





























e The Case of the Campfire Caper ¢

“It’s only for a week, Bill,” I argued. “What do you
think your answering machine is for? It's summer.
Business is slow. Why not go?”

(I didn’t mention one of the reasons I knew
business would probably stay slow while we were
gone. Chris Franklin, a troublemaker and the reason
for a lot of Bill’s cases, was also going to Scout Camp.)

What finally convinced Bill to go was the food—
not the hot dogs and s’'mores cooked over the camp
fire, but the food Bill would
find in the woods.

“There will probably be
all kinds of new weeds and
vegetation at that camp of
yours,” Bill had said. “And

ticks! Do you know how long

it’s been since I ate a good roasted tick?”

I didn’t want to think about Bill eating ticks, but
this is what finally persuaded him to go to camp, and
the reason he was now in the van that was swerving
back and forth.

Finally, Mr. Stewart got the van under control and
pulled over to the side of the road. The van with the

other campers in it pulled over to the side of the road
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e The Case of the Campfire Caper ¢

ahead of us when they saw what had happened. The
other driver, Mr. Fonda, came over to help Mr. Stewart
change the tire.

“What do you think caused the tire to blow?” Mr.
Fonda asked.

“I know exactly what caused the tire to blow,” Mr.
Stewart said. “One of the boys in your van threw a
bottle out the window, and the broken glass on the
road punctured the tire.”

They went to work putting on the spare tire and
got us back on the road, but I knew someone was
going to be in trouble at the next break.

When we pulled over at a rest area, Bill and I
headed for the drinking fountains. I heard Mr. Fonda
say, “I found out who threw the bottle out the
window—it was Mike Green.”

It just so happens that Mike is a friend of mine and
Bill’s. Although Mike draws a lot of crazy things in the
comics he makes, he doesn’t tend to do crazy things.
So I felt I had to say something.

“What makes you think Mike threw the bottle out
the window?” I asked. “Did you see him do it?”

“I didn’t see him do it,” Mr. Fonda said. “But one of

the other Scouts, Chris Franklin did. Of course, Mike’s
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e The Case of the Campfire Caper e

denying it, as some kids do.”

Mr. Fonda and Mr. Stewart had just started
working with our Scout troop. There’s no way anyone
who knew Chris and Mike well would take Chris’
word over Mike’s.

“Perhaps we could interview the boys together,”
Bill suggested.

“I don’t think you understand how we do things in
our country,” Mr. Stewart said. “It is best in our
country for the adults to take care of these things.”

(Somehow, Mr. Stewart had gotten the idea that
Bill was an exchange student. He had heard that Bill
was from Africa, as are all warthogs, and I guess he
thought that Bill's heritage explained his unique
appearance and wardrobe choices.)

“Mr. Stewart, Bill is really good at getting to the
heart of a case,” I said. “You won't regret bringing him
into this.”

It took a little more persuading, but eventually Mr.
Stewart and Mr. Fonda agreed to let Bill ask Mike and
Chris some questions while the Scout Masters listened.

“Mike, what were you doing when the bottle was
thrown?” Bill asked.

“l was drawing comics, Bill,” Mike said. “That’s
usually what I'm doing when I have free time.”
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