The Whiskerville Gang: The Great Camping
Adventure!

B The sun was shining over Whiskerville when Inspector Skunky Luke climbed into the
driver's seat of the old green camping van.

“Everybody buckled in?” he called.

“Present!” squeaked Mr. Squibbles from the back.

“Present and ready!” added Redmond Whatanut, clutching his clipboard with his left paw.
Snowball settled into the passenger seat beside Luke, surrounded by bags of snacks.

“Why do you have three bags of crackers?” Luke asked.

Snowball blinked innocently. “One for breakfast, one for lunch, and one for emergencies.”
“What kind of emergencies?”

“Snack emergencies.”

Luke sighed, turned the key, and off they went!

Marley stuck her head out the window, Scout watched the road from the back, and Bandit tried
to convince Peter that he could navigate using a map upside down.

Charlie chirped from his travel perch as the van rolled toward the Whiskerville Wilderness
Campground.

“Next stop, adventure!” Luke announced.

“Next stop, snacks!” Snowball corrected.



The campground was perfect. Tall pine trees surrounded a sparkling lake, golden leaves danced
in the breeze, and the mountains stood proudly in the distance.

Luke parked beside a level patch of grass.

“All right, gang! Let's get camp set up before sunset.”

Scout inspected the area for safety. Marley helped carry a sleeping bag, although he seemed
convinced it was a new bed just for him.

Bandit hauled a bundle of tent poles while Peter carried the smaller camping supplies. Sandi
and Sherri arranged the blankets, and Sally supervised from a comfortable log.

Mr. Squibbles opened his notebook.

“Initial expenditure: one tent, six sleeping bags, two lanterns, one football, and an unreasonable
number of snacks.”

“Hey!” Snowball protested. “The snacks are essential equipment!”

Redmond nodded gravely. “I recommend we classify them as emergency provisions.”

“Finally,” Snowball said, “someone understands me.”

Everything was going smoothly.

Which, naturally, meant disaster was only a few minutes away.

“Pole A goes into sleeve B,” Luke explained.

“Which one is sleeve B?” asked Bandit.

“The one on the other side,” said Peter.

“Other side of what?” asked Redmond.

Nobody knew.

Within minutes, the tent looked less like a shelter and more like a giant green pretzel.

One pole sprang loose and bounced into a bush. Another rolled beneath a log. Bandit
disappeared beneath a flap of canvas, leaving only his striped tail sticking out.

“I'm fine!” he called. “I think!”

Marley wagged her tail so hard that a tent peg popped out of the ground.

The whole tent leaned sideways.

Sandi and Sherri hopped back as the fabric slid over their ears. Scout tried to hold one corner in
place, while Sally sat perfectly still and watched the catastrophe unfold.

Luke stared at the mess.

“I have solved missing treats, runaway suspects, and a factory full of suspicious donuts. Surely [
can manage a tent!”

Snowball appeared at his side with a packet of crackers.

“Would you like a snack before your next attempt?”

Luke looked at the crackers.

Then at the tent.

“Give me two.”

Meanwhile, Mr. Squibbles scribbled furiously.

“Assistant Auditor, record the following: the tent has become an independent entity and
appears to be resisting lawful assembly.”

Redmond wrote it down.

“Should I list the tent as a suspect?”

“Absolutely.”

After a snack break, Luke called everyone together.

“New plan. Nobody pulls anything until we know where it goes.”

Peter and Bandit sorted the poles. Sandi and Sherri helped straighten the tent fabric. Redmond
held the instructions, turning them around until the pictures faced the right way.

Mr. Squibbles examined the diagram.



“According to my calculations, we have been attempting to install the roof before establishing
the foundation.”

Everyone stared at him.

“You mean we did it backward?” Luke asked.

“Precisely.”

For once, the Chief Auditor had found the answer without needing to audit a single acorn.
They started again.

Scout held a corner steady. Marley sat on a sleeping bag to stop it blowing away. Bandit secured
the ropes, and Peter carefully pushed the poles into their proper sleeves.

Snowball passed out another round of snacks.

“Motivation,” he explained.

At last, the final pole clicked into place.

The tent stood tall and proud.

The whole gang cheered!

Luke grinned. “Now that is teamwork.”

Sally finally rose from her log, inspected the tent, and gave one approving nod.

Mr. Squibbles underlined a sentence in his notebook.

Finding: Cooperation produces superior results to panicked flapping.

With the tent secure and the sleeping bags ready, Luke brought out the football.

“Who's up for a game?”

Marley bounded into the meadow before anyone could answer.

“That's a yes!” Luke laughed.

Scout took his position as the defensive powerhouse. Bandit darted across the grass, Peter
cheered from the sidelines, and the twin rabbits hopped excitedly as the ball sailed through the
air.

Redmond decided he would be the official scorekeeper.

Mr. Squibbles appointed himself referee.

“Personal foul!” he shouted.

Everyone froze.

“What happened?” asked Luke.

“Someone has stepped on my clipboard!”

Redmond raised his left paw. “That would be me, Chief.”

“Carry on, then.”

Snowball cheered from a picnic blanket, where the snack supply was arranged in neat little
piles.

Charlie fluttered overhead, chirping as Marley charged after the ball. The husky skidded
through a mound of leaves, sending a golden shower into the air.

Scout caught the ball and proudly trotted it back.

“Touchdown!” Luke called.

The gang erupted in cheers.

Nobody kept track of the final score. Everyone agreed that Marley had probably scored the
most points, although Mr. Squibbles suspected some questionable ball possession.

[t was, officially, the best football game Whiskerville had ever played in a forest.

As evening settled over the campground, the sky turned violet and the first stars appeared
above the pine trees.

The campfire crackled in its stone ring, sending sparks dancing toward the heavens.
Snowball distributed marshmallows, crackers, and enough treats to make Mr. Squibbles
reconsider his earlier budget concerns.



“Perhaps,” the Chief Auditor admitted, “the snack allocation was reasonable.”

Snowball smiled smugly. “I accept your apology.”

The gang settled into a circle of blankets.

Bandit told a ridiculous story about a raccoon who accidentally stole an entire bakery. Peter
laughed so hard that he nearly dropped his marshmallow. Sandi and Sherri shared a story
about twin rabbits who discovered a secret garden, while Redmond insisted on adding an
official footnote to every tale.

Then Luke looked around the circle.

“You know what I like best about camping?” he asked.

“The snacks?” Snowball suggested.

“The football?” Marley added.

“The opportunity to file reports under natural lighting?” asked Mr. Squibbles.

Luke chuckled.

“No. It's getting to spend time with all of you. We work together, we help each other, and even
when things go wrong, we figure them out.”

Scout rested his head beside Luke. Sally curled up on a blanket, and Charlie tucked himself into
a cozy perch nearby.

The fire glowed warmly as the gang watched the stars.

Redmond closed his notebook.

“Chief, I believe we can officially declare this expedition a success.”

Mr. Squibbles nodded solemnly.

“Agreed. Although I shall be conducting a follow-up audit of Snowball's snack inventory in the
morning.”

Snowball gasped.

“Not before breakfast!”

Everyone burst out laughing.

And beneath the Whiskerville stars, surrounded by friends, a slightly crooked tent, and a
mountain of empty snack wrappers, the gang settled in for a wonderful night in the wilderness.

The End... until the next Whiskerville adventure! .thh



