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​Chapter 1:  Packing for Adventure
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The morning sun peeked through the curtains of the Johnson farmhouse, painting soft golden shapes across the wooden floor. Daisy Johnson sat up in bed and stretched her paws, listening to the gentle sounds of the farm waking up. Chickens clucked outside, the wind rustled through the tall grass, and somewhere in the distance, a cow let out a slow, sleepy moo.

It felt like a normal morning until Mama’s voice floated up the stairs.

“Daisy! Max! Come downstairs, please! We have something exciting to tell you!”

Daisy’s ears perked up. Mama sounded cheerful. Extra cheerful.

She hopped out of bed and padded into the hallway just as Max burst out of his room, still rubbing his eyes.

“Do you think it’s pancake day?” Max whispered hopefully.

They hurried down the stairs together and skidded into the kitchen. Mama stood by the table with a bright smile, and Papa leaned against the counter holding a folded map.

“Good morning, adventurers,” Papa said.

Mama clapped her paws softly. “We have some special news.”

Daisy folded her paws politely. Max bounced on his toes.

“We’re going camping,” Mama announced.

For a moment, the room was silent.

Then—

“CAMPING?!” Daisy and Max shouted together.

Max leaped into the air. “Like sleeping outside?!”

Daisy’s eyes sparkled. “With a tent?”

Papa unfolded the map and spread it across the table. “That’s right. We’re heading to Pinewood Campgrounds. There are tall trees, a quiet lake, and lots of space to explore.”

Daisy felt her heart flutter with excitement. She had read books about camping stories filled with campfires, starry skies, and cozy sleeping bags.

Mama slid a piece of paper across the table. “And every great camping trip starts with good packing.”

Daisy leaned closer. It was a checklist.

Sleeping bags

Tent

Flashlights

Extra clothes

Snacks

First-aid kit

“Oh!” Daisy said eagerly. “I can help check everything off!”

Papa smiled. “That’s what I was hoping you’d say.”

Max squinted at the list. “Where does it say fun stuff?”

Mama laughed. “Fun stuff comes after the essentials.”

Soon the farmhouse buzzed with activity. Mama brought out the big camping bins from the closet, and Papa carried in the folded tent. Daisy took the checklist and a pencil, feeling very important.

“Sleeping bags,” Daisy read aloud.

Papa handed her two bright sleeping bags, one blue with stars and one green with dinosaurs.

“Check!” Daisy said, drawing a neat mark.

Max hugged his dinosaur sleeping bag. “I’m going to sleep like a camping champion.”

Next came flashlights. Daisy tested each one, clicking them on and off.

“All working!” she announced.

“Perfect,” Mama said. “Flashlights are very important at night.”

Max’s eyes lit up. “Can I pack my super bouncy ball? It might be useful.”

Daisy tilted her head. “For what?”

“Just in case,” Max said seriously.

Mama smiled. “All right but only one.”

As they moved through the house, Daisy carefully checked off each item. Clothes were folded neatly. Extra socks were added. Snacks were packed into a special bag of granola bars, apple slices, and trail mix.

Meanwhile, Max dragged over his own little backpack.

“I’ll pack too!” he declared.

Papa raised an eyebrow. “What are you packing, Max?”

Max began pulling items from his room at lightning speed.

“My dinosaur hat,” he said, tossing it in.

“My race car.”

“My superhero cape.”

“My teddy bear.”

“And,” he added proudly, “two extra snacks... just in case.”

Daisy peeked into his bag. “Max, I don’t think we need a race car for camping.”

Max zipped the bag shut. “You never know.”

Papa laughed. “That’s true. Camping is full of surprises.”

As the packing continued, Daisy found herself enjoying every moment. She liked checking the list and knowing she was helping. It made her feel grown-up and ready for adventure.

When the last item was packed, Mama placed the checklist on the table.

“Let’s see,” she said. “Sleeping bags check. Tent check. Flashlights check. Snacks double check.”

Max nodded proudly. “Extra fun check.”

Papa looked around the kitchen. “Looks like we’re ready.”

Daisy hugged her checklist to her chest. “I can’t believe we’re really going camping.”

Mama knelt beside her. “It’s going to be a special trip. Lots of fresh air, family time, and memories.”

Max tugged on Papa’s paw. “When do we leave?”
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