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Summer Camp

Do you have your sunscreen?” Hannah Gruen asked.

Eight-year-old Nancy Drew peered into her blue backpack. It was lying on the kitchen table, next to her breakfast bagel. “Check!” she replied.

“How about your water bottle and lunch?” Hannah asked.

“Check, check!”

“Long pants for hiking, extra pair of socks, and sun hat?”

“Check, check, check!”

Hannah folded her list marked TO PACK and tucked it into her skirt pocket. “Good, I didn’t forget to pack anything. You’re all set to go, then.”

“Yay!” Nancy said happily. She closed up her backpack and took a big bite of her bagel. “Thanks, Hannah!”

It was Monday, and Hannah had packed everything for Nancy’s first day at Camp Northwoods. Camp Northwoods was a summer day camp on the other side of River Heights. Nancy would be going there every day for the next two weeks. Some of her friends from school would be going there too.

Nancy was excited because Camp Northwoods wasn’t just a regular old camp. It was a nature camp. Nancy, George, and Bess would learn all about nature and how to take care of it. Plus there would be all kinds of fun nature activities and projects to do.

Like catching butterflies and planting flowers and taking pictures of wild animals, Nancy thought eagerly.

Hannah glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall. “Let’s finish up your breakfast, Nancy. Camp starts at eight o’clock sharp. And your ride is going to be here any minute.”

Hannah worked as a housekeeper for Nancy and her father, Carson Drew. But Hannah was more than a housekeeper. She had helped take care of Nancy since Nancy’s mother died five years ago.

Just as Nancy was finishing up her bagel, the doorbell rang. Nancy’s Labrador puppy, Chocolate Chip, began yipping loudly from the living room.

“Be quiet, Chip! That’s Bess and George!” Nancy called out.

Nancy ran to the front door. She opened it and stuck her foot out so Chip wouldn’t dash outside. A warm summer breeze ruffled Nancy’s long, reddish blond hair.

Bess Marvin and George Fayne were standing there. They were both dressed in denim shorts and white and green Camp Northwoods T-shirts, just like Nancy.

“Hi!” Bess said with a big smile. “Are you ready?”
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“My mom’s waiting in the car,” George piped up. Nancy saw the Faynes’ minivan in the driveway. Mrs. Fayne gave Nancy a little wave from behind the wheel.

Bess and George were Nancy’s two best friends in the whole world. They were also cousins. But they didn’t really look like cousins. Bess had long blond hair and blue eyes. George had short, curly brown hair and brown eyes.

They didn’t really act like cousins either. Bess liked to go shopping and watch videos and DVDs. George was really into sports.

Hannah emerged from the kitchen. She handed Nancy her backpack. “Don’t forget this!” she said with a smile.

Nancy giggled. “Oops! Thanks, Hannah!”

“Hi Hannah! Bye Hannah!” Bess said. “We’re off to Camp Northwoods.”

“My dad said that since it’s a nature camp, we’ll see lots of animals in the woods,” George told Hannah. “You know, like alligators and bears and stuff.”

Bess’s eyes grew huge. “Alligators . . . and b-b-bears?” she stammered.

“George is just kidding,” Nancy said to Bess. She turned to George. “Right, George? You’re kidding, right?”

“I’m kidding,” George said with a grin.

Hannah shooed the three girls out the door. “No more bear and alligator jokes. You’re all going to be late for camp!”

“Oh no, let’s go!” Bess cried out.

With quick hugs and waves, Nancy and her friends bid Hannah good-bye and rushed to Mrs. Fayne’s car.

• • •

“Okay, listen up, campers!”

A tall man with short, spiky red hair walked into the Camp Northwoods lodge. He was wearing a Camp Northwoods T-shirt and jeans.

George leaned over to Nancy. “I think he’s the leader of our camp,” she whispered.

“His name is Mr. Crab or something,” Bess whispered. She was sitting on the other side of Nancy. “Or was it Mr. Shrimp? I can’t remember.”

“Welcome to Camp Northwoods,” the red-haired man went on. “My name is Mr. Fish. These are your camp counselors, Max and Fiona.”

 “Mr. Fish,” Bess murmured. “Oh, yeah.”

Mr. Fish waved to a guy and a girl who were standing behind him. They were both wearing Camp Northwoods T-shirts too. They looked like they were in high school or college.

The Camp Northwoods lodge was a big, old-fashioned wooden cabin with a huge stone fireplace at one end. The walls were covered with posters of plants and animals. There were lots of shelves filled with books, art supplies, and games.

All the campers were sitting cross-legged on the floor. They were divided into two groups: the Evergreens and the Oaks. The Evergreens were the seven- and eight-year-olds. The Oaks were the nine- and ten-year-olds.

“First we’re going to go over some rules,” Mr. Fish went on.

“Rules?” Rebecca Ramirez complained. “Rules? When do we get to do something fun?”

Rebecca was in Nancy, Bess, and George’s third-grade class at Carl Sandburg Elementary School. Rebecca wanted to be an actress when she grew up. She liked to talk in a loud, dramatic voice.

Next to Rebecca, Jessie Shapiro blushed and squirmed. Jessie was Rebecca’s best friend.

Mr. Fish cracked a smile. He peered at Rebecca’s name tag. “Please be patient, Rebecca. The rules are important. We don’t want you campers falling into the pond or getting eaten by tigers!”

Bess tapped Nancy on the shoulder. “First it was alligators and bears. Now it’s tigers!” she moaned.

“There are no tigers in River Heights,” Nancy told her. “Except at the zoo!”

After going over the rules, Mr. Fish made everyone introduce themselves. There were seven members of the Evergreens: Nancy, Bess, George, Rebecca, and Jessie, and a girl named Pell Kennedy and her younger brother, Harry. There were also seven Oaks. Nancy recognized Ned Nickerson and Greg Karoli, who were fourth graders at Carl Sandburg. She didn’t recognize the five other Oaks, who were fifth graders from River Heights Elementary.

“I wanted to give you a tour of the grounds,” Mr. Fish continued. “But the weather isn’t looking too good.”

He glanced out one of the large windows. Everyone else did the same. Nancy saw tree branches swaying in the wind. Big gray clouds filled the sky. It looked like the start of a summer storm.

Nancy wrapped her arms around herself and shivered. She didn’t like lightning and thunder.

“Let’s save the tour for tomorrow. Why don’t we get started on our craft activity for the day?” Mr. Fish suggested.

The craft activity was making butterfly feeders. The counselors, Max and Fiona, had laid out all the supplies on several big tables. There were brown clay dishes with holes in the middle. There were paintbrushes and cans of paint. There were bottles of glue, spools of wire, and small plastic flowers to use for decoration.

Max supervised the Oaks. Fiona supervised the Evergreens.

Nancy liked making her butterfly feeder. She painted a clay dish with a pretty flower design. Then she glued some plastic flowers around the sides. Next to her, Bess was painting ladybugs on her dish. George was painting stripes and polka dots.

Outside, it began to rain. Big raindrops beat against the windows. Lightning flashed through the sky.

“I messed up mine!” the boy named Harry cried out suddenly. He threw his paintbrush down. Yellow paint spattered everywhere.

“Here, let me help you,” his sister, Pell, said. She got a paper towel and started wiping up the yellow paint.

“Mine is definitely the best,” Rebecca said smugly. Her butterfly feeder had moons and stars all over it. “What do you think, Jessie?”

“Oh, definitely,” Jessie said quickly.

“The butterfly feeders should be dry by tomorrow morning,” Fiona announced to the Evergreens. “We can hang them and put fruit slices in them and wait for the butterflies to come.”

Nancy stared out the window. She hoped it would stop raining by tomorrow. She couldn’t wait to put her butterfly feeder outside and watch the butterflies eating their breakfast!

• • •

Tuesday morning was bright and sunny. As soon as they got to camp, Nancy, George, and Bess ran up the dirt path to the Camp Northwoods lodge. Their backpacks bumped against their backs as they ran. They skipped over a bunch of mud puddles that were left over from the storm.

“I’m excited to see my butterfly feeder!” Bess exclaimed.

“Me too,” George said.

“Me three,” Nancy echoed.

They went inside the lodge. Fiona, Max, Mr. Fish, and a few of the Oaks were gathered around one of the craft tables. Nancy could tell right away that something was very wrong.

Broken brown clay pieces were all over the floor.

“Wh-what happened?” Nancy cried out.

Max turned around. He had a big frown on his face. “Someone wrecked the butterfly feeders!” he announced.
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A Nasty Prank

Nancy gasped. How could anyone be mean enough to wreck the campers’ butterfly feeders?

“Is mine okay?” Bess exclaimed. She rushed up to the craft table. She picked up a broken clay shard with some red and black paint on it. “Oh no, that’s one of my poor ladybugs!” she moaned.

Pretty soon, all the campers had arrived at the lodge. No one could believe what had happened.

“Isn’t there any security in this place?” Rebecca complained.

Ned Nickerson picked up a butterfly feeder that was still on the craft table. It was the only one that wasn’t broken. “They didn’t break mine,” Ned said. “I wonder why?”

“Maybe the burglars had to make a run for it,” his friend Greg Karoli suggested. “Maybe they were jewel thieves looking for hidden gems, and they found a treasure in one of the butterfly feeders, and—”

Mr. Fish waved his hands in the air. “Okay, campers, enough. Does anyone know anything about this?” he asked in a serious-sounding voice.

No one said a word. Ned and Greg exchanged a glance.

Mr. Fish frowned. “If anyone has any information about who might have done this, please come see me in my office as soon as possible. In the meantime let’s get some glue and see what we can do to fix the butterfly feeders.”

“I’ll grab some glue,” Fiona offered.

“I want it to be clear to everyone,” Mr. Fish added, “we do not tolerate pranks at Camp Northwoods.”

Nancy, along with everyone else, began picking up the clay pieces off the floor. Her butterfly feeder had shattered into three pieces. It made her sad to look at it.

Nancy glanced around the room. Did one of the campers do this? she wondered. Or was it someone from outside Camp Northwoods?

• • •

“Stay on the path. Stay out of the mud puddles. And stay away from those plants way over there with the three leaves. That’s poison ivy!” Fiona called out.

Nancy, Bess, George, and the other campers were walking through the woods. Fiona was leading the way. The other counselor, Max, was bringing up the rear. The two counselors were giving them a tour of the campgrounds.

“I got poison ivy once. I itched all over!” George told Nancy and Bess.

Bess nodded. “I remember. Your mom had to give you camel-mine lotion.”

“Uh, Miss Smarty-Pants, I think you mean calamine,” Greg Karoli called over his shoulder. He and Ned cracked up.

Bess flipped her hair over her shoulders. “Whatever.”

The first stop on the tour was a meadow just beyond the woods. Fiona and Max told the campers that this was a fun place to run around and play games like tag or hide-and-go-seek.

There were yellow, orange, and purple wildflowers growing in the meadow. Butterflies flitted from flower to flower. Seeing them made Nancy think of the butterfly feeders.

Then the counselors showed the campers a stream with tiny fish in it. Nancy couldn’t believe how big and pretty Camp Northwoods was!

Next on the tour was a big pond. Nancy noticed tall green reeds and strange-looking white flowers growing in the water.

It’s like a water garden instead of a regular garden, she thought.

All of a sudden Harry screamed. Harry’s sister, Pell, and Fiona both rushed to his side.

“What is it, Harry?” Fiona demanded.

“Th-Th-There’s a monster in the lake,” Harry cried out.

“A monster? Where?” Pell asked him.

Harry pointed a trembling finger at the pond.

“That’s just a rock,” one of the Oaks said.

Harry shook his head. His light brown hair flopped back and forth. “No, it’s not!”

The rock moved. Nancy gasped. And then she did a double take.

The rock was a turtle. A really, really big turtle.

“Oh, that’s just Bob,” Fiona said, chuckling.

Bess’s blue eyes widened. “Bob?”

“He’s been living at Camp Northwoods forever, so we named him,” Max explained.

“We have some other outdoor pets at Camp Northwoods. We’ll introduce them to you,” Fiona told the campers.

“Are they really your pets?” Ned asked Fiona.

“No. We just like to call them that,” Fiona replied.

The counselors and campers continued their tour. Along the way, the counselors pointed out the other “pets.” A family of squirrels was sitting on a high branch of an oak tree. Their names were Mr. and Mrs. Fluffytail, Acorn, and Baby Nut.
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The counselors also pointed out two brown bunnies that lived in the woods: Mopsy and Chocolate. The bunnies stared at the campers for a brief moment, then scurried into a hole in the ground.

“Our other animal buddy is Rocky, but he only comes out at night,” Max told the campers.

“Is he a bat or something?” Greg asked him.

Max shook his head. “Nope. He’s a big, old raccoon. Raccoons are nocturnal animals, like bats. They sleep during the day and run around at night.”

After the tour was over, Max and Fiona took the campers back to the lodge for lunch. Nancy, George, and Bess got their lunch bags and found a shady spot under an oak tree.

“That was fun,” Bess said. She tore open a bag of pretzels. “But I couldn’t stop thinking about my poor butterfly feeder.”

George bit into her peanut butter sandwich. “Did you solve the mystery yet, Nancy?” she asked. Her mouth was full, so it came out sounding like: “WID OO HOLVE THE YSTERY ET, ANCY?”

But Nancy knew exactly what George meant. “You mean the mystery of who wrecked the butterfly feeders?” she asked.

George chewed and nodded.

“Not yet,” Nancy said. “I wish I could figure it out.”

Nancy loved solving mysteries. In fact her father had given her a special blue notebook a long time ago so she could keep track of clues and suspects. He thought she was a great detective, even though she was only eight years old.

“This camp is sooooo boring!”

Nancy turned around at the sound of the familiar voice. Rebecca and Jessie were sitting at a picnic table nearby. They were throwing grapes at each other and popping them into their mouths. The other campers were spread around the grassy area outside the lodge.

“Why do you think it’s boring?” Jessie asked Rebecca.

Bess was about to say something to Nancy and George. But Nancy raised her finger to her lips and whispered, “Shhhh.” Bess clamped her mouth shut and nodded.

Rebecca sighed loudly. “It just is. And you know what?” she said, leaning forward.

Jessie shrugged. “What?”

“I think I know how we can make things way more interesting,” Rebecca said with a mysterious smile.
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Flower Fiasco

Nancy was startled. What did Rebecca mean when she said she knew how to make things “way more interesting”? Was she talking about some kind of a prank?

“I think she did it,” Bess whispered to Nancy and George.

George frowned. “Huh? Did what?”

“I think Rebecca Ramirez wrecked all our butterfly feeders,” Bess hissed. “She thought camp was boring, so she thought she’d do something bad. Just for fun.”

George turned to Nancy. “What do you think, Nancy?”

Nancy took a sip of her apple juice. “I don’t know,” she said slowly. “I guess she could have.”

Bess stood up and glared in Rebecca’s direction. “I’m going to ask her about it right this second! She wrecked my poor ladybugs!”

Nancy grabbed Bess’s hand and pulled her back to the ground. “No, you can’t ask her yet. First we have to get some proof.”

Bess sighed and nodded. “Oh, yeah.”

Nancy glanced over at Rebecca. She and Jessie had finished their lunch. They were heading inside the lodge.

Nancy knew Rebecca liked drama. But that usually meant she liked acting in plays and being the center of attention.

Does it also mean she would do something bad just because she’s bored with camp? Nancy wondered.

Nancy wasn’t sure, but she decided to watch Rebecca carefully.

• • •

After lunch the campers gathered outside to hang their butterfly feeders on tree branches. Nancy was happy she had been able to fix hers so well. She could barely see the thin cracks where the clay dish had been broken.

Max and Fiona passed out orange slices, apple slices, and other fruit slices to put in the butterfly feeders. Then the campers hung the feeders on tree branches.

“Now we’ll just wait for the butterflies to come,” Fiona said cheerfully. “While we’re waiting, we have another superfun activity for you.”

“We’re going to be planting sunflowers,” Max explained.

Rebecca was standing next to Nancy. “Big deal,” Nancy heard Rebecca whisper to Jessie. “We have zillions and zillions of sunflowers in our garden at home.”

The counselors handed out small shovels and plastic pots with small sunflower plants in them. They also handed out name tags to stick in the ground in front of the sunflowers. That way, the campers know which plants were theirs.

Nancy checked out the sunflower Max handed her. It was so pretty. She liked the big yellow blossom with the dark brown center.

She took one of the shovels and began digging a hole. The ground was still wet from yesterday’s rainstorm.

“These sunflowers are going to be so happy,” Bess said.

“Why?” Nancy asked her.

“Because it’s so sunny outside today!” Bess replied. “Get it? They’re sunflowers, so they like the sun!”

Nancy giggled.

“Bess is right, actually,” Fiona remarked. “Sunflowers love the sun. In fact, the blossoms always point in the direction of the sun.”

“That is so cool,” one of the Oak girls said.

Nancy took her sunflower out of the plastic pot and put it into the hole she had dug. A little earthworm came scurrying out of the hole just as Nancy set the flower into it.

George spotted the worm and picked it up with her hands. “Cute little guy,” she said.

Bess made a face. “Ewwwwww!” she cried out.

“Hey, give that back!”
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Nancy turned around. Harry was running away from the sunflower garden. He was carrying a bunch of small shovels in his arms. Rebecca was chasing him.

“I said, give me back my shovel!” Rebecca shouted.

Harry just laughed and shrieked and ran faster. Pell stopped her digging and went chasing after him. So did Max.

“Hey, where did my shovel go?” Greg said suddenly.

“I think Harry took yours, too,” Ned replied. He stood up and wiped his hand across his brow.

Max, Rebecca, and Pell eventually caught up to Harry and made him return the shovels.

Boy, that Harry is a troublemaker, Nancy thought.

• • •

“Who wants another chicken taco with extra cheese and salsa?” Hannah said.

Nancy, George, and Bess raised their hands. “I do, I do!” they shouted all together.

“I like my taco superspicy,” Bess said. She took a taco from Hannah.

“Well, I like my taco super-super-spicy,” George said. She scooped an extra spoonful of salsa onto her taco.

Nancy, Bess, and George were sitting next to one another at the Drews’ dining room table. Hannah was sitting on the other side.

Nancy’s father, Carson Drew, was at the head of the table. He had blue eyes just like Nancy’s and dark brown hair.

“How was camp today, Pudding Pie?” Mr. Drew asked Nancy. “Pudding Pie” was his special nickname for her.

“We took a tour of the campgrounds,” Nancy began.

“And we met a turtle named Bob and some bunnies named Mopsy and Chocolate and these squirrels named Mr. and Mrs. Fluffytail and Acorn and Baby Nut,” Bess went on.

“We all got to plant our own sunflower and label it with our name,” George piped up. “And I picked up a worm with my hands—”

“Oh, but we forgot to tell you the really, really bad news,” Bess interrupted. “We made these butterfly feeders—”

“And someone wrecked them!” Nancy and George said at the same time.

Mr. Drew held up his hands. “Whoa! You’re going way too fast for me.”

“What’s this? Someone wrecked your butterfly feeders?” Hannah asked the girls.

Nancy, Bess, and George all nodded. Then Nancy told her father and Hannah all about the butterfly feeders.

When she was done talking, Mr. Drew said, “Hmm.”

“Hmm what, Daddy?” Nancy asked him. Mr. Drew said “hmm” a lot. She figured it was because he was a lawyer. Lawyers were always thinking about things.

“Hmm, I think this mystery calls for a really excellent detective,” Mr. Drew said with a smile. “And her name is Nancy Drew.” He added, “I think it’s time for you to start a new page in your detective notebook.”

• • •

On Wednesday morning Nancy remembered to pack her blue detective notebook and her favorite purple pen in her backpack. She wanted to start a new page later today. And she wanted Bess and George to help her.

Mr. Drew dropped her off at camp and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Have a great day, Pudding Pie!” he said. “I hope you solve the mystery of the broken butterfly feeders.”

“I’ll do my best, Daddy,” Nancy replied.

Nancy got out of the car and ran down the path to the lodge.

But before she went inside, something caught her eye.

One of the brown bunnies from the day before was hopping around the corner of the lodge. Then it disappeared out of sight.

Nancy started to follow it. “Come here, Mopsy or Chocolate or whoever you are,” she called out.

But the bunny was gone. It must have hopped into the bushes, Nancy thought.

She turned around to head back to the main path. That’s when she saw a terrible sight.

The garden where Nancy and the other campers had planted their sunflowers yesterday was a disaster. Someone had pulled all the sunflowers out of the ground!
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On the Loose

Nancy rushed over to the garden. She couldn’t believe it. The poor sunflowers were lying on the ground with their roots sticking out. They looked like they were dead!

“Aha! We caught you! You are so busted!”

Nancy whirled around. Rebecca was standing there with her hands on her hips. Jessie was standing behind her. Jessie was staring down at her own feet.

“You wrecked the sunflowers, Nancy Drew!” Rebecca said accusingly. “I bet you wrecked the butterfly feeders, too!”

Nancy glared at Rebecca. “I did not! The sunflowers were like this already!” she exclaimed.

“Likely story,” Rebecca said.

Just then, the front door of the lodge opened. Mr. Fish came out. He ran up to the three girls. “What is going on here? What happened to these flowers?” he demanded.

“I—,” Nancy began.

“She—,” Rebecca started at the same time. She pointed at Nancy.

“This is what happened,” Nancy said in a really loud voice so Rebecca wouldn’t interrupt her. “My dad dropped me off on his way to work. I was about to go inside the lodge. But I saw a bunny and I followed it. That’s when I saw the poor flowers,” she explained.

Rebecca rolled her eyes. Jessie coughed.

Fortunately Mr. Fish seemed to believe Nancy’s story. “Let’s go inside and talk to the others. If I find out who’s responsible . . . ”

Mr. Fish’s words trailed off. He looked really angry.

Rebecca raised her hand in the air. “I’ll help you interview the suspects, Mr. Fish,” she offered. “Come on, Jess!” Rebecca and Jessie followed Mr. Fish into the lodge.
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Nancy started to follow them too; then she stopped. She had an idea.

She walked over to the garden. She bent down and studied the sunflowers closely.

All the plants had been pulled out of the ground—except for three of them.

Nancy looked carefully at the name labels. The only sunflowers that hadn’t been dug up belonged to Greg and Jessie. And Rebecca.

• • •

“So who do you think did it?” Bess whispered to Nancy. “Who’s the creepy camper who wrecked the butterfly feeders and the sunflowers?”

It was two o’clock in the afternoon. Nancy, Bess, George, and the other campers were in the main lodge. The three girls had teamed up to work on their project for the day. They were busy making ant farms.

All the Evergreens and Oaks had replanted the sunflowers in the morning, after Mr. Fish’s “big talk.” Mr. Fish had asked each and every camper if he or she had messed up the sunflowers. But no one knew what happened.

Nancy poured some dirt into a clear plastic box. “I don’t know who the creepy camper is, Bess. But I have some suspects. I want to write them down in my notebook.”

She wiped her dirty hands against her denim shorts. Then she reached into her backpack and pulled out her blue notebook and her purple pen.

Nancy glanced around the room. Everyone was busy working on their ant farms. Max was helping Pell and Harry. Fiona was helping three of the Oaks.

Nancy opened up her blue notebook and turned to a clean page. She figured it was okay to write in it for a minute or two.

Bess and George peered over Nancy’s shoulder. Nancy picked up her purple pen and wrote:

Mystery at Camp Northwoods

Suspects:

• Rebecca, because her sunflower didn’t get messed up. Plus she said she was bored with camp. She told Jessie she knew how to make things more interesting.

• Jessie, because her sunflower didn’t get messed up either. Plus she might be helping Rebecca. Rebecca is her best friend.

• Greg, because his sunflower didn’t get messed up either.

“Why would Greg mess up our projects?” George asked Nancy.

Nancy looked around. Greg and Ned were across the room. They were working on an ant farm together.

“I’m not sure,” Nancy replied after a minute. “Maybe we should talk to him. Let’s see what we can find out.”

Nancy and her friends waited until Max and Fiona called a ten-minute break. The counselors told the campers they could go outside and get some fresh air. Afterward they would finish the ant farms.

Nancy and George followed Greg and Ned outside. Bess went off to check on her sunflower.

“Hi, guys,” Nancy said to Greg and Ned. The two boys were hunting for sticks.

Ned picked up a stick and looked up. “Hi, Nancy. Hi, George,” he said in a friendly voice.

Greg bent down to pick up a stick. He grunted something. It sounded like a hello, but Nancy wasn’t sure.

“What’s that?” Ned asked Nancy. He pointed to her blue notebook. It was tucked under her arm.

“Oh, it’s just a notebook,” Nancy said quickly.

“Nancy’s a detective,” George blurted out. “We’re trying to find out who messed up the sunflowers and the butterfly feeders.” She turned to Greg. “Do you know anything about it?”

Greg glared at her. “Why would I know anything about it?” he demanded. “And what do you mean, she’s a detective?” he added, pointing at Nancy with his stick. “She’s in third grade!”

“She knows a lot more about being a detective than you do!” George said.

“Does not!”

“Does too!”

While Greg and George argued, Ned took Nancy by the arm and pulled her aside. “Why are you and George picking on Greg?” he whispered.

“We’re not picking on Greg,” Nancy whispered back. “We just have to ask everyone questions. Besides, his sunflower wasn’t messed up. That makes him look a little bit guilty.”

“Well, my butterfly feeder wasn’t messed up,” Ned said. “Does that mean you’re going to pick on me, too?”

Nancy gulped. She had forgotten about Ned’s butterfly feeder.

I guess I’d better add him to the suspect list too, she told herself.

Which was too bad, because she thought Ned Nickerson was a really nice boy.

• • •

The next morning Nancy was one of the first ones at Camp Northwoods. Bess and a few other campers had gotten there before her.

Bess took Nancy aside. “You’ll be super-proud of me,” Bess said with a grin. “I’ve already checked everything out. The butterfly feeders are A-okay. The sunflowers are A-okay. No one messed up anything!”

“That’s really good news,” Nancy said.

Bess nodded eagerly. “It is, isn’t it? Tuesday morning we found the broken butterfly feeders. Yesterday morning it was the sunflowers. I guess our creepy camper decided to quit while . . . while . . . oh no, something’s tickling me!”

Bess burst into a fit of giggles. She bent down and swatted at her leg. “I wonder what that was?” she said, still giggling.

Nancy bent down. There was an ant scurrying around the floor. “It was just an ant—,” Nancy began.

But then Nancy noticed something. A bunch of ants were scurrying around the floor.

Nancy looked up at the craft tables. She saw that some of the ant farms had been knocked over.

Hundreds of ants were on the loose!
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The Clue in the Logbook

Okay, who did it?”

Mr. Fish stood in front of the room with his arms crossed over his chest. Nancy, Bess, George, and the rest of the campers were sitting on the floor. Max and Fiona were busily laying a trail of cookie crumbs for the ants to follow out the door.

Everyone was silent. Then Rebecca raised her hand.

“Yes, Rebecca?” Mr. Fish said.

“Maybe you should ask the person who found the ant farms all messed up,” Rebecca said. “I’ve seen detectives do that in movies.”

Bess gasped. “That’s you, Nancy!” she whispered.

“Thanks for the suggestion, Rebecca. Anybody else?” Mr. Fish said. He glanced around the room.

Nancy heard the sound of someone giggling. She turned around. Harry was in the row behind her, cracking up.

Pell elbowed her brother. “Shhhhhh.”

Harry burst out laughing.

“Would you like to tell the rest of us what’s so funny?” Mr. Fish asked Harry.

Harry stopped giggling and shook his head. “N-n-no, sir,” he stammered.

Mr. Fish frowned and turned to the other campers. “This is the third incident this week,” he said in a serious voice. “These pranks are going to have to stop. Or there will be serious consequences.”

“What does that mean, ‘serious consequences’?” George whispered to Nancy.

“I don’t know,” Nancy whispered back. “But it doesn’t sound good.”

• • •

“Check this out,” Nancy said to Bess and George.

The girls were hanging out at the pond with the other campers, Fiona, and Max. They were looking for tadpoles and frogs in the water.

Nancy reached into her shorts pocket. She pulled a short, light brown hair out of it very carefully.

Bess stared at it. “What are you doing with my hair?” she asked curiously.

“That’s not yours, silly. It’s way too short! Plus, it’s the wrong color,” George told her.

“I found it next to one of the ant farms that got knocked down,” Nancy explained. “I kept it because I thought it might be a clue.”

“You mean to the creepy camper?” Bess asked eagerly.

Nancy nodded. “Exactly.”

George glanced around. “Hmm. There are only a few people with that color hair. There’s Max, Harry, and those two girls from River Heights Elementary—”

“I think their names are Savannah and Kimberly,” Bess said. “They’re in fifth grade. Savannah wears eye shadow!”

“Purple eye shadow,” George added.
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“I just thought of something,” Nancy said suddenly.

“About purple eye shadow?” Bess asked her.

Nancy shook her head. “Nope. I just realized the creepy camper always messes up our projects at night.”

“How do you know?” Bess said.

“Well, maybe not exactly at night,” Nancy replied. “But we’re all here from eight to five every day, right?”

George poked a long stick into the pond. A dozen tadpoles wriggled out of the murky bottom and swam away.

“So the creepy camper or whoever it is must be messing up our projects sometime between five P.M. when we leave and eight A.M.—when we arrive,” George said slowly.

Nancy nodded. “Right! So we just have to figure out who’s been leaving after everyone-”

“—or who’s been coming in first,” Bess added.

Just then, Rebecca and Jessie walked by. Rebecca was carrying a clear jar full of cloudy-looking water. There were three tadpoles in it.

“What are you guys talking about?” Rebecca asked Nancy and her friends.

“Oh, nothing,” George said.

“It’s private!” Bess said at the same time.

Rebecca turned up her nose. “Hmpf! You’re probably just trying to figure out how to get Nancy out of trouble. Everytime something bad happens at Camp Northwoods, she’s right there.”

Rebecca smiled meanly and walked away. Jessie followed her.

“Rebecca is so weird,” Bess complained.

“Forget about Rebecca. How are we going to figure out which campers get here first and leave last?” Nancy reminded her friends.

George’s face lit up. “I know! There’s that logbook in the lodge. Either we or our parents have to sign in at drop-off and sign out at pick-up. We have to put down the exact time too.

“Great idea, George,” Nancy said eagerly. “The logbook will tell us what time everyone’s been coming and going.”

“Okay, so how do we check the logbook without anyone seeing us?” Bess said.

The three girls swished their sticks in the water and thought very hard.

• • •

Nancy tiptoed quietly through the Camp Northwoods lodge. Outside, it was hot and humid. But inside the lodge, it was dark and cool.

Mr. Fish, Max, Fiona, and all the other campers were outside having lunch. Nancy had told the counselors that she needed to use the girl’s rest room.

But she didn’t really need to use the rest room. She wanted a chance to look at the logbook in private.

George and Bess were keeping watch near the front door to make sure no one else came in. Nancy knew she didn’t have very much time. She walked faster.

Nancy passed the craft tables with the ant farms on them. She wanted to stop and see how the ants were doing and watch them carry their food around. Later, she told herself.

She found the logbook where it usually was: on a creaky old wooden table outside Mr. Fish’s office. She opened the heavy book to the first page.

It was hard to read the different handwriting. A lot of the people had written in a really fast, scrawly way.

How am I going to figure this out? Nancy thought worriedly.

Nancy traced her fingers over the scribbled words and tried to make them out. It looked like different campers had left last each day. On Monday it was Greg. On Tuesday it was Ned. And on Wednesday it was Savannah, one of the fifth graders from River Heights Elementary.

Then she noticed something really interesting. Each morning the same person arrived first.

Nancy had a hard time reading the handwriting. It looks like a P, she thought. No, an R. After that, it looks like E, B, E . . .

It was Rebecca!

“Aha!” Nancy said out loud.

But she was stopped cold by the sound of footsteps behind her.

“What do you think you’re doing?” demanded a familiar-sounding voice.
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Another Suspect

Oh no, Nancy thought. Someone caught me!

Nancy closed the logbook shut. She took a deep breath and turned around slowly.

Fiona was standing there.

“What are you doing in here?” Fiona said suspiciously. “Why aren’t you outside with everyone else?”

Nancy made herself smile. “Oh, I was just checking something,” she said.

Fiona frowned. “Checking what?”

Nancy thought quickly. “Well . . . our housekeeper, Hannah, dropped me off this morning on her way to the grocery store. But I wasn’t sure she remembered to sign me in.”


[image: image]


“Oh,” Fiona said. She sounded doubtful. “Well, okay. You’d better get back outside, now.”

“Sure! Bye!” Nancy waved to Fiona and ran out the door.

Whew, that was close, Nancy thought. She hated not telling the truth, but she hated what was happening at the camp even more.

Just before Nancy walked out the door, she glanced over her shoulder.

She gulped.

Fiona was looking through the logbook. Was she checking out Nancy’s story?

• • •

“Who wants popcorn?” Hannah called out.

Nancy, Bess, and George all sat up and raised their hands. “Me, me, me!” they cried out in unison.

The three girls were in Nancy’s room. Nancy had gotten permission from her father for a Friday-night slumber party.

Hannah set a big bowl of buttery popcorn on Nancy’s bed. She glanced at Nancy’s hand. There was green paint on it. “What’s that, Nancy?” Hannah said. “It looks like you’ve been doing some finger painting.”

“We painted at camp today,” Nancy replied. “We each got a big piece of cardboard, and we had to paint pictures of Camp Northwoods.”

“I painted a picture of the pond with a bunch of frogs in it,” Bess said.

“I painted a picture of the meadow,” George said.

“I painted a picture of the bunnies and squirrels in the woods,” Nancy piped up.

“I can’t wait to see these masterpieces!” Hannah said. “Speaking of camp, how’s your mystery coming along?”

“We’ve got some suspects,” Nancy said.

“And we’ve got some clues, too,” George added.

Hannah grinned. “Wonderful! I hope the popcorn will give you enough energy to solve the rest of the mystery.”

“Oh, definitely.” Bess grabbed a handful of popcorn and began munching.

Hannah went back to the kitchen. Just then Chocolate Chip came bounding through the door. She went right up to Bess and began barking for some popcorn.

“Popcorn is people food, silly,” Bess said. She patted Chip on the head.

“So,” Nancy said. She sat up straight and tapped her purple pen against her detective notebook. “For suspects, we have Rebecca, Jessie, Greg, and Ned,” she said. “Rebecca’s probably our number one suspect now because of what I found in the logbook. She was the first one at camp Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday.”

“Rebecca was the first one at camp this morning too,” George said. “I checked the logbook when I signed in.”

Nancy and the other campers had shown up at Camp Northwoods today and found—absolutely nothing. No one had pulled any pranks overnight.

The only incident was a half-empty package of pretzels that had been dragged out of the garbage. Mr. Fish said it was probably the work of Rocky, the raccoon who lived in the woods.

“We’re sorry again about letting Fiona get through yesterday,” Bess apologized to Nancy. “We tried to stop her.”

“It’s okay,” Nancy said. “She was watching me closely today, though.”

“She doesn’t know you’re a famous detective,” Bess said scratching Chip behind the ear.

“I think we should add someone else to the suspect list,” George said suddenly.

Nancy took the cap off her purple pen. “Who?”

“That Harry Kennedy,” George replied. “He’s always getting into trouble.”

“That’s right,” Bess said, nodding eagerly. “When we were planting sunflowers, he took people’s shovels and ran away.”

“His sister’s always chasing him and trying to get him to behave,” George added.

“Plus, he has light brown hair,” Bess said.

“Plus, his sister told me they live right next door to the camp. Maybe he sneaks over at night, or early in the morning, when his parents are asleep or something,” George finished.

“Hmm,” Nancy said. “He sounds like a good suspect.”

She opened her detective notebook and found the right page. Then she added Harry’s name to the suspect list, under Ned’s name:

• Harry, because he’s always getting into trouble. Plus he lives next door to the camp.

“Now what do we do?” Bess asked Nancy.

“Now we eat some more popcorn. Then we wait till Monday and see if the creepy camper has struck again,” Nancy replied.

“But the creepy camper didn’t do anything last night,” George pointed out. “Maybe whoever it was gave up.”

“Or maybe they just took a little break and will be back,” Nancy said.

The three girls shivered.

• • •

“Oh no,” Nancy said.

“This is a disaster,” Bess agreed.

“Mr. Fish is not going to be happy,” Fiona added.

“I didn’t do it! “Harry told Pell.

Nancy and all the campers and counselors had arrived at Camp Northwoods on Monday morning to find another disaster.

The creepy camper had returned. This time it was the paintings that the campers had painted on Friday.

The person had knocked them all down on the ground. There was green paint smudged all over the floor.

Just then, Mr. Fish walked through the front door. “Good morning,” he started to say. Then he saw the knocked-down paintings.

His face turned white. “Okay, that’s it,” he said in a grim voice. “Camp is officially cancelled for the rest of the week!”
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Stakeout

The entire room erupted. Everyone started talking at once.

“Cancel camp?”

“You can’t do that, Mr. Fish!”

“We have four more days!”

“What are we going to do?”

Mr. Fish held up his hands. “Quiet, everyone! I need to talk this over with the counselors. Please find something to do for a few minutes.”

He summoned Max and Fiona and called them into his office.

The campers’ paintings were a mess. Nancy picked up hers. Her bunnies and squirrels were all smudged together. The leaves on the trees were a greenish-brown blur.

Nancy turned to George and Bess. “This is awful!” she whispered.

“How can Mr. Fish cancel camp?” Bess whispered back.

“He said something like this might happen,” George reminded her friends. “Remember? He told us there would be serious consequences if things kept getting ruined.”

Nancy thought hard. She had a list of suspects, but she still didn’t know who the creepy camper was. And time was running out. Mr. Fish was about to cancel camp!

“I know,” she said suddenly. She jumped to her feet and motioned to George and Bess. “Come with me.”

“Where?” Bess asked her, standing up.

“To Mr. Fish’s office,” Nancy replied.

• • •

“A stakeout?” Mr. Fish exclaimed.

“A stakeout?” Max and Fiona repeated.

“What on earth are you talking about, Nancy?” Mr. Fish asked her.

Nancy, George, and Bess were in Mr. Fish’s office along with Mr. Fish and the two counselors. His office was filled with books about nature and paintings of fish.

“Yeah. What are you talking about?” George whispered to Nancy.

“Let me explain,” Nancy said to Mr. Fish. “George and Bess and I have been working on this case.”

“You have?” Mr. Fish looked confused.

Nancy nodded. “We have. And we figured out that all the bad stuff has been happening after camp closes and before it opens the next morning.”

“Nancy’s an awesome detective,” Bess piped up. “She’s solved lots and lots of mysteries.”

Fiona and Max exchanged a glance.

“So I figured out that we should have a stakeout,” Nancy went on. “Mr. Fish, if it’s okay with you, Bess, George, and I will spend the night at Camp Northwoods tonight.”

“What?” Mr. Fish burst out.

“Not by ourselves! I’ll ask my dad, and our housekeeper, Hannah if they’ll stay with us,” Nancy explained quickly. “Plus Bess and George have to get permission from their parents.”

“A stakeout-slumber party! What an awesome idea, Nancy,” Bess whispered to Nancy.

“This way, we’ll be able to catch whoever’s been messing up the projects,” Nancy continued.

Mr. Fish folded his hands on his desk. He looked thoughtful. He didn’t say anything for a long moment.

Finally Mr. Fish nodded. “All right,” he said at last. “Your plan makes sense, Nancy. We’ll try it. However, as head of the camp, I must be here too, to make sure everything goes all right and everyone is safe.”

Nancy, Bess, and George grinned at one another.

Mr. Fish picked up his cell phone and handed it to Nancy. “Why don’t you call your father and arrange it now?” he suggested. “Then Bess and George can call their parents.”

“Okay,” Nancy said, and began dialing her dad’s office number.

“We’re going to solve this mystery tonight,” George said eagerly.

“If not, then we’re going to have to cancel camp after all,” Mr. Fish reminded the girls. “We can’t have camp when there is a criminal on the loose!”

• • •

Nancy unfolded her sleeping bag and laid it down on the floor. George and Bess did the same with theirs.

“Look what else I brought!” Bess announced. She unzipped her backpack and began pulling things out: bottles of pink and purple nail polish, magazines, her portable CD player, and a pile of CDs. “I have some awesome new CDs,” she added.

“Bess, this is a stakeout, not a slumber party!” George told her.

“I know. But who says you can’t solve a mystery and have fun at the same time?” Bess said.

Across the room, Mr. Drew, Mr. Fish, and Hannah were sitting at a table playing cards. Mr. Drew smiled at Nancy. “I hope we solve this case by tomorrow morning Pudding Pie, since I have to be at the office for a meeting,” he said cheerfully.

Nancy smiled and glanced at the clock. It read eight o’clock.

Outside, the sky was starting to get dark. Branches swayed in the wind and brushed against the windowpanes. An owl hooted in the distance. Nancy shivered.

I wonder if the creepy camper will strike tonight? she wondered.

Mr. Fish had stayed at the camp after all the campers had left. Nancy, Bess, George, Mr. Drew, and Hannah had arrived at six P.M. with their camping gear. So far, no one else had shown up. If the creepy camper was going to strike, it would be sometime between now and eight A.M. the following morning.

“Did you bring your detective notebook, Nancy?” George asked her.

Nancy nodded. “Yup. And I brought a flashlight and a camera.”

“Are we going to take funny pictures of one another?” Bess asked Nancy. “George and I could do silly poses.”

Nancy shook her head. “Nope. I want to take a picture of the creepy camper. For evidence.”

“Who do you think it will be?” George asked, scrunching down in her sleeping bag. “Rebecca? Jessie? Ned? Greg? Harry?”

“Or maybe somebody we haven’t even thought of,” Bess suggested.

Nancy glanced over at the craft table. The campers had made supercool wreaths that afternoon out of branches and dried berries.

“Whoever it is, we’ll be able to catch them if they try to mess up the wreaths,” Nancy said.

The girls fell silent. Nancy heard the strange animal noise again, from outside. She slid into her sleeping bag and wondered what the night would bring.

• • •

Nancy wasn’t sure what time it was when the sound woke her up. She blinked in the darkness and listened carefully.

Footsteps.

No, it wasn’t footsteps. It was more like a scraping or scratching sound.

She reached over and shook Bess and George awake. “Guys!” she whispered. “There’s someone trying to get inside the lodge!”
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Bess opened her eyes and yawned. “What?” she murmured sleepily.

George sat straight up. “What’s happening?” she whispered.

Nancy reached over for her backpack. She unzipped it and fumbled through it. In the darkness, she couldn’t see a thing.

She felt cold, smooth metal. It was definitely her flashlight. She pulled it out and tried to find the ON/OFF switch.

The scraping, scratching sound got louder and louder.

Nancy’s heart was hammering in her chest. She had to turn her flashlight on quickly.

They were about to come face-to-face with the creepy camper!
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All’s Well That Ends Well

Nancy finally found the switch on her flashlight and clicked it on. “Got you!” she yelled. She swung the beam of light around the room.

The creepy camper was on top of the craft table.

The creepy camper was . . . a raccoon.

Mr. Fish, Mr. Drew, and Hannah were awake by now. “What’s all this racket?” Hannah called out.

“That’s Rocky Raccoon!” Mr. Fish exclaimed. “He’s one of the Camp Northwoods mascots.”

Rocky was big, with light brown fur and dark brown markings. He was poking his nose at one of the wreaths. He started nibbling on a dried berry.


[image: image]


Nancy pointed her flashlight right at Rocky. Rocky stopped nibbling and blinked into the light.

“Ohmigosh,” Nancy said.

“Ohmigosh,” George and Bess repeated in unison.

A bunch of crates and boxes were piled up next to the craft table. Nancy realized that Rocky had climbed up onto the table by stepping on them.

Rocky started tearing the wreath apart with his sharp-looking teeth. Then he moved on to another wreath and started nibbling on that one. Along the way, he accidentally knocked a few of the wreaths onto the floor.

“He’s the one who’s been wrecking all the projects,” Nancy said out loud. “He must have knocked down the butterfly feeders and the ant farms—”

“—and dug up our sunflowers,” Bess finished.

“But how did he get in here?” George piped up.

Mr. Fish sighed. “There’s a little trapdoor in the corner of the room,” he explained. “The old owner of this lodge had a dog who came in and out that way. I’ve been meaning to nail it shut.”

“Are we sure Rocky is our criminal?” Hannah spoke up. “Maybe tonight is the first time he’s been in here.”

“I’m sure,” Nancy said. She pointed to Rocky’s fur. It had a big green smudge on it. “See that green stuff? That’s the green paint from our nature paintings. Rocky must have rubbed up against them and gotten green paint all over his fur.”

“Bad Rocky!” Bess scolded him.

“Plus I found a short, light-brown hair next to one of the ant farms,” Nancy went on. “The hair must have been a piece of Rocky’s fur.”

“This explains why all the pranks were happening at night,” Mr. Drew said. “Raccoons are nocturnal creatures.”

“Rocky must have been coming in at night looking for snacks,” Mr. Fish said. “Raccoons love snacks.”

“So do people!” Bess said. “All this stakeout stuff is making me hungry!”

Everyone laughed.

Mr. Fish got up to chase Rocky out of the cabin. While he was doing this, Mr. Drew came over to Nancy. He gave her a big hug. “Your stakeout worked, Pudding Pie,” he said proudly. “You caught the culprit.”

Nancy giggled. “I’ve never had a raccoon for a criminal before,” she said.

“There’s always a first time for everything,” Hannah remarked.

• • •

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said Rebecca. “We would like to present to you an original play written by Rebecca Ramirez. That’s me! The play is called A Camp Northwoods Comedy.”

Nancy, Bess, George, and Jessie came out onto the “stage.” The stage was a wooden platform that Mr. Fish had set up at one end of the lodge.

The room was filled with people. Mr. Drew and Hannah were there. So were Mr. and Mrs. Fayne, Mr. and Mrs. Marvin, and the other campers’ parents. The rest of the campers were in the audience too.

It was Friday, the last day of camp. The campers were having a good-bye party with cookies and punch. The grand finale of the party was Rebecca’s play.

Nancy had found out on Tuesday that Rebecca’s “secret plan” to make camp more interesting was the play. Rebecca had decided to write the play on her own and get some of the campers to act in it.

To Nancy’s surprise, Rebecca had asked Nancy, Bess, and George to act in it. After Rebecca found out that Nancy had solved the mystery of the creepy camper, she had apologized to her, George, and Bess. “I’m sorry I’ve been kind of mean to you,” Rebecca said. “Jessie told me she didn’t want to be friends with me anymore if I was going to be so mean to everybody. So I’m going to be supernice from now on. Isn’t that great news?” The girls had spent the last few days getting ready for the show.

In the play, Rebecca played Mr. Fish. She put on a short red wig and carried around a painting of a fish. Jessie played Fiona. Nancy, Bess, and George played three campers who kept getting into trouble.

Everyone in the audience laughed during the play. Harry laughed the loudest of all. He also kept getting up to drink more punch and gobble down more cookies. Pell had to tell him lots of times to sit down and be still.

At the end of the play, the room broke into applause. “Thank you, thank you!” Rebecca said, bowing over and over again. She bowed so much that her red wig fell off!

Ned and Greg came up to Nancy, Bess, and George. “You three were really awesome!” Ned said with a big smile.

Greg smiled too. “Yeah,” he said. He turned to George. “Sorry ’bout our fight last week. I got mad because I thought you guys thought I was a bad guy.”

“You were a suspect,” George said. “That’s not the same as being a bad guy. Anyway, I’m sorry too.”

“What happened to Rocky Raccoon?” Ned asked Nancy. “Did he go to raccoon jail?” he added, giggling.

Nancy giggled too. “No! But Mr. Fish locked up his secret trapdoor so he can’t come into the lodge and wreck stuff anymore.”

“See, Nancy? You really are the best detective in the whole wide world,” Bess told her.

• • •

That night, Nancy sat at her desk and wrote in her detective notebook:

I learned a bunch of stuff at Camp Northwoods. Like things aren’t always what they seem. It turned out that the creepy camper wasn’t creepy at all. The creepy camper wasn’t even a camper!

Also, just because a person acts like a suspect doesn’t mean he or she did something wrong. In this case, the guilty person (I meant animal!) wasn’t even a suspect to begin with.

I guess the most important thing I learned at Camp Northwoods was how to take care of nature. And that includes Rocky Raccoon!

Case closed!
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