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      SCOUT

      An ear-piercing scream jolted Scout Grace Bell from her peaceful slumber.

      Heart pounding, she sat upright. She tried to slide off her bed to investigate.

      She couldn’t.

      Her body was wrapped up like a burrito in her sleeping bag. She wasn’t in her bed but on a camping mat inside a canvas tent.

      Scout was a camper this week.

      And someone in her tent had screamed.

      “Get off me!” a girl shrieked. “I can’t breathe!”

      A single, tent-shaking bark followed her shriek.

      Oh, pumpernickel. It didn’t take long to put the clues together.

      Barnaby, Scout’s massive dog for the summer, was sitting on a fellow camper.

      “Barnaby!” Scout unzipped her sleeping bag as other campers stirred and groaned. “Come here!”

      Her zipper snagged on her pajama pants. She yanked the zipper.

      Without her watch, she couldn’t tell what time it was in the windowless tent. As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she spotted the mats spread across the wooden platform floor and the girls her age in each of them.

      And, even though he looked a little blurry without her glasses, she saw the enormous Saint Bernard mix sitting on one of the girls.

      Scout knew that feeling. The long, fluffy hair tickling her chin, the drool dripping on her cheek, and an impossible weight upon her chest. No wonder the girl couldn’t breathe.

      Scout unsnagged her zipper as the camper pushed Barnaby off her mat. Barnaby lumbered across the tent to Scout. His tail thumped the floor. Scout pulled him close to muffle the sound.

      The girl gasped for air. “How much does he weigh?”

      “Almost two hundred pounds. One hundred eighty, to be exact. Sorry about that.” Scout winced. “He’s very friendly.”

      On the mat beside Scout, the camp nurse’s daughter, Ella Drew, rolled over to pet Barnaby. Ella was ten, like Scout. “Is he supposed to be in here?”

      “No.” Scout glanced at their fellow Tent 8 campers, who burrowed deeper into their sleeping bags. “And he certainly wasn’t supposed to do something so contemptible as waking everyone before it’s time.” Scout ducked her head. “Contemptible.”

      Scout was used to this large dog of unknown origin and his sometimes contemptible behavior—like when he’d shown up and eaten her favorite pocket dictionary about two weeks ago.

      Her tentmates were not.
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      Unfortunately for them, it was time to wake up. Sunlight blasted through the tent as Kimmy, her favorite counselor, rolled up the flaps. Kimmy had been born missing half of her right arm but could do everything with one hand.

      “Good morning, girls!” Kimmy said. “It’s Monday, our first full day of camp!”

      A few campers stretched. Others pressed pillows over their heads.

      Scout put on her sweatshirt and glasses, redid her two braids, and tugged on socks and shoes. Her heart thudded with excitement. “Morning, Kimmy!”

      This was a week for the Pathfinders, the ten-to-thirteen age group at Blueberry Creek Wilderness Camp. As the daughter of the wilderness camp director and program manager, Scout lived on the property. But this week, she got to be a camper.

      “Sorry about Barnaby coming in,” Scout added. “He must’ve missed me.”

      Kimmy laughed. “Doesn’t look like he’s causing any harm.”

      Scout grinned. Good thing Kimmy was a dog person. “Not at the moment.”

      Ella sat up, rubbed her eyes, and shivered. “It’s cold.”

      “Layers are a camp essential,” Scout said.

      The sun would soon heat the cool summer morning, and they’d shed their sweatshirts. After two years at Blueberry Creek, Scout had more camping experience than the average ten-year-old.

      Still, she didn’t get to be in a tent often. She planned to cherish every second. She hadn’t packed a single Evangeline Eggwhistle, Detective Extraordinaire novel. Her new dictionary from Ella was hidden in the bottom of her suitcase, for use only in case of an emergency.

      This week, no one would be calling her “Detective Dictionary,” the nickname Scout had been given by girls in her class two years ago. It wasn’t a bad detective name, but it was not a way to fit in with her fellow campers.

      To fit in, Scout needed to participate in camp activities. Not bury her nose in a novel or dictionary.

      And the first thing she’d enjoy on this beautiful July morning?

      A campfire breakfast.

      Scout volunteered to get the breakfast box from the pavilion with Barnaby and Ella. The three friends strolled through the girls’ tenting area. Morning sunlight danced across green leaves.

      “Is a breakfast box just a box with breakfast in it?” Ella asked.

      “Essentially! We⁠—”

      A scream cut off Scout’s words.

      The second of the morning.

      This time, Barnaby couldn’t be the cause. He stood next to her, ears stiffened, nose twitching.

      Scout and Ella froze and stared at each other.

      “W-what was that?” Ella asked.

      Scout frowned. “I don’t⁠—”

      Barnaby ran.

      “Barnaby, stop!”

      Barnaby’s contemptible morning behavior continued. He did not stop.
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      SCOUT

      Scout and Ella dashed after the large brown-and-white dog, tripping over roots and stumbling on rocks. He ran downhill and disappeared from view.

      “Where did he go?” Ella asked, breathless.

      Scout studied the trail. Barnaby’s massive paw prints dotted the dust, along with bare human footprints. Walking outside barefoot at camp was against the rules.

      And hopefully the prints had been made this morning, and not at night. Walking the rugged trails barefoot in the dark was just unwise.

      Scout pointed ahead, in the direction Barnaby—and the mysteriously barefoot person—had gone.

      “This way!”

      They followed Barnaby’s paw prints down to Tent 2, on the banks of Blueberry Creek. There, sitting on the edge of the tent, a girl sobbed with her head in her hands.

      “I can’t find it!” she said in a shrill voice. “It’s gone!”

      Her counselor and fellow campers clustered around her. Barnaby sniffed around the firepit and beneath the picnic table. Scout couldn’t tell if he was investigating or sneaking tidbits of burnt marshmallow.

      Ella leaned toward Scout. “Maybe we should go. Seems like she has plenty of people to help her.”

      “Maybe . . .” The bare human footprints, though faint, trailed around Tent 2. “Actually, give me a minute.”

      Scout strode closer to the Tent 2 campers. She pushed her glasses up with one finger. “Excuse me. I don’t wish to interrupt on this beauteous first morning of camp, but what’s going on?”

      Scout cringed at her own words. This sobbing camper surely did not feel it was a beauteous morning. So much for fitting in.

      The crowd parted around the sad girl.

      “My journal!” she cried. “I write in it every morning. I always sleep with it beside my bed, but now, it’s gone!”

      A journal?

      Scout could relate. She’d certainly wanted to scream when Barnaby had devoured her beloved dictionary. Talk about an interesting way to start a friendship.

      They’d grown closer through her investigation to find his home, and now Scout hated to remember that Barnaby could only stay at camp through the end of the summer. Then they’d need to find him a new home.

      She pushed that from her mind with a shake of her head. “You checked your suitcase?” she asked the girl.

      “I checked everywhere!” the girl cried.

      “It’s true. She did,” another camper chimed in.

      She had a brown ponytail and wore a black T-shirt, a stack of bracelets, and hoop earrings. No way would her counselor let her keep those earrings on for Recreation Hour—or Rec Hour, as everyone called it, much to Scout’s dismay. No one else seemed to appreciate the beauty of a good four-syllable word.

      “We searched our suitcases too,” the camper with earrings continued. “No journal to be found.” She sat at the picnic table to pet Barnaby.

      Scout followed. Momentarily forgetting her resolve to be a camper for the week and not a detective, she asked, “What’s your name?” She nodded toward the distraught camper. “And hers?”

      “I’m Odette Foster.” She stopped petting Barnaby and glanced at the sobbing girl. “That’s Chloe.”

      “What’s her last name?” Evangeline Eggwhistle always liked to have first and last names for victims and suspects, so Scout did too.

      “Adams, maybe? I’m not sure. Just met her yesterday. She’s proven to be pretty emotional, as you can see.”

      Odette returned her attention to Barnaby.

      Scout frowned. Was Odette’s lack of sympathy suspicious?

      “Why are you looking at me like that?” Odette asked.

      “No reason.” Scout glanced at Odette’s feet. Not bare.





OEBPS/images/wierwille_scoutandbarnaby_titlepage2only.jpg
THE CASE OF THE

MIDNIGHT MY STERY








This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/scout-chapter-header.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-2.jpg






OEBPS/images/wierwille_scoutandbarnaby_map_final.jpg
O WATERSLIDE. D BOATHOUSE ROAD ) BEAR LODGE .
D) OFFICE/NURSE ) GIRLS TENTING AREA P) RETREATCENTERTRAIL V) WAYPOINT SACK SHOP
© OMPYARD 1) GIRLS' BATHHOUSE @ TUBINGHILL*ZIPLINE W) SNIMMING POOL.
P PAVILON 1) SCOUTS HOUSE. R) CAMPGROUND ) BLUEBERRY MT. TRAIL





OEBPS/images/qr-code---books-page.jpg





OEBPS/images/wierwille_scoutandbarnaby_2_ebook.jpg
'SCOUT & BARNABY
~ MYSTERIES @

BECCA WIERWILLE







OEBPS/images/bc-logo-black.jpg
beloved
R? chronicles





OEBPS/images/book_2_ch_1.jpg






OEBPS/images/wierwille_scoutandbarnaby_titlepage2.jpg
SCOUT & BARNABY

MYSTERIES {2
THE CASE OF THE

BECCA WIERWILLE

ILLUSTRATED BY BRAD SMITH





