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INTERVIEW WiTH SKYE BY MADDY FiNK

RATTLER: WHY DO YOU RETURN TO TAP EACH SUMMER?
SKYE: IN HOPES OF SEEING HARRIET.

RATTLER: WHAT DO YOU DO THE REST OF THE YEAR?
SKYE: SiT UNDER A ROCK OFF OF PROPERTY AND WAIT
FOR SUMMER.

RATTLER: IF YOU COULD BE ANY KiTCHEN TOOL, WHAT WOULD
iT BE, AND WHY?

SKYE: CHEESE GRATER, CAN BE USEFUL, BUT iF HANDLED

THE WRONG WAY | WilL CUT YOU.

RATTLER: WHAT NUMBER AM | THiNKiING OF ?
SKYE: YELLOW.



:@ Harriet Was Here

,A by Maddy Pink

It was a dark and storay night. Rob Olive was tired, Driving west toward camp after
dropping off the Sub Seniors on their four day range hike was taking its toll on the
old guy. It was a difficult ride there, The girls didn't want %o go. Hiking for days
without a shower, living in tents, was not their idea of a good time, His blood shot
eyes looked forward watching for deer, moose, racoon, or other animal that may suddenly
appear in the road ahead.

“Just a 1little bit further, just a little »it further.” He said to himself as his empty van
drove closer to camp. Somchow the long trip was casier with a van full of complaining
kids. Now alone, the monotony of the dark Maine back roads was hypnotizing hiam. Several
times his head bounced forward, nodding off and then shocking hia back to consciousness.

"Stay awake, I've got to stay awake!" He said out loud.

The roads all looked the same, Fine trees, rolling hills, and that never ending yellow
line. His sleepy state began to worry him.

"Am I on the right road?" He began to wonder,

Then suddenly, from behind him in the large van he heard a strange ruample. In his
mirror, there was movement inside the van.

"Where am I?" A small whispery voice rang out in the silence,

Robd had to hold tight to the steering wheel. The interruption frightened him. He looked
in the rear view mirror again, but no one was there. The voice became louder.

"Mister, where are we?"

Rod had to pull over. The gravel of the ditch crumpled under the van's tires. le turned
to look behind him, and there, in the furthest back seat was a little whisp of a girl.
Her long bklack hair was straight, her face pale and drawn, She looked frightened. Rob
was freaked out,

"Hey, what are you doing back there?" He asked, thinking a caamper had somchow avoided the
trip and had hidden in the van. iHe atood up, got out of the driver's side door, walked back
to the side of the van and opened the large double doors and stepped inside.

The van was eapty.

His mind wanted answers. He began talking to himself, "You're tired, Rob, you just have to
get back to caap and your bed is there waiting for you." He told himself. Closing the side
doors, he walked back around the van and got into the driver's seat,

Canp was over the next hill, but Rob was shaken, The fright had hia wide awake now, He
turned onto the long driveway into Tap, both hands gripping the steering wheel.

As he passed the graveyard he heard the small voice again. "Oh, I recognize this place,
I'11 get out here, Thank you for the ride, mister.”

Looking up, again there was no one behind him. The van was eapty. The van was eapty,
but not Rob Olive's mind. Rod's mind was full of wonder and fear. Could any of that
actually have happened? Could it ke possible that Harriet was here?



Q: My secret pet dog doesn’t like the camp tood and is
starving. What do | do?

TelL him bad dogs become camp Pood.

~HELP!
(Love hungry, distraught, and hopeless...)

JusT hold Tight, There is no probLem Thal won'T end in 6 weeks.

Prepping for a zombie apocalypse - out of food.

Top 10 recommendations?
Pou’LL need afarp, several cases off chocolale, 200 gallons of

. waler, and an axe...
~No one believes that | saw a lake monster.

Moc has seen iffoo, back in The 80s. JusT ask.
The turtles are speaking to me.

They speak fo me oo, bul in a Language | don’T undersland.

| really want to get abducted by aliens. Any tips?
(Sincerely, done with Earth)

Drive around The Whife Mounlains al nighl, UFOs are every where.

[ love bread. How can | eat bread every day?
Oprah

Here al Tap, we cal bread every day. You’d Love iT here.

| got left behind on the Allagash. Can someone come
and pick me up?
No.
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