, especially 

with him harmonizing on top. Way better than if she’d let Amber pair Randy with 

Emily and her violin. But maybe that was too uncharitable a thought for a Sunday 

morning. 
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Soon other campers began to join them. Some had brought their instruments, and 

some chose to sing the verses. Others—like Amber once she’d figured out where 

Rach had gone—sat silently and listened. 

Rach didn’t know a whole lot of hymns well enough to play by ear, so when they 

moved on to other ones, she also sat back and listened. Mostly to Randy, but no one 

needed to know that. Amber caught her eye and smiled. Okay, no one but Amber 

needed to know that. 

                                                            

                                                         ♪   ♫   ♪ 

 

Two days later, Rach was starting to feel like she was running out of time. She’d 

told Amber she’d think about telling Randy how she felt. And she had thought long 

and hard about it, but still didn’t know how. Or when. Or even why. 

Rach was sitting in her cabin, already feeling sad about having to leave it, when 

Amber bounced in.  

“Rach, you’re going swimming with me,” Amber announced as she pulled out 

her duffle bag from under her bed. “A bunch of us are going after dinner.” 

Rach groaned. “No, I went on a boat yesterday. I’m good, thanks.” 

“No, you’re not,” Amber said. “You’re going to put your two-piece on, march 

yourself out to the lake, and jump off the diving board with me.” 

“The diving board is one person at a time,” Rach said matter-of-factly. “And I 

didn’t bring my two-piece.” 

Amber gave her a pert smile. “Oh, I know. I brought it for you.” 

Rach watched with wide eyes as Amber pulled Rach’s bathing suit out of her 

own duffle. 

“Amber, did you…steal my bathing suit just so you could bring it to camp for 

me?” Rach asked. “I don’t know whether to be impressed or annoyed. Either way, 

I’m not wearing that. If you insist, I’ll wear my swim shorts.” 

“Oh, come on,” Amber said. “If I had your legs, I wouldn’t wear anything but 

my bathing suit. All summer long.” 

Rach took her bathing suit and glared down at it. No, she couldn’t go out there 

in this. Everyone would stare at her, and she’d already had enough staring in her life. 

“I’ll make you a deal,” Amber said. “If Randy doesn’t declare his undying love 

for you after seeing you in that, then I’ll give up matchmaking for the rest of my life.” 

“The rest of your life,” Rach repeated dubiously. 

“Mmhmm.” 

“You’re that confident.” 

“Yup.” 
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It wasn’t that Rach wanted Amber to give up her love affair with matchmaking. 

And she wasn’t even sure she wanted to prove Amber wrong. In fact…it’d be nice 

if Amber were right about this.  

“Do you also promise to never steal my clothes again?” Rach couldn’t resist one 

last jab. 

Amber neatly clasped her hands together and gave Rach a patient smile. “I did 

you a favour.” 

Rach rolled her eyes. “Alright, I’ll put it on.” 

“Yay!” 

After dinner, they came back to their cabin and changed into their bathing suits. 

Rach felt extremely vulnerable while Amber looked adorable. And as they walked 

out to the beach, Rach chose to assume everyone was staring at them because of 

Amber and not her. 

“It is such a gorgeous day,” Amber said as she looked up at the cloudless sky. 

“I’m going back to the cabin,” Rach said. 

“Nope.” Amber took her elbow and guided her onto the path that led to the beach. 

“We’re jumping in the lake together. We’re gonna stay in until we’re pruny and cold 

and then the bonfire will be extra enjoyable.” 

“Okay,” Rach whispered. 

Down at the beach, their friends were splashing, swimming, diving, and 

sunbathing. Rach had already caught sight of Randy, goofing off in the water with a 

couple of the other brass boys, when Amber pointed him out. 

“Oh, his freckles are just…” Amber said, shaking her head with a smile. 

“I know,” Rach said wistfully. “He’s adorable.” 

Amber chose a spot on the beach and put her bag down. By the time Rach had 

finished helping Amber spread their towels out, Randy had spotted them and was 

jogging over. He stopped short and looked Rach up and down, not seeming to have 

even noticed Amber. 

“Hi, Rachel,” he said, his face going bright pink. “Wow. Hi.” 

“Hey,” Rach said, feeling terribly uncomfortable. 

“Hi, Randy,” Amber said, amusement in her voice. 

“Hey.” He gave Amber a cursory glance before looking back at Rach. “Are you 

going on the diving board? I suggest a cannonball.” 

Rach laughed. “Sure. A cannonball.” 

“Awesome! I’m getting in the splash zone,” Randy said excitedly as he rushed 

off. 

Amber laughed and sat on her towel. “See you when you get back.” 

Timidly, Rach walked over to the dock with the diving board. Everyone greeted 

her in a friendly way, and their gazes only lingered for a few seconds. Rach climbed 

the tall ladder, and by the time she’d reached the top, everyone had noticed her. 
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Someone began chanting her name and others joined in. Normally, she would 

hate having that much attention on her. But strangely enough, the rhythmic, good-

natured chanting healed all the wounds inflicted on her by her school bullies. These 

were people she’d known for years, that she trusted, that she… 

She looked down at Randy, holding his arms open and waiting for her with a 

huge smile on his face. She could do this. If not for herself or Amber, then for him. 

With one big bounce, she leaped off the diving board, curled herself up and 

splashed into the lake below. A strong arm wrapped around her waist and pulled her 

up out of the water. She came face-to-face with Randy’s huge, beautiful smile and 

sparkling brown eyes. 

“That was amazing!” he exclaimed. Then he looked down and abruptly let his 

arm drop. “I…don’t know how my arm got there.” 

“Uh-huh,” she murmured unintelligibly. 

“I’m gonna…” Randy started sinking into the water, giving her a little wave 

before he floated away. 

Someone splashed Rach from behind and she whirled around. Amber had a 

guilty smile on her face…and perfectly dry hair. Well, Rach wasn’t playing with 

that. She didn’t even bother to splash her back. Instead, she wrapped her arms around 

Amber, lifted her up, and threw her into the lake, ignoring Amber’s screaming. 

“Having fun yet?” Rach teased as Amber pulled herself out of the water. 

Amber’s eyes were wide and then she laughed out loud. “I can’t believe you 

just…picked me up like that!” 

“I carry my tuba around everywhere.” Rach flexed her arm muscles and winked. 

“And these guns.” 

“And yet somehow you’re still in denial over having the perfect body,” Amber 

said, putting her hands on her hips. “I can’t with you.” 

Rach shrugged. Having the perfect body didn’t matter to her. Having perfect 

friends like Amber? Now, that was something special. 

They hung out in the lake until the sun had nearly gone down. By then they were, 

as Amber had predicted, pruny and cold. After a quick change of clothes, they 

headed out to the seniors-only bonfire. Eva and Sawyer waved Amber over. Randy 

was sitting on the opposite side. 

“Go,” Amber said to Rach. “We’ll catch up later.” 

She watched Rach walk confidently over to Randy and sit next to him, knowing 

she’d be alright for the evening. Eva scooted over so Amber could sit next to her. 

She was just about to ask what they’d done all day when Lionel plopped down next 

to her. 

“Oh, it’s you again,” he said. 

“Excuse me?” Amber said. 

“Lionel,” Eva warned, reaching across Amber to tap him on the leg. 
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“Sorry,” he said. “What I meant to say was, how come you didn’t come rehearse 

with us today?” 

Amber bit her tongue and glanced at Eva, who shrugged. “I was just doing other 

stuff,” she said. “Sorry.” 

Lionel huffed. “Okay. If that’s the way you want to treat your new band.” 

Amber turned towards him, knocking her knees into his. “You’re not my new 

band. I already have a band. You’re just some new…friends I’m enjoying playing 

with. Is that alright with you?” 

Lionel scowled. “Dante would never have treated our group so callously like 

that.” 

“Well, Dante’s not here.” Amber stood up. “And neither am I. Goodnight, Eva 

and Sawyer.” 

The twins waved at her and as soon as she turned away, she could hear them 

chastising Lionel for being rude. Amber glanced longingly in Rach’s direction and 

found her laughing with Randy. No, she wouldn’t interrupt them. She could catch 

up with Rach when she came back to the cabin later. 

Rach didn’t notice Amber had left the bonfire. She was finally ready to take her 

advice, but still had no idea what to say to Randy.  

“Are you okay?” he asked out of the blue. 

“What?” she asked, turning to him. “Why do you ask?” 

“You’ve been staring at the fire like it’s got answers for you for, like, five 

minutes,” he said, his eyes dancing. 

“Oh.” She giggled nervously. “I was just thinking… I really like being with you.” 

Randy’s whole face lit up with a soft smile. “I like being with you, too.” 

“Cool.” She clasped her hands together and nodded. This was going well. 

“Yeah, real cool,” he said.  

Rach bit her lip. She looked across the way and found Eva, Sawyer, and Lionel 

but no Amber. Had she left? Why? 

“Um, it looks like Amber left,” Rach said. “I think I should go check on her.” 

“You want company?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she said. 

They left the bonfire together, saying goodnight to their friends. Randy didn’t 

once look back and Rach wondered if he’d gone just for her. But she was too afraid 

to ask. 

“I’m sad this is our last summer,” Rach said. She looked up at the twinkling night 

sky. Randy mumbled something and she looked down at him. “What?” 

“Me, too,” he said. 

“You know, you don’t have to walk me all the way to my cabin. I’m a big girl.” 

She winked at him. 
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He laughed but didn’t say anything. Rach was glad he hadn’t taken her seriously, 

though. She would have chosen to have him walk her to her cabin every night. 

When they got to the cabin, Randy put his hand out before Rach could go up the 

first step. “Wait there,” he said. 

Her eyebrows drawing in, she watched as Randy went on the first step and turned 

around. For a moment, they just stared at each other. Then he put one hand on the 

side of her face and drew her closer until he could place his lips on hers. Her heart 

beating hard, she put her arms around his waist, clutching the back of his tank top, 

and kissed him back. 

He pulled back and gave her a smile that made butterflies take flight in her 

stomach. “Goodnight, Rachel.” 

“Night, Randy,” she said breathlessly. 

With that, he jogged off down the boy cabin lane while Rach watched, her breath 

caught in her throat. Once he was out of sight, she climbed the stairs and went inside 

the cabin. Amber was waiting with clasped hands and eyes shining. 

“Um, did I just not-so-accidentally see what I definitely think I not-so-

accidentally saw?” she practically screeched at Rach. 

Rach laughed, her face flushing. “I’m never gonna wash my lips again.” 

“Oh, Rach,” Amber said in her gooey voice. “I told you Randy likes you!” 

Rach put her hands on her face and laughed some more. “Okay, you were right.” 

“Does this mean I get to matchmake for the rest of my life?” Amber asked 

excitedly. 

“I guess it does,” Rach said. She flopped down onto her bunk and closed her 

eyes. “Hey, why did you leave the bonfire early?” 

Amber hesitated for a moment, not wanting to take anything away from Rach’s 

happy moment. “Just tired. Too much swimming, I guess.” 

“I’m so glad you made me go with you,” Rach said. 

Amber smiled as she climbed up to the top bunk. “Me, too.” 

 

                                                   ♪   ♫   ♪ 

 

While Amber enjoyed the variety of activities available to her, and even more 

thoroughly enjoyed playing with new people, she spent countless hours in the craft 

building. She was good at many things, but crafting was apparently not one of them. 

While the younger girls clumped around each other making all kinds of stuff, 

Amber had been solely focused on one thing: the perfect friendship bracelet. So far, 

everything she’d produced had looked like trash and she had promptly ditched it. 

“Oh, this is where you’ve been hiding out?” a voice came from the doorway. 

She didn’t need to look to know it was Lionel. “What do you want?” she asked 

over her shoulder. 



Eby Syncopation Volume 1, Issue 1 

 14 

“I thought you liked playing with our group,” he said matter-of-factly as he came 

farther in. “But you haven’t been around, so I came looking for you.” 

Amber sighed in frustration and dropped her crafting supplies on the table. “Why 

bother? You don’t like me anyway.” 

“I don’t not like you.” He shoved a hand in his dark hair. “It just...sucks that 

Dante couldn’t be here this year. That’s all.” 

Finally, she turned fully towards him. “And that’s my fault...how?” 

“I didn’t say it was,” he said defensively, his eyes flashing. 

“Then stop acting like I’m ruining your friend group just by being here,” she told 

him. 

“I just didn’t expect everyone to so quickly forget about him just because they 

found another amazing clarinet player,” he said. 

Though Amber was flattered by the offhand compliment, she still felt the sting 

of Lionel’s rejection. “Look, I didn’t come here to replace anyone. I can’t help that 

I’m not your friend and that you miss him. I thought it was awesome that someone 

wanted me to play with them, but I also don’t expect you guys to replace what I have 

with my band back home. So can you get off your high horse, send the boy a text, 

and settle down?” 

Lionel’s eyes flashed. Then he sighed and sat next to her. “Okay. You’re right. 

I’m being dramatic.” 

“That’s an understatement.” Amber shoved her crafting supplies aside and 

started with a brand-new piece of string. 

“Okay, what are you doing?” he asked, gesturing to the table. “What is all this?” 

“I’m trying to make the perfect friendship bracelet for Rach,” Amber huffed. “I 

wanted to weave a tuba, but this is as far as I got.” She held up a tangle of strings. 

Lionel snorted. “That’s a flute, not a tuba.” 

She tossed it back on the table. “I only know how to weave in a straight line!” 

“Girl.” He chuckled before schooling his expression. “Wait here. I’ll get help.” 

Amber was ready to give up on the idea, but she did as Lionel requested and 

waited. A few minutes later, he came back with Eva and three other girls. Amber 

once again explained what she’d had in mind, and they got to work. 

The girls pulled out strings of varying colours, small round beads, two different 

glues, and even a flat iron. While Eva drew a loose design of a tuba on a scrap piece 

of paper, one of the other girls showed Amber how to weave something other than a 

straight line. The glue was used to turn the strings into the curving tubes, and three 

small beads were used for the valves. The large bell of the tuba was the hard part, so 

Amber let one of the others expertly craft that for her. Once everything was in place, 

they used the flat iron to straighten the whole thing out and stiffen it. 

At the very end, one of the girls suggested attaching it to a key ring instead of 

making it a bracelet and Amber eagerly agreed. 
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“Aw, this is perfect,” Amber said. She made eye contact with each of the girls 

and then Lionel, who had sat quietly the whole time they’d worked on it. “Thank 

you. This is the best. I’m going to treasure this experience in my heart forever.” 

Lionel sniggered but the girls each hugged Amber before leaving. She went to 

Lionel as he was leaving and put her hand on his shoulder. 

“I know you’ve made a lot of memories here that you’ll treasure forever, too, so 

don’t be making fun of me.” In a softer voice, she said, “Just tell Dante you miss 

him. I bet he feels the same way.” 

“Yes, I guess you’re right.” He gifted her with a rare smile. “Maybe you are a 

pretty good friend after all.” 

“I try,” she said with a grin. 

                                                           

                                                          ♪   ♫   ♪ 

 

By the end of the second week, Amber felt fulfilled. She’d had a blast at band camp, 

learned some new things, and had spent hours playing music with her new friends. 

She’d done everything she came to do and was ready to go home. 

Rach, on the other hand, dragged her feet about packing her bags. She truly was 

sad that she would never get to spend an amazing two weeks at this camp again. But 

she was sadder about leaving Randy behind after having only just half-admitted to 

him that she liked him. She should have listened to Amber and said something earlier. 

But it was too late now. 

“Rach, we can’t stay forever,” Amber said gently. 

Rach nodded and they left the cabin for the last time. They went out to the camp’s 

entrance where friend groups were sharing teary goodbyes. Eva and Sawyer gave 

Amber tight hugs and even Lionel begrudgingly gave Amber a side hug.  

Rach said goodbye to her brass friends, but it was clear she was looking for one 

in particular. Randy was waiting by the pickup lane and when she saw him, he smiled 

in a way that made her feel nauseous. But in a good way. 

“Go to him,” Amber said, nudging her gently. 

Rach went over and opened her mouth, but before she could say anything, Randy 

said, “Don’t.” 

“Don’t what?” she asked, confused. 

He took her hands and pulled her closer. “I don’t want to say goodbye to you. 

Not this time.” 

“Randy…” she said softly. “What else are we supposed to say?” 

He licked his lips and looked over at the small red sedan he knew was waiting 

for him. “Hear me out, okay? It’s our last year of high school. We’re not coming 

back to this place next year. What if, instead of ignoring each other’s existence like 

we do every school year…we actually text each other? Like every day or every other 
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day? And maybe have a video chat every once in a while? And you know, you can 

text me if you’re awake at three a.m. because you can’t stop thinking about how 

ridiculously handsome I am.” 

Rach couldn’t help smiling. “That…sounds an awful lot like a relationship.” 

He nodded eagerly, smiling back at her. “Yeah, well, I’m not asking you to be 

my best friend. You already have one of those.” 

Rach looked over at Amber, who was trying hard to make it look like she wasn’t 

anxiously waiting to see what their private conversation was about. 

“I know,” he said. “We’re a three-hour drive away from each other. And I would 

gladly make that drive for you. So…say no if you don’t feel the same way about me. 

But don’t say no if you’re just afraid of a little distance. You know? Let’s just try it 

and if it doesn’t work out, then we’ll call it off. No hard feelings.” 

She put a hand up to the back of his neck, stroking the short hair there as she 

took in every detail of his face. Those sparkling brown eyes, his suntanned skin, the 

darkened freckles, his lips that grew into a bigger smile the longer she looked at him. 

She leaned down and kissed him, making sure it was the kind he’d remember for 

months to come. 

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s try it.” 

“Yeah?” he said, his eyebrows reaching his forehead. 

“Yes,” she said, laughing. “What did you think I would say?” 

“Honestly, I was pretty sure you’d say no,” he said. “Because of the distance, 

you know?” 

“Yeah, I know something about that.” She held one hand up to the top of her 

head and measured down to the top of his head while he laughed. “I’m not afraid of 

a little distance.” 

“Aw, Rachel.” He looked back at his ride. “I really have to go.” 

“Text me when you get home,” she said. 

“I will.” 

“Hey.” She kissed him one more time before finally letting him go. “I’ll see you 

soon.” 

He nodded, smiled, and then walked away. He gave her one more wave before 

he got into his car while she looked on, her heart broken and yet somehow…not. 

“Everything okay?” Amber asked gently as she sidled up to Rach. 

Rach turned to her with a smile. “He asked me to be his girlfriend.” 

Amber’s eyes widened. “And I’m guessing judging by the amount of kissing I 

definitely didn’t see, you said yes?” 

Rach’s smile turned shy. “I said yes.” 

“Eee! Ranchy is official,” Amber said, jumping up and down excitedly. 

“Please, no,” Rach said, laughing at Amber’s exuberance. “There must be a 

better name for us…” 
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Amber waved her hand. “I’ll think about it.” Rach laughed some more. “I’m just 

really happy for you. Randy’s a sweetheart. And it seems like you make him pretty 

happy, too.” 

“I hope so.” Rach looked down at Amber and then put her arms around her, 

squeezing until Amber could hardly breathe. “But nothing will replace your 

friendship. I hope you know that.” 

Amber laughed and squeezed Rach back. “Speaking of, I have something special 

for you.” 

Rach watched as Amber pulled a brown paper package out of her backpack. 

Gingerly, she unwrapped it and then held it out for Rach to see. Rach gasped when 

she saw the beautiful multicoloured tuba made of woven strings and beads, attached 

to a key chain. 

“Did you…make this?” Rach asked in awe. 

“I had a lot of help, but yes,” Amber said. “People are so nice at Camp Allegro!” 

“Aww, Amber, I love this!” Rach reached into her pocket and pulled something 

out. “And all I made you was this. To replace your other one.” 

Amber took the simply woven bracelet from Rach’s hand. It was pink and blue—

Amber’s favourite colours—and had tiny purple beads in it. “This is so nice. I might 

just put it on my clarinet case, though,” Amber said. 

“That’s fair,” Rach said, remembering how awful it had been when Amber’s 

former best friend had tried to rip Amber’s other bracelet off her wrist. Not that Rach 

could ever imagine doing that to Amber, but she understood Amber not wanting to 

experience that again. “Oh, there’s my mom.” 

As they walked to Rach’s mom’s van, Amber said, “I’m so glad we did this 

together.” 

“Me, too, Amber,” Rach said. “This was a great end to my summer.” 

Amber gave her a look. “I feel like you’re just saying that because of Randy.” 

“Noooo…” Rach said, giving her a teasing smile. “Just mostly because of him.” 

Amber laughed. “That’s fair.” 

 

                                                          ♪   ♫   ♪ 

 

 

Editor’s Note 

“Summer at Camp Allegro” is a short story that will be featured in the book Less 

than Perfect Summer by Natasja Eby, to be released spring of 2022. It has also 

appeared as a short story that is only available by signing up to Natasja’s 

newsletter. All rights belong to Natasja Eby and Syncopation Literary Journal 

has permission to publish it online.  
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