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Intruder at the Campfire . ..

The boy sitting next to Holly started to speak, but
suddenly there was a bloodcurdling scream from
the near edge of the woods.

An instant later the brush parted and a figure
leaped into the firelight.

He was dressed in a dark shirt and pants, and a
hockey mask gleamed on his face.

As Holly watched, horrified, he pulled a hatchet out
of his belt and began to advance on the counselors.
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chapter

Camp Nightwing
Dear Chief,

Here I am at Camp Nightwing, just as I prom-
ised. The other counselors are already here—and
the lucky campers are arriving tomorrow.

Everything looks cool so far. Don’t worry
about a thing, Chief. I'll make them pay. Every
one of them. Just as I promised you. Before I'm
through, everyone will be calling it “Camp Night-
mare.”

I’'m just trying-to figure out where to start. Any

ideas, Chief? Please write back and let me know

what you think. 1’"m dying to hear from you.
Yours forever,
Me



| chaptel

The spider’s shiny body glistened in a
shaft of sunlight as it slid down a thread from the
ceiling. At the bottom of the thread it splayed out its
eight long legs all at once, then dropped onto the
center of the white pillow.

“AAAGH!” With a startled cry Holly Flynn
jumped back from the bunk, pulling her duffel bag to
the floor. Her heart pounding, she took a deep breath,
then leaned over for a closer look. The spider was
about the size of a quarter.

“Go away, spider,” Holly said earnestly. “Go back
where you came from.”

The spider ignored her. It seemed as if it might be
prepared to remain on her pillow for the rest of the
day, if not the whole summer.

2



LIGHTS OUT

“I hate this,” Holly said out loud. Cautiously she
approached the bunk again. “It’s just a harmless
spider,” she reassured herself. “It can’t hurt me.”

She knew that what she was saying was true, but she
also knew that she couldn’t bear the thought of
touching a bug of any sort—even to kill it. Especially
to kill it. Holly’s mother often said that Holly was too
tenderhearted for her own good. Making a sudden
decision, Holly gingerly picked up the pillow and
tossed it onto another bunk. She didn’t care what the
spider did as long as it didn’t do it on her bunk. With a
loud sigh she picked up the duffel bag and returned to
the task of unpacking her gear.

As she stashed folded T-shirts, underwear, and
shorts in the drawers of her tiny cubby, Holly asked
herself for the hundredth time that morning what she
was doing there.

It had all started with a phone call from her uncle
Bill two weeks earlier. Usually Holly was delighted to
speak with her favorite uncle. But during that phone
call her uncle had sounded worried, even though he
was obviously trying to make a joke of everything. It
turned out that he was inviting Holly to work as a
counselor at his summer camp—Camp Nightwing.

“You can’t be serious. I hate the outdoors!” Holly
had protested. “You know I’'m terrified of bugs and
snakes.”

“All the critters here are friendly,” he had joked.
“It’ll be good for you, Holly. Get out in the fresh air,
get some exercise, get you away from Fear Street.”

Holly laughed. Uncle Bill was always teasing her
about living on Fear Street. He thought it was funny to
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FEAR STREET

remind her of the grisly legends about the street. But,
thank goodness, she wasn’t superstitious, and she
liked her old-fashioned house and the other old
houses on the street.

“But I don’t know the first thing about being a
counselor,” she went on.

“You’ll learn,” Bill promised in his hearty, booming
voice. “Besides, you’re an expert swimmer and a good
sailor, and you’d be great teaching crafts.” Before
Holly could protest further, Bill asked to speak to her
mother, his sister.

With growing misgivings Holly watched as her
mother talked to Uncle Bill. She saw the crease of
worry on her mother’s forehead when she hung up.
“Bill really needs your help,” she told Holly. “His
camp is barely making it, honey. Besides, you don’t
have any other summer plans since that job at the
Dairy Freeze fell through—and it’ll be good for you to
be outdoors.”

Bill had always been Holly’s favorite uncle. He was
always ready with a joke or a hug—whatever she
needed most.

But Bill had always had hard luck with every
business he ever started. He’d owned Camp
Nightwing for the past three years, and everyone in
the family hoped it would finally be the success he
deserved. But things had begun to go wrong the first
year. A fire started by lightning had burned down the
rec hall. The second year there was a flood, and right
after that an outbreak of measles had closed the camp
for three weeks.
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LIGHTS OUT

Last year, sadly, a camper had been killed in a
boating accident.

As a result of those disasters, Bill was barely keep-
ing the camp afloat. He couldn’t pay as much as other
camps and was having trouble hiring enough counse-
lors. “If only he can make a success of it this year,”
Holly’s mother pleaded. “Please, Holly, at least think
about it.”

Feeling trapped, Holly finally agreed. She did owe it -
to her uncle, after all. And besides, it might be good to
get away from Shadyside for a while. Her attempts at
finding a summer job had been unsuccessful. And she
had just had a stormy breakup with her boyfriend,
George, and she didn’t want to be running into him at
Pete’s Pizza and the mall.

Now, two weeks later, standing in the empty cabin,
she thought that if only she could learn to love snakes
and spiders . . .

“Yo, anyone here?”

Holly came out of her daydreams to see her best
friend, Thea Mack, standing in the open cabin door-
way, her short dark curls bobbing over her expression
of mock exasperation. “Are you deaf?”’ Thea de-
manded.

“Thea!” cried Holly, feeling happy for the first time
that day. “When did you get here?”

“A few minutes ago,” said Thea. “I was going to ask
you to sit on the bus with me, but when I called your
house this morning you’d already left.”

“I drove down with my mom,” said Holly. “She
wanted to see Uncle Bill.”

5



FEAR STREET

“It’s just so hard to believe that Uncle Bill is really
your uncle,” said Thea, watching Holly finish her
unpacking. “When I was here last year, I had no idea.
I just thought he was this funny, nice man everyone
called Uncle.”

“I’m lucky to have him for an uncle,” agreed Holly.
“But, Thea, do me a favor—don’t let anyone else
know. Uncle Bill and I think it would be best to keep it
a secret that we’re related, so people won’t treat me
differently.”

“Okay, fine,” said Thea. She turned Holly’s duffel
upside down and shook it out over the bed. “All
finished,” she said. “What should I do with this?”

“Stash it under the bunk, I guess,” Holly said.
“Aren’t you going to unpack?”

“I’ll do it later,” said Thea. “I’m not as organized as
you. So, ready for exciting camp counseling experi-
ences?”

“I’m just hoping to make it through to the end of
the summer!” said Holly. “Thea, you know I’'m not
the outdoors type.”

I don’t even look right, Holly thought, comparing
her own pale white arms to her friend’s dark, freckled
skin. Thea was the perfect image of an outdoors
athlete, with her compact, muscular build and short
hair. Holly, on the other hand, was long and lanky
with fine pale hair. An indoors type if there ever was
one. -

“Don’t be silly,” said Thea. “That’s just what you
tell yourself. But I know you’re a good swimmer, and
you just need experience with the other stuff. Just be
sure to wear plenty of sunscreen when you go out.”
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LIGHTS OUT

“Right,” said Holly.

“Really,” Thea insisted, “this can be a wonderful
opportunity for you. And if you're not interested in
the outdoors, well, there are plenty of other attrac-
tions here.”

“Like what?” said Holly.

“Like some really good-looking guys,” said Thea.

“I know about the one you have the thing for—
what’s his name—John?”

“John Hardesty,” said Thea. “Yeah. I had fun with
him last summer. He’s supposed to be back this year,
but I haven’t seen him yet.”

“I can’t wait to meet him,’
talked about him enough.”

“He’s not the only one either,” Thea went on. “The
archery counselor is a real babe, and there’s a new
boating instructor who—""

“Forget it,” Holly cut in. “After George, I'm on
vacation from boys for the whole summer, In fact,
that’s one of the reasons I decided to come.”

“Don’t be too sure,” said Thea. “There might be so
many guys to choose from that you’ll—"

But before she could say more, a piercing cry rang
through the camp.

“Help!” a frantic, terrified voice called. “Help!
Someone please help me!”

;]

said Holly. “You've



chapter

€€
H elp!” the voice cried again. “Please,
someone help!”

Holly felt as if her heart had stopped.

The voice belonged to her uncle Bill!

“Come on!” she told Thea. Without waiting for an
answer, she bolted out of Cabin Five, running hard
toward the main building across the road.

Uncle Bill’s cries were coming from the rec room,
which was a big, screened-in area at one end of the
mess hall. “Over here!”” she called to Thea.

Holly yanked open the big screen door, and she and
Thea ran into the room. At first all she could see was a
big pile of sports equipment. Catcher’s mitts, tennis
rackets, volleyball and badminton nets, and balls of
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LIGHTS OUT

every sort were piled in a huge jumble in the center of
the floor.

And then she saw that teetering over the pile was a
huge metal cabinet, attached to the wall on one side
and completely loose on the other. Uncle Bill was
buried under the sports equipment, his leg trapped
under the loose side of the cabinet.

“Uncle Bill!” Holly cried, kneeling by him. “Are
you all right? What happened?”

“I think I’'m okay,” Bill said, grimacing. “But I need
help. I was checking the equipment out when the
cabinet just came loose. I was afraid if I tried to move
it, the whole thing would pull out of the wall and come
down on top of me.”

“Just hold still,” said Holly. “Thea and I will move
it off you.” She and her friend pushed the sports
equipment aside, then took hold of the loose side of
the cabinet and, pushing as hard as they could,
gradually righted it. Peering inside the empty cabinet,
Holly could see where the bolts had come loose.

While Thea held the cabinet to make sure it didn’t
fall again, Holly helped Bill to his feet. There was a big
red mark on his calf where the cabinet had had him
pinned, and he winced when he stood on that foot.

“Are you okay?” asked Holly. “Do you need a
doctor?”

“I'm fine,” said Bill. “Just a bruise. Thanks a lot,
girls. I didn’t feel like spending the rest of the day on
the floor.” He walked over to where Thea was holding
the cabinet. “Now, let’s see what’s going on here,” he
said.

9



FEAR STREET

Holly and Thea watched while Uncle Bill inspected
the cabinet, moving the free end forward and back-
ward. “This is the strangest thing,” he finally said,
partly to the girls and partly to himself. “Do you
see how this is designed? With bolts at all four
corners?”

Holly and Thea nodded. “I had my handyman
make it that way so it would never pull out of the
wall,” Bill went on. “Even in a heavy thunderstorm
with high winds, it should stay smack up against the
wall. But somehow—somehow the bolts on one side
worked loose. I just can’t understand it.”

“Maybe they weren’t tight enough,” Thea sald

“I checked them myself,” Bill said. “First thing
when I opened the camp last week. I always double-
check everything. I don’t understand it. .. .”

“You’re just lucky the bolts came off on only one
side,” said Holly. “If the whole cabinet had fallen, it
could have killed you!”

For a moment Uncle Bill seemed to be startled, then
he smiled again. “You worry too much, Princess,” he
told Holly, calling her by his pet name. “But you raise
a good point. I'd better check the other side while I'm
at it.” He tousled Holly’s hair affectionately.

“Uncle Bill,” she said. “Please. You promised if I
came here, you wouldn’t let anyone know you’re my
uncle.”

“Sorry,” he said. “I forgot. But you're right. We
don’t want anyone teasing you. I’m just sorry I'm not
going to get to brag about you.”

Holly laughed, feeling embarrassed.

Bill pushed a heavy table against the cabinet to hold
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LIGHTS OUT

it up. “Well, I'd better get my tools and fix this up,” he
said, starting out.

“We'll neaten up all the sports gear,” said Holly.

“Thanks a lot,” said Bill. “I appreciate it.”

“You’re so lucky,” said Thea after he left. “I wish I
had an uncle like him.”

Holly bent down and began to untangle the twisted
volleyball net. “There’s so much gear here,” she said
after a moment. “The camp has enough sports equip-
ment for the Olympics.”

“lI know,” said Thea. “It’s a really great camp.
That’s why so many counselors did come back this
year.”

Holly was silent, thinking of what her mother had
told her about Uncle Bill’s troubies. I’ve got to do
everything I can to help him this summer, she
thought. No matter what.

“Where should we put all this stuff?”” asked Thea.

“I don’t know,” said Holly. “Pile it up on the table,
I guess.”

She had finally managed to fold the volleyball net
and was carrying it over to the table. She took another
good look at the cabinet. It reached nearly to the
ceiling, and she didn’t want to think about what it
weighed. She felt a little shudder as she thought of
what could have happened to her uncle.

Thea came over with a large box filled with Ping-
Pong paddles and tennis rackets. “This could take all
day,” she said. Then, as she set the gear down:
“What’s that?”

“What’s what?” asked Holly.

“There, behind the cabinet,” said her friend. Holly
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FEAR STREET

looked where Thea was pointing and saw a flash of
red. Curious, she peered behind the cabinet. In the
bolt hole where the top bolt had come loose from the
wall, a small red feather was sticking out.

“Now, that’s weird,” said Holly. She pulled the
feather out and examined it. “Where in the world did
this come from?”

“Who knows?”’ said Thea. “Maybe a cardinal flew
in and decided to molt.”

“Get real.” Holly laughed.

“It probably came from the crafts cabin,” said
Thea. “There’s lots of stuff like that in there—
feathers, beads, leather strips.”

“That must be it,” Holly agreed. But she couldn’t
help wondering how the feather had managed to get
inside the bolt hole.

In a few minutes all the sports gear was neatly
stacked except for the balls. Holly took a big card-
board box and began to fill it with baseballs, basket-
balls, rubber bouncing balls, beach balls, soccer balls,
and tennis balls. They were scattered all over the
room, and she wondered if she’d ever find them all.
While she worked, she half listened as Thea talked on
and on about the boys at camp.

After a few minutes Holly realized her uncle hadn t
come back. “What happened to Uncle Bill?” she
asked, interrupting Thea’s hundredth description of
John Hardesty. “He’s been gone awhile.”

“Oh, he probably got sidetracked,” said Thea. “I
saw a food-delivery truck drive by a few minutes
ago.”

12



LIGHTS OUT

Poor Uncle Bill, Holly thought while Thea chat-
tered on. He has to do practically everything in camp
by himself.

“So what do you think?” asked Thea.

“About what?”’ said Holly.

“Haven’t you been listening?”’ Thea said. “About
John. What should I do when I see him? Should I let
him know how glad I am to see him or play it cool?”

“Play it cool,” said Holly after a moment. “At least
till you see how he feels.”

“I’m sure he’ll be glad to see me too,” Thea said. *I
mean, he did write me a couple of times during the
year.”

“When was the last time?”

“January,” said Thea. “But he’s probably been
busy.”

“Probably,” agreed Holly.

“You don’t sound so sure,” said Thea, frowning.
“What do you really think?”

“How should I know?” Holly laughed. “Thea, I'm
not a mind reader! Besides, if things don’t work out
with John, what about all the other great guys you
were telling me about?”

“I was telling you about them for you, silly,” said
Thea. “Of course,” she added teasingly, “there might
be a little competition. . . .”

“You mean if things don’t work out with John.”

“We’re not the only girl counselors,” Thea said.
“But I was thinking mostly about Geri Marcus.”

Holly froze. “Who?"

“Geri Marcus.”

13



FEAR STREET

“Short red hair, from Waynesbridge?”” Holly real-
ized she was babbling, but she couldn’t help it.

“Right description,” Thea said, “but I don’t know
where she’s from. You can ask her yourself—here she
comes now.”

“No!” Holly cried. “Oh, no! Not here! It can’t be!”

14
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H olly felt as if her heart had dropped to
the bottom of her toes.

When Thea had first mentioned Geri, for just one
wild moment, Holly hoped that she meant some other
Geri Marcus. But now, seeing her walk up the grav-
eled path toward the rec room, there was no doubit.

Watching Geri’s easy stride, her perfect, blunt-cut
strawberry-blond hair, dazzling smile, and creamy
skin, Holly felt a mixture of emotions—warmth for
the friendship she and Geri had once had, and sadness
and anger for the way that that friendship had ended.

“What’s up?”’ asked Thea worriedly. “You look as if
you’ve seen a ghost.”

“In a way I have,” whispered Holly as the screen
door swung open. “I'll tell you about it later.”

15



FEAR STREET

Geri held the screen open a moment, then walked in
as if she owned the camp. At first her eyes narrowed
when she saw Holly, then she put on an easy smile.

“Hi, Geri,” said Thea. “Holly, this is Geri Marcus.
Geri, I want you to meet my friend Holly—"

“I know her already,” said Geri coolly. “And I had
a feeling she’d be here.” She walked past the two girls
and stood scanning the shelves of the lending library a
moment before picking up an armload of books.
Then, ignoring Holly and Thea, she went back out
again.

“What was that all about?”’ asked Thea when Geri
had gone.

“It’s a long story,” said Holly. She sighed and sat on
a camp stool, thinking about it. Even now, almost two
years later, Holly still didn’t understand what had
happened.

“l knew Geri in Waynesbridge,” she told Thea.
“From before my family moved to Shadyside.”

“And you two never hit it off?”” guessed Thea.

“Just the opposite,” said Holly. “We met on the
swim team. And even though we were the two best
swimmers, we were never really rivals. It’s hard to
explain, but it was like if one of us won an event, it felt
as if both of us had won.”

“So what happened?”” asked Thea.

Holly shook her head. “It was something really
stupid,” she said. “Geri and I had gotten to be good
friends outside of school. We’d sleep over, hang out,
do homework together. We were practically like sis-
ters. And then she met this guy.”

“Aha!” said Thea. “The plot thickens.”
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“Only it’s not funny,” said Holly, feeling again the
pain of that time two years earlier. “His name was
Brad Berlow, and he thought he was God’s gift to the
world. Only he was really a dork. Plus he was eighteen
years old and had already graduated from high school.
Naturally Geri’s parents said she couldn’t go out with
him.”

“If I know Geri, that didn’t stop her,” said Thea.

“She was convinced she was madly in love with
Brad,” said Holly. “She told me her life would be
ruined if she didn’t see him. Then she asked me to
cover for her and say she was with me when she was
with Brad.”

“Nice,” said Thea sarcastically. “So what did you
do?”

“It turned into a mess,” Holly admitted. “You
know me. I’'m not good at lying, but I promised her I
wouldn’t say anything about Brad to her parents. I just
wasn’t sure I could tell a direct lie. So Geri said she
understood and basically everything was fine until
one night about eleven o’clock her mother called my
house looking for her.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I was so rattled I just blurted out I hadn’t seen
Geri, so her mother goes, ‘But she’s supposed to be
studying with you.’ So like a dope I said, “Oh, I forgot,
she isn’t here yet.””

“At eleven o’clock at night?”

“Right,” Holly agreed gloomily. “So now Mrs.
Marcus is really upset and worried about Geri, so I
start telling her I'm sure Geri’s okay, and somehow
she figured out that Geri was with Brad.”
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“Whoa,” said Thea.

“So the next day Geri called. Her voice sounded so
cold, I almost didn’t recognize it. She said she was
grounded for the rest of the semester, and it was all my
fault. That I did it because I was jealous. I tried to
explain what happened, but she wouldn’t listen. She’s
hated me ever since.”

Thea was silent a moment. “But it wasn’t your
fault,” she said. “You told her you couldn’t tell a lie!
She should never have asked you to do it.”

“But she did,” said Holly. “And maybe if I'd been a
better friend, I'd have found some way to keep her
mother from getting suspicious.”

“I doubt it,” said Thea. “Anyway, it’s all in the past
now.”

“I thought it was,” said Holly. “When we moved to
Shadyside, I thought I’d never have to worry about
Geri again. But now she’s here.”

“Just ignore her,” said Thea sympathetically.
“Don’t let her ruin your summer.”

“I’ll try,” said Holly doubtfully.

There was a sudden raucous burst of laughter from
outside, followed by shouts and more laughter. “It
looks like most of the rest of the counselors have
arrived,” said Thea. “Let’s go check them out.”

“Let’s go look for John, you mean,” teased Holly.

“Well, that too,” said Thea. With a last look around
the rec room, the girls stepped back out into the
sunshine. It was late in the afternoon and beginning to
cool a little. Across the parking lot three boys were
taking turns hitting softballs, while a tall girl pitched
for them. Automatically Holly looked around for
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Geri, then saw that she was sitting at a picnic table
with a book open in front of her. Across the table a
handsome boy was frowning in concentration as he
wrote something.

“I don’t know everyone,” Thea told Holly. Then
she pointed straight up. “I could introduce you to Kit,
but the clown is up in a tree,” she said. Holly followed
her friend’s exasperated gaze to see a tall, gangly boy
shinnying up to the top of a maple.

“Is he crazy, or what?” asked Holly.

“What,” said Thea. “And crazy. Oh, look who’s
here.”

The tall girl who’d been pitching crossed the park-
ing lot with a friendly smile on her face.

“Hi, Thea,” she said in a warm voice. “Is this
Holly?” Holly watched the older girl approaching
them. The girl’s skin was darkly tanned, and her long,
shiny black hair was twisted into two long braids. She
was wearing a short one-piece jumpsuit of faded
denim, and around her neck hung a beautiful jade
pendant of an owl.

Holly just stared. She thought the girl was incredi-
bly attractive. No. Holly thought she was perfect.

“m Debra Wallach,” the girl said. “I’'m senior
counselor in your cabin.” She stuck her hand out, and
Holly shook it, suddenly nervous.

“I’'m glad to meet you,” Holly said. “I’m supposed
to be your assistant.”

“I know that,” said Debra. “In arts and crafts and
boating. Have you done this before? What experience
have you had?”

“Uh, not much,” admitted Holly, more rattled than
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ever. “I mean, I've done a lot of crafts but never taught
it. Them.”

“I see,” said Debra. Was Holly just imagining it, or
had her voice become cool? '

“I’'ve had a lot of experience boating, though,”
Holly went on quickly. “I’ve gone sailing with my
father every summer since I was three.”

“Unfortunately, we don’t have sailboats here,” said
Debra. “Just canoes and rowboats.”

She thinks I'm a complete jerk, Holly thought
gloomily.

“The important thing is to work hard and be willing
to learn,” Debra said, her voice friendly again. “As
long as you remember that, we’ll get along fine.” She
winked at Holly, then walked off toward the office.

‘““She’s tough, isn’t she?” said Holly.

“The toughest,” said Thea. “But she can be really
nice too—as long as you do things the way she wants
them done.”

“I’d better get back to my cabin and unpack the rest
of my stuff,” said Holly, suddenly worrying about
what perfect Debra would think if she found Holly
hadn’t finished unpacking.

“I'll walk you,” said Thea. “My cabin’s right be-
hind yours, and all my stuff is still sitting on my
bunk.”

As they approached the table where Geri was sitting
with the good-looking boy, Geri raised her eyes to
Holly with a face that was absolutely blank. Even a
frown would have been better. What is she thinking?
Holly wondered.

Thea apparently hadn’t noticed and cheerfully
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slapped the boy on the back. “Hi ya, Mick,” she said.
“Writing home already?”

Mick, who was tall and blond and looked like the
actor Kevin Bacon, seemed to be embarrassed and
covered the paper with his hand. “As a matter of fact,
I am,” he said. “My mom likes to hear from me a lot.
So I write a bunch of letters at the beginning of the
summer and then send one a week.”

“How do you know what’s going to happen?” Thea
asked.

“I just make it up,” said Mick. “Sort of like
predicting. And if you don’t leave me alone, I'll write
that you got eaten by a bear!”

Thea laughed, then introduced Mick to Holly.

“Nice to meet you,” said Mick. “I think I’ll write
my mom that you and I have gotten to be close—very
close friends.”

Holly just smiled at him, flustered. He was gor-
geous, but there was something a little dangerous
looking about him.

Forget Mick, she told herself. You’re taking a vaca-
tion from boys this summer.

“See you later,” she said as she and Thea continued
down the path.

“You can count on it!” said Mick, grinning.

She was still thinking about him when she got to her
cabin. “See you at the campfire,” said Thea.

“Right,” said Holly. Still thoughtful, she wandered
into the cabin. Through the window she could see the
orange sunlight slanting off the lake. It really is
beautiful here, she thought. And so far, it was shaping
up to be an interesting summer. She thought she was
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going to like working with Debra, Mick was intrigu-
ing, and Thea was her best friend in the world. If only
Geri weren’t there. But maybe, Holly thought, she
could have a talk with Geri and explain the misunder-
standing once and for all.

She retrieved her pillow from the nearby bunk and,
after inspecting it for bugs, replaced it on her own
bunk. Then she began to unpack her last bag, the little
overnight bag with her sunscreen, toothbrush, and
other cosmetics, and put away the stuff Thea had
dumped.

As it got closer to sunset, the cabin became darker,
and at a slight noise she tilted her head back to inspect
the ceiling.

And froze.

There, indistinct against the dark shadows, a huge
shape fluttered, then swooped down toward her.
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I t zoomed right over her head.

Instinctively Holly shut her eyes and covered her
head with her hands. When she finally opened her
eyes, nothing was there.

Her heart was pounding so hard she felt as if it
would pop out of her chest.

I just imagined I saw something, she told herself. It
was only a shadow.

But then something fluttered at the edge of her
vision, and turning toward it she recognized it: a bat.

An enormous brown bat.

Before she had time to move or think, the bat, its
mouth open wide, again flew over her, just grazing her
hair.
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She jumped back with a scream and grabbed a towel
from the top of her cubby. Frantically she beat at the
creature, driving it back, up toward the ceiling,.

I’ve got to get it out of here, she thought. I’ve got to
make it leave. |

She glanced wildly about the room for a more
substantial weapon. She saw nothing. But then she
noticed the canoe paddle leaning against the corner.
Before the bat could swoop toward her again, she
grabbed the paddle and began swinging it at the
creature. Startled, the bat flew to the far side of the
room, then began circling frantically.

Holly fought down her rising panic. Even more than
snakes and bugs, she was afraid of bats! But she could
see that the bat was afraid of her too.

Maybe, she thought, she could chase it outside with
the paddle.

Her hands trembling, she raised the paddle and
swung it at the bat. The animal’s only response was to
fly in even wider circles, emitting a frightened high-
pitched squeal.

Holly gradually made her way to the back of the
room, fighting her revulsion, and slowly waved the
paddle in the air. The bat flew away from her to the
front of the room.

It’s working! Holly thought and continued to guide
the bat toward the door.

And then suddenly, without warning, the bat turned
and flew directly at her face.

Still clutching the paddle, and screaming involun-
tarily, Holly darted under the screaming creature and
out the door—
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Directly into Geri Marcus.

“Why don’t you watch where you're going!” cried
Geri, jumping back. Then she saw the paddle, and the
terror on Holly’s face, and she smiled nastily. “Going
canoeing?”’ she asked.

Holly felt her face redden. To her embarrassment,
she saw that Geri was not alone—with her were
Debra and two other girls Holly hadn’t met.

“What'’s going on?” Debra demanded.

“There’s a bat,” Holly gasped. “A big bat in my
cabin.”

“Ewwww!” said one of the new girls.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake!” said Debra, sounding
disgusted. “Why didn’t you just chase it out? Some-
one go get a broom.”

One of the girls went off to the main building while
Holly started to explain that she had been trying to
chase the bat out when it flew at her.

“What did you expect?” said Debra. “It was proba-
bly terrified.” The other counselor returned with a
broom, and Debra took it into the cabin. Holly
couldn’t make herself go back in, so she just stood and
watched the door, feeling helpless and embarrassed.

“There are a lot of bats in these woods,” Geri said.
Holly heard the glee in her voice and couldn’t think of
an answer.

A moment later the bat flew out the front door
toward the woods. Debra followed, holding the
broom. “Come on, girls,” she said, setting it down.
“We’re going to be late for the campfire.”

Holly took a deep breath to force herself to calm
down, then followed the others to the clearing near the
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woods. Most of the other counselors were already
there, roasting hot dogs over a roaring fire in the early
twilight. With relief Holly saw Thea sitting by herself
and went to join her.

“Hi,” she said, sitting down and spearing a hot dog
with a sharp green stick.

“Hi,” said Thea. She sounded glum, and Holly was
about to ask her what was wrong when Mick came
over and sat between the two of them.

“Welcome to the first cookout of the season,” he
said, giving Holly a big smile.

“Everything smells delish,” said Holly, smiling
back.

“Try the potato salad,” said Mick. “It’s one of
Uncle Bill’s specialties. Too bad being on time isn’t
another one.”

Holly smiled. Uncle Bill always ran late, because he
tried to do too many things at once.

“So we’re just hanging out till he shows up,” Mick
went on. “Too bad we don’t have a video to watch.”

“Great idea, Mick,” said Thea. “I thought the
whole point of camp was to get away from civiliza-
tion.”

“I wasn’t thinking of civilized videos,” countered
Mick. “You know how people tell ghost stories around
campfires? I was just thinking it’d be even better to
watch horror videos.”

“I don’t like horror movies,” said Holly.

“Really?” said Mick. “Not even the Friday the
Thirteenth movies?”

“I never saw them,” admitted Holly.

“I don’t believe it!” said Mick. “Everyone’s seen
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Friday the Thirteenth movies. There are at least eight
of them. You're kidding, right?”’

“She’s not,” said Thea. “Holly really doesn’t like
movies much. She reads books instead.”

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” said Mick.
“They’re great. See, the whole thing is there’s this
weird guy who wears a hockey mask, and he goes
around killing campers—"

“Gross!” said Holly.

“It’s really exciting,” Mick went on. “There’s this
one scene in the first movie where a camper goes out
in the woods alone, and she doesn’t know the guy with
the hockey mask is there, and he’s got this hatchet,
see—"

“I get the picture,” said Holly.

Mick laughed. “Well, I still think you should see it.
I'll be back in a minute,” he added. “I need to get
some more potato salad.”

Holly turned to Thea. “Do you really like those
dumb horror movies?” she asked her friend.

“They’re okay,” said Thea. “Sometimes it can be
fun to be scared.” She smiled, then began smearing
mustard on her hot-dog bun.

Fun to be scared... Holly looked at the trees
looming at the edge of the campfire. Now that it was
dark, the woods no longer appeared to be friendly and
inviting, but instead seemed only to be full of dark,
menacing shapes.

She scooted a little closer toward the warmth and
cheerful light of the campfire. Directly across the fire
she noticed Geri, who was chatting and laughing with
some of the other junior counselors.
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This whole thing was a mistake, she thought. How
can I make it through a whole summer here?

A whistle suddenly blew and immediately cheered
her up. It was Uncle Bill, carrying a huge cooler.
“More sodas,” he announced, setting the cooler
down. “Plenty for everyone. Whatever you like.”

Several of the counselors got up and helped them-
selves while Uncle Bill seated himself on a big rock at
one side of the fire. He glanced at Holly and gave her a
quick, private wink, then began talking again in his
hearty, booming voice.

“I want to welcome all of you to Camp Nightwing,”
he said. “For the new counselors, my name is Bill
Patterson, but everyone calls me Uncle Bill. The
campers will be arriving tomorrow, so just remember
to keep cool and have a good time. That’s rule number
one—have a good-time. Rule number two is to follow
all the other rules. You've all received a printed list,
but I'll just hit the high spots—"

There was a sudden rustling in the woods behind
Uncle Bill.

For a moment he stopped talking, then went on. “If
you’re new here, you might be a little nervous about
the things you hear in the woods at night. But there’s
nothing to be afraid of. In fact, this camp is the
healthiest, most wholesome place you could possibly
spend your summer.”

The rustling noise had started again, much louder
now. All of the counselors were staring at the edge of
the woods.

What could it be? Holly wondered. Were there
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bears? She couldn’t keep her mind on what Uncle Bill
was saying.

“So before we go any further,” he said, finally
cutting into her thoughts, “I think we ought to intro-
duce ourselves. I've already told you who I am, so let’s
just go around the circle. Debra?”

“My name is Debra Wallach,” the dark-haired girl
said. “This is my third year at camp. I’m a boating
counselor, and I also work in arts and crafts.”

The boy sitting next to her started to speak but
stopped because of a bloodcurdling scream from the
edge of the woods.

An instant later the brush parted, and a figure
leaped forward into the firelight.

He was dressed in a dark shirt and pants, a hockey
mask gleaming on his face.

As Holly watched, horrified, he pulled a hatchet out
of his belt and began to advance on her.
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H olly stared, unable to speak, as the
masked figure waved his hatchet.

Someone across the fire from her screamed, and
then Uncle Bill’'s booming voice filled the air.

“Very funny, Kit,” he said calmly. “Thanks for
reminding us of my favorite film.”

“Hey, man,” said the masked figure. “Come on,
admit it—I saw your face—you were just as scared as
everyone else.”

“Not scared,” said Bill. “Horrified—at the thought
of a whole summer of your idiotic jokes.”

The others laughed, and Kit removed his mask,
revealing a pale face with freckles and light blue eyes.

“For those who don’t know him,” said Uncle Bill,
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“this deadly hatchet murderer is Kit Damon. Watch
your step around him, and I mean that literally.”

Thea leaned close to Holly. “Kit thinks his jokes are
hilarious,” she whispered. “But I think he’s a little
weird.”

“A little weird?” whispered Holly.

“Last summer he really scared a couple of kids with
one of his stunts,” Thea went on. “Uncle Bill almost
threw him out of camp. I can’t believe he allowed him
back this summer.”

Holly didn’t answer. Suddenly she felt worse for
Uncle Bill than ever. She knew why he had to rehire
Kit—he was desperate for staff.

A short, plump counselor across the fire was intro-
ducing herself, but Holly couldn’t understand her
because she mumbled. She noticed that Kit had
plopped down next to Geri, but Geri was ignoring
him.

“Kit’s crazy about Geri,” Thea whispered. “All last
summer he followed her around like a puppy dog.”

. “She doesn’t seem to be too thrilled with him,” said
Holly.

“She thinks he’s a nerd,” said Thea. “But he just
doesn’t give up. I think one reason he works so hard at
his ‘jokes’ is to get her to notice him.”

Mick had just finished introducing himself, and
now a tall, handsome boy with sun-streaked blond
hair began speaking.

“I’'m Sandy Wayne,” the boy said, “and I'm from
Center City. I’ll be teaching tennis and wilderness
camping.”
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“He’s new,” Thea whispered. “I tried to talk to him
this afternoon, but he didn’t have anything to say.”

“Maybe he’s shy,” said Holly.

“Maybe,” agreed Thea. “I think he’s got money. He
was wearing those Porsche sunglasses. You know, the
ones that cost two hundred dollars. What kind of
person would wear two-hundred-dollar shades in a
place like this?”

“A rich one. Next question,” said Holly with a
laugh.

“If he has so much money, then why is he working
here?”

“Maybe he just likes the outdoors,” said Holly,
beginning to feel exasperated. Sometimes Thea’s
nosiness got to her.

“That’s John,” Thea said, pointing to the compact,
dark, good-looking boy in cutoff jeans and a green
rugby shirt who was introducing himself as John
Hardesty. Holly noticed that he didn’t meet anyone’s
eyes, and especially seemed to be avoiding Thea’s.

“He’s been sitting by himself all night,” said Thea.
“Tying knots in a rope. He hasn’t come over to see me
or even waved.”

“Maybe he didn’t see you,” said Holly, aware of
how lame that sounded even as she said it.

“Maybe,” said Thea. “But I doubt it.”

Now Holly understood why Thea had been so
jumpy all evening. She tried to think of something
comforting to say to Thea because it seemed as if John
hadn’t been as thrilled by last summer’s romance as
Thea had been.
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The introductions were finally over, and Holly
wondered if she’d ever be able to keep all the names
straight.

“It’s getting late now,” Uncle Bill was saying, “so I
won’t keep you much longer. You've all got printouts
of the camp rules.

“I just want to go over a few of the more important
ones. Lights out is at nine o’clock sharp for the
campers and at ten-thirty for the counselors.”

There were two or three groans of protest, and Mick
asked, “What about weekends or when we’re off
duty?”

“No exceptions,” said Uncle Bill firmly. “Whenev-
er I’ve made exceptions in the past, people overslept
in the morning.”

“Most of the rules aren’t bad compared to those of
other camps,” Thea whispered to Holly. ‘“But Uncle
Bill is really strict about the ones he does have.”

“We recycle soda cans and paper—you’ll find the
appropriate bins in the mess hall,” Uncle Bill con-
tinued. “And finally—and this one is a biggie—
counselors are absolutely forbidden to date campers.
By date I mean hang out with socially, hold hands, go
to the dances together . . . in other words, be involved
with. If you see your true love among the campers,
that’s fine. See them during the school year. But not
here. Not ever. Anyone who breaks this rule will
immediately be expelled from camp. Any questions?”

“What if one of the campers falls madly in love with
me?” said Kit. “What am I supposed to do then?”

*“Call Ripley’s Believe It or Not,” joked Mick.
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The others all laughed, and for a moment Holly felt
a little sorry for Kit. So far his two jokes had backfired
on him.

Uncle Bill signaled he was finished by standing and
walking closer to the fire. “Don’t stay up too late,” he
said with a friendly grin. ‘“Remember we all start work
tomorrow.”

Holly watched affectionately as her uncle lumbered
off. Some of the kids started roasting marshmallows.
while others began drifting off to their cabins.

Holly suddenly became aware that she was very
tired and decided to go to bed early.

“Walk back to the cabin with me?”’ she said to Thea.

Thea nodded. “Wait here,” she said. “I’m going to
say hi to John.”

Holly watched as Thea crossed to the other side of
the campfire, where John was still sitting by himself,
staring blankly into the fire. She couldn’t hear what he
said when Thea approached, but her heart sank when
she saw the cold, unemotional look on John’s face. He
was reacting to Thea like a zombie. What on earth did
Thea see in him, anyway?

Holly watched as Thea gamely continued to talk.
Just then someone grabbed Holly’s arm from behind.
She spun around to see Mick grinning at her.

“Ready for your first night in the woods?” he said.
Up close he looked even more like Kevin Bacon.

“I think so,” she said. “So far so good, anyway.”

“If you get scared, just call on me,” he said. “I'll .
protect you.”

“Until lights out, anyway,” she cracked.

“Or after. Don’t let Uncle Bill scare you with his
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rules. He talks like he’s rough and tough, but he’s a
pussycat underneath.”

Holly couldn’t help smiling because she knew that
what Mick said was true.

“Walk you back to your cabin?” Mick said then.

“Thanks anyway,” said Holly. “I’'m walking with
Thea. We have some things to talk about.”

“Another time, then,” said Mick. “After all, it’s a
long summer.” He turned and sauntered off. Holly
watched him go, her heart beating fast. What was it
about him that was so attractive? Was it that he
seemed somehow . . . dangerous?

She turned back to find Thea and was startled to see
Geri standing under a tree only a few feet away. Geri
was staring directly at Holly with hatred so intense
Holly could feel it move through her body. When Geri
caught her eye, she didn’t blink, but continued to glare
angrily, even menacingly.
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Camp Nightwing
Dear Chief,

Things are off to a good start. I’ve started my
work already, just as I promised you. It wasn’t
easy taking the bolts out of the wall, but it worked
like a dream—or a nightmare. It’s just too bad
that the whole cabinet didn’t come down. But I
have plenty of time.

After all, lots of accidents can happen in a
summer camp—1Ilots of deadly accidents.

Please write and let me know how you are
doing. Remember, Chief, I'm always here for you.

Yours forever,
Me
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H olly was awakened before six by the
songs of a thousand birds. Usually she liked to sleep as
late as possible, but the golden sunlight and the fresh
pine-scented air streaming in through the cabin win-
dow made her feel wide awake and refreshed.

Who knows? she thought to herself. Maybe I am an
outdoors person and just never knew it.

Debra was still asleep in her bunk across the room,
so Holly dressed quickly and quietly, slipping into her
new pink-striped bathing suit and grabbing a towel
before stepping outside.

A faint, hazy mist hung over the woods to the east,
and the ground around the cabins was lightly dusted
with dew. It’s really beautiful here, she thought. No
wonder Uncle Bill loves it so much.
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She followed the path down to the lake, the pine
needles tickling her bare feet.

She had nearly reached the shore when she heard a
pounding noise behind her and realized that someone
was running after her down the path.

Startled, she turned around quickly, then relaxed
when she saw Sandy jogging toward her. He was
dressed in a red warm-up suit and the fancy sunglasses
Thea had mentioned.

“Hi,” he said, slowing. “I hope I didn’t startle you. I
always go for a run in the morning.”

“I hardly ever do anything in the morning,” said
Holly with a yawn. “But it’s so beautiful today, I just
couldn’t resist a swim.”

“I know what you mean,” said Sandy. “Say—want
to come for a walk in the woods? There’s a birds’ nest
I found yesterday. The little birds are almost old
enough to fly. They’re really fun to watch.”

“That sounds great,” said Holly. “I’d like to see
them later. But I don’t have a lot of time this
morning.”

“Right,” said Sandy, smiling. “But listen—be care-
ful about swimming alone. The lake gets deep very
suddenly. And stay away from the muddy bank.
That’s where the leeches are.”

“Thanks,” said Holly. “Leeches, yuck! I'll stay in
the roped-off section.” .

“Then you’ll be fine,” said Sandy. “Have a nice
swim.” He turned onto another path and disappeared
into the woods, the soft thud of his Nikes gradually
fading.
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Holly made a mental note to get to know Sandy
better. He was good-looking and had a great smile.
But for some reason there wasn’t anything exciting
about him, not like—

““Hi, there!”” Holly was jolted out of her thoughts as
Mick suddenly appeared on the path ahead of her.

“Oh!” she said, jumping. “Where did you come
from?”

“The woods,” said Mick. “Sorry if I scared you. I
like to cut through the woods. It’s more interesting
than taking the marked path.”

“I was just going to take a quick swim,” said Holly.

“So I see,” said Mick admiringly. He studied her so
intently that Holly felt herself begin to blush.

“Nice suit,” he said. Then he grinned. “Mind if I
walk with you? I want to check out the boats before
the campers get here.”

“Sure,” said Holly. “I’ll help. I'm supposed to be
assisting Debra in boating instruction.”

“We have canoes and rowboats,” Mick explained.
“The kids all like the canoes best. Last year we had
five, but there was a—an accident, so there are only
four now.”

The boat dock was just over a little hill that looked
directly down into the lake. In the early-morning light
the lake gleamed with golden streaks of reflected
sunshine.

“The lake’s so beautiful,” Holly said. “Does it have
a name?”

“Feather Lake,” said Mick. “It got its name because
of all the waterfowl that stop here on their migrating
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path. My grandfather grew up around here, and he
once told me that—whoa!” He stopped talking sud-
denly and jogged the remaining few feet to the
dock.

“What’s the matter?”” asked Holly, catching the
note of alarm in his voice.

“The canoes—I see only one—"’

Holly ran after him onto the short wooden dock.
Bobbing at the ends of their leads were three rowboats
and one battered-looking canoe.

“They’re in the water!” said Mick. “Over here!”

Holly bent her head to see where he was pointing.
Beneath the clear surface of the lake she could make
out three canoes resting on the sandy bottom, each
with a large hole in the side.

“How could that happen?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” said Mick. “But those holes weren’t
accidentally made.” He took off his canvas high-
tops and jumped into the water, soaking his cut-
offs and T-shirt. “Come on,” he ordered. “Help
me.” :

Holly dropped her towel and followed Mick into the
chilly water. Together they began to push and pull at
the canoe nearest the shore, finally getting it up onto
the grassy bank. Mick tipped it onto its side to let the
remaining water drain out, then squatted to study the
hole.

“Someone must have punched it in,” he said,
pointing to the jagged aluminum edges. “Maybe with
a chisel.”

Holly touched the sharp edge around the hole, then
saw something that made the hair on the back of her
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neck prickle. Just beside the hole, stuck between a seat
of the canoe and the gunwale, was a soggy red feather.

By the time Holly and Mick finished pulling the
other two canoes out of the water, it was midmorning.
The canoes were heavy, and Holly’s muscles ached.
She had missed breakfast, but there was no time to
eat. She only had time to get to her cabin, change, and
rush to meet the arriving campers.

On the way back to her cabin and while she
changed, Holly thought about what had happened.
She inspected the soggy red feather and put it next to
the one from the rec room in her top dresser drawer.
Was the second feather a coincidence? Or had some-
one deliberately unbolted the cabinet and slashed the
canoes and left the feathers as—what? Warnings?

“Holly, hurry up!” It was Thea at the door.
“Debra’s been asking where you are. The first bus just
arrived!”

Holly forgot about the feathers and hurried out of
the cabin after her friend. The big paved parking lot
was crowded with counselors and campers.

Debra, her dark braids wound around her head like
a crown, was checking names off on a clipboard as the
campers climbed out of the bus.

“Debra, I'm sorry,” Holly began to apologize.
“Some of the canoes were sunk, and I've been helping
Mick—" |

“l don’t have time for excuses,” said Debra
brusquely. She thrust a list at Holly. “These are the six
girls in Cabin Five,” she said. “Round them up and
help them get settled in. I have to go to check on a
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delivery at the crafts tent. I'll meet you back at the
cabin in a few minutes.”

Holly took the list, feeling stung. Debra hadn’t even
wanted to listen to her. Then she looked at the list
with misgivings. There were dozens of campers—
girls, boys, young ones, older ones—milling around
the parking lot. How would she ever find the ones who
belonged to Cabin Five?

“Just call out their names,” said a familiar voice.
Holly looked up gratefully to see a smiling Uncle Bill.
“Don’t worry, Holly,” he said. “Nobody knows who
the new campers are at first.”

Feeling much better, Holly began reading the list of
names aloud, and miraculously soon found all six
campers. The girls were so excited to be at camp that
Holly caught their enthusiasm, and by the time they
reached the cabin, she’d forgotten all the unpleasant-
ness earlier that morning.

The six girls were to share three bunk beds on one
wall of the cabin. Two girls, twin sisters named Stacey
and Suzie, immediately picked the bunk beds nearest
the door. Candy and Melissa, who were apparently
good friends, picked the middle bunk. But the two
remaining girls, Jessica and Tracy, immediately began
arguing over the third one.

“I get the top!” Tracy declared.

“No, I get it,” said Jessica. “My mom told me I'd
get to sleep in a top bunk at camp!™

“That’s not fair!” said Tracy. “I saw it first!” She
had already put her pack on the bunk and was
pointing at it smugly.

“I have an idea, girls,” said Holly. “Why don’t you
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take turns with the top bunk? The first week one of
you can have it, and the next week the other one.”

“Okay,” said Tracy, “but I get it first!”

“No, me!” protested Jessica, her eyes welling up
with tears.

“Why don’t you let Tracy have it this week?” said
Holly gently. “She already has her things on it.”

“It’s not fair,” mumbled Jessica. But Holly could
see that the girl had already become interested in
something she could see outside the window. “Oh,
look!” she said. “They’re playing dodgeball!”

“Well, hurry and get unpacked and we’ll all go out
to play,” said Holly, relieved. She turned to help
Candy, who was the smallest camper, get her bulky
suitcase open.

This is going to be all right, she thought. The girls
are darling, and when Debra gets back, we ought to be
able to handle them easily.

She had just managed to unlock the suitcase when
there was a strange creaking noise behind her, and
then an ear-splitting crash.
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H olly spun around and saw to her hor-
ror that the top bunk of Tracy and Jessica’s bed had
collapsed onto the bottom one. Beneath a pile of
bedding she could just see a little white arm sticking
out.

She ran toward the bunk, ignoring the screams of
the other girls, and pulled away the tangled mass of
blankets and sheets. “Tracy!” she called. “Tracy! Are
you all right?”

She gave a sigh of relief as Tracy, on top of the
collapsed bed, raised her eyes to her with a dazed
expression and then began to sob.

“There, there,” Holly said. “It’s all right now.” She
helped the girl off the jumbled heap, then turned to
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Jessica, who was standing beside the bed, wailing.
“What happened?” she asked.

“I don’t know!” Jessica bawled.

“I climbed up on the bunk,” blubbered Tracy. “It
fell down.”

“But—but how? Did you pull on anything?” Holly
tried to hide her exasperation.

“] didn’t do anything!” cried Tracy, and she began
to sob even louder.

“I didn’t mean you did,” said Holly. “I was only
trying to find out—"" But she gave up. It was obvious
that both girls were too upset to talk about what had
happened. She put her arms around Tracy and began
to rub her back to comfort her.

Just then she heard a bang as the cabin door was
flung open. Standing in the doorway was Debra, her
face white with anger.

“What have you done?!”” Debra shouted. She quick-
ly crossed the room and scooped up Tracy. “What'’s
the matter, honey?” she crooned to the little girl. “Did
Holly scare you?”

“lI didn’t do anything!” protested Holly, stung.
“The bunk collapsed! I was trying to comfort the
girls!”

“You call this comfort?” said Debra sarcastically,
gesturing about the room, where the six girls were all
crying.

“They were scared,” said Holly. “We all were. It
made a lot of noise—"

“Hey, Debra!” called a voice from the doorway.
“What’s happening?” Holly turned and saw with a
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sinking feeling that it was Geri, along with another of
the junior counselors.

“What does it look like?”” shouted Debra above the
sounds of sobbing. “Holly had some sort of accident
while the girls were getting unpacked.”

“I did not!” cried Holly. “I didn’t have anything to
do with it! Tracy climbed—"

But her explanation was cut off by Uncle Bill’s
booming voice. “What’s going on here?” he de-
manded. “I heard all the commotion clear down at the
rec room.”

“One of the bunks collapsed,” said Debra.

“Collapsed?” said Uncle Bill. “How?”

“I don’t know,” said Debra. “Apparently, it hap-
pened when one of the girls climbed on it.”

Uncle Bill walked over and inspected the bed. “I
don’t understand,” he mused. He straightened up and
dusted his hands off on his khaki shorts. “Well,” he
said, “I’ll send the handyman over to fix this and to
inspect all the other beds. Thanks for your quick
thinking, Debra.”

As he strode out of the cabin, Holly stared after
him, speechless. Debra hadn’t done anything except
make things worse by screaming at her.

“Well, don’t just stand there!” Debra snapped.
“You've got to help the girls!”

Once again Holly felt her cheeks grow red. What did
Debra think she was doing? As she turned to comfort
Jessica, who was still crying, she saw that Geri was in
the cabin now, a strange triumphant smile on her face.

“There, there, Jessica,” Holly said, picking up the
little girl. “Don’t cry. It’s all right.” She sat on the
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bunk next to the one that had collapsed and continued
to soothe Jessica, finding her words strangely soothing
to herself too. Jessica’s sobs had diminished to inter-
mittent quiet little gasps, so Holly focused her atten-
tion on the collapsed bed. One of the slats had broken
and was poking up with sharp splinters protruding.
Idly she flipped over the slat to pull out the longest
splinter, then froze.

Taped to the underside of the slat was a red feather.

For a long moment Holly just stared at the feather. I
don’t believe this is still only the morning of the first
day of camp, she thought. What’s going to happen
next? She took a deep breath to calm down, then stood
up ready to help the young campers unpack.

Out in the main yard Sandy and another counselor
were leading team games.

Holly took her girls to join them, but she couldn’t
get her mind to focus en anything but the red feather.

That made three red feathers.

They seemed to add up to only one thing: Someone
was deliberately trying to destroy the camp.

And then another thought formed in her mind. She
had found the feathers. All three. Why? Was their
message meant for her?

“I’ve got to take care of something,” she told Sandy,
making a sudden decision. “If anyone wants me, I'll
be in Uncle Bill’s office.”

“Sure thing,” said Sandy, flashing his friendly grin.

Her heart pounding, Holly knocked on Uncle Bill’s
door. At his mumbled “Come in,” she pushed it open.
He was hunched over his battered wooden desk. A
worried frown creased his forehead when he first
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raised his head, but when he saw who it was, he smiled
his familiar, hearty smile. “Well, hi, there, Prin—
Holly,” he said. “I wish I had some time to sit and
shoot the breeze with you, but I've got to finish these
accounts and then see about getting that bunk and the
canoes fixed.”

“That’s what I want to talk to you about,” said
Holly. “The bunk bed and the canoes. Uncle Bill, I'm
positive that—"

“I’'m sorry, Holly,” he cut in. “I really don’t have
any time right now.”

“But this is important!” she protested.

“I'm sure it is,” he said, and she recognized his
no-nonsense voice. He was about one step from
getting mad. “Everything that demands my attention
is important. But first things just have to come first.”

“But—"

“I mean it, Holly!” he said, the frown back. “I’ll
talk to you when I have time. Please close my door on
your way out.”

Holly left the office feeling more frustrated than
ever. If he didn’t have time now, and camp was just
beginning, when would he have time? And how was
she going to warn him of the danger?

A glance at her watch told her it was almost time for
lunch, and she cheered up for the first time all day.
She hadn’t eaten breakfast and she was starving.
Delicious smells were coming from the mess hall. As
she hurried up the path toward the big building, she
saw Debra standing alone under a tree.

On impulse Holly stepped off the path and joined
her. “Hi,” she said brightly.
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“Hi,” said Debra. There was no smile of welcome,
just wariness in her dark eyes. She tossed her head
impatiently, and the little jade owl on the thong
around her neck bounced against her peach-colored
T-shirt.

Holly took a deep breath. “I just want to say I'm
sorry for what happened this morning,” she said. “I
don’t know how things got so out of hand, but I
promise I’ll try harder from now on.”

“Let’s hope so0,” said Debra.

“But 1 also want to ask you something...
something that will make it easier for me to do my
job.” She paused a moment. When Debra didn’t
answer, she went on as calmly as she could. “I—1I felt
really bad when you scolded me in front of the girls
and the other counselors,” she said. “I’d really appre-
ciate it if you wouldn’t do that again. If I do some-
thing you don’t like, please, just tell me in private.”

For a moment Debra just stared blankly at her, the
expression in her eyes unreadable.

And then the expression became clear. It was anger.

“In other words,” said Debra, “you want me to
ignore emergencies so I won’t hurt your feelings?”

“That’s not what I said!”” protested Holly.

“I had no choice but to speak to you this morning!”
Debra went on, her voice rising. “I left you alone for
five minutes, and we nearly had a hurt child on our
hands. If I hadn’t intervened, you’d probably still be
standing there like a statue!”

“But all I—”"

“Forget it, Holly!” Debra shouted over her protest.
“The most important thing as far as I'm concerned is
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the campers. Don’t think you’ll get special treatment
just because you’re Uncle Bill’s niece!”

Holly started to answer, then shut her mouth. It was
no use. Debra—and probably everyone else—knew
she was related to Uncle Bill. How did she find out?

Holly turned to go into the mess hall and saw Geri
standing at the entrance, obviously listening to—and
enjoying—her argument with Debra.

Geri must have told Debra, Holly suddenly real-
ized. Geri knew Uncle Bill from Waynesbridge. And,
of course, she wouldn’t pass up an opportunity to
cause Holly trouble.

Geri turned away after making sure Holly saw the
smile on her face, and Holly followed her into the
mess hall, her appetite suddenly gone. As she got in
the food line, Thea came up and took her arm. “Holly,
what’s wrong?” she said. “You look so upset.”

“Everything’s wrong,” said Holly. “I don’t want to
talk about it.”

“Listen,” Thea went on, “I just found out some-
thing that will help explain a lot. Meet me by the lake
tonight after the campers are in bed.”

“Okay,” Holly agreed. She didn’t know what Thea
had found out and didn’t much care. At this point she
didn’t see how anything could help.

She filled her tray with a big spinach salad and a
turkey sandwich, then went to join the campers from
Cabin Five. She sat down opposite Debra, who barely
acknowledged her. But as soon as Holly saw the girls,
her mood improved. They were obviously happy to be
with her and began to talk all at once, telling her about
the wonderful time they’d had playing ball.
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“Melissa won three points for our side,” Tracy
explained happily.

“Well, that’s wonderful,” said Holly. “I'll be sure to
watch the next time you play.”

“We’ll be going swimming right after lunch,” Debra
told the girls and got up to get some coffee. “So don’t
eat too much.”

“Don’t worry, Debra, we won’t,” said Tracy. “We
don’t want to sink!”

Holly couldn’t help laughing. The girls were all so
darling.

Her appetite had returned, and she was just about
to bite into the turkey sandwich when Kit came
running into the mess hall, screaming in terror.

“Help! Somebody help!”

A monstrous green snake was wrapped around his
arm.

The mess hall erupted into pandemonium, with the
sounds of chairs scraping along the floor and falling
over, and campers’ screams drowning out Kit’s cries
for help.

“Help me!” Kit screamed again, struggling with the
huge, writhing creature. “Please, won’t someone
help!”

His struggles had brought him closer to the Cabin
Five table, and all at once he pulled the enormous
snake off his arm—

And tossed it into the center of the table.
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H olly just stared at the huge snake,
unable to move.

All around her she could hear the screams of
terrified campers as they scrambled to get away from
the table. ;

Do something, Holly! she told herself.

But she could do nothing except stare at the snake.

As if in slow motion she watched as Thea ran over
to her table, reached down, and—incredibly—picked
up the snake to fling it against the wall of the mess
hall. |

Slowly Holly felt herself return to normal. Her heart
slowed and her legs stopped trembling.

Then she became aware of a ripple of laughter that
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quickly built to a roar. “It’s rubber!” someone
shouted, laughing. “The snake is rubber!”

One of the boy campers came over to the table
holding the “snake” in his hand.

Now Holly could see that it was, in fact, just a
rubber snake, not even that lifelike looking. Once
again she felt her face grow hot with embarrassment.

Some of the Cabin Five campers were still crying in
fright. “For heaven’s sake, Holly!” said Debra, return-
ing to the table. “It’s bad enough you were scared by a
rubber snake! Are you just going to sit there while the
girls need help?”

With Thea’s help Holly quickly began calming and
soothing the younger girls.

“Don’t feel bad. Everyone thought it was real,”
Thea whispered to Holly.

“Right,” said Holly. “Thanks.”

“Don’t forget about tonight,” Thea added. “Down
by the lake.” She returned to her own table, and Holly
went back to her lunch. But she didn’t feel like
finishing it. She saw that Debra was giving her a
disapproving look. “Debra,” she said, knowing it
would do no good, “I’m sorry. It’s just that my whole
life I've been scared of snakes. You see—""

“If you’re so afraid of snakes,” interrupted Debra,
“then what are you doing at Camp Nightwing?”

Good question, Holly thought.

The rest of the day went well, and the campers were
enjoying themselves so much that Holly forgot about
her troubles.
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Debra went to bed early, and Holly listened for the
sound of her soft snoring before tiptoeing out of the
cabin. In the silence of night she could hear a million
crickets chirping, and the sky was so thick with stars
that their light cast shadows.

Feeling a little scared and also a little thnlled Holly
began to pick her way down the path to the lake. Thea
met her partway there.

“I guess you had a pretty bad introduction to
camp,” her friend said sympathetically.

“I guess it could have been worse,” said Holly. “But
I don’t know how.”

“Well,” Thea went on, “I found something out this
morning that might explain some of the grief you’ve
been getting. I didn’t realize it last year because of the
difference in their ages, but Debra and Geri are good
friends.”

“Oh, no!” said Holly. “Well, that explains why
Debra doesn’t like me. Geri has probably poisoned
her mind against me.”

“Something like that,” agreed Thea. “I couldn’t
believe how mad Debra got when you were scared of
the snake. She thought it was real the same as every-
one else.”

“What I can’t figure out,” said Holly, “is why Kit
threw it on my table. How did he know I'm afraid of
snakes?”’

“Maybe he didn’t,” said Thea. “But I'll bet Geri
had something to do with it.”

“Like maybe she just told Kit to do something to
embarrass me,” said Holly glumly.

“And of course whatever Geri wants, Geri gets,”

54



LIGHTS OUT

said Thea. They had reached the lake, and Thea sat on
the edge of the dock, dangling her feet in the water.
Holly sat next to her, leaning against one of the
wooden supports. She watched as the moon rose over
the lake, sending its silvery reflection into the rippling
water.

“You know,” Thea went on, “even if Geri didn’t
have a grudge against you, she might see you as a
threat. She was Miss Popularity at camp last year. She
even had a thing going with Mick.”

Oh, no, thought Holly. Just one more reason for
Geri to be against me.

She hugged her knees, trying to think of what to do,
when there was a sudden howling in the distance.

“What was that?” cried Holly, jumping.

Thea shrugged. “A wolf, maybe,” she said. “Don’t
they howl when the moon’s out?”

“What am I doing here?”” Holly suddenly wailed. “I
don’t like the outdoors, I'm scared of bugs and snakes,
and half the counselors hate me! And now I have to
listen to a wolf!”

“Lighten up. It’s probably just a dog,” said Thea.
“Listen. I still think that if you give it a chance, you'll
have a good time here this summer. But maybe—if
you really feel bad—you ought to just give up and go
home. I’'m sure Uncle Bill would understand.”

“That’s the whole problem,” said Holly. “He prob-
ably would understand. But he needs my help. Espe-
cially now that someone’s trying to destroy the
camp.”

“What are you talking about?” said Thea.

“Remember the red feather we found in the rec
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room yesterday?” Thea nodded. “Well,” Holly went
on, “there was another red feather in one of the
broken canoes. And another one taped —taped—to
the broken bunk bed in Cabin Five.”

“That’s weird,” said Thea.

“It’s more than weird,” said Holly. “It’s proof that
the same person is responsible for all three so-called
accidents. And what’s really got me spooked is that
the latest one was in my cabin.”

“But why would anyone want to do those things?”
asked Thea. Her voice was distracted, and Holly
noticed that she kept glancing in the direction of the
boys’ cabins.

“I don’t know why,” Holly said. “And I don’t mean
to be paranoid. But I think it has something to do with
me. I have to find out. Uncle Bill won’t listen to me.
I’'m really glad to have you to talk to about it.”

“What?” said Thea.

“l said I'm really glad— Thea, is something
wrong?”’

“I’m sorry,” said her friend. “I guess I'm a little
nervous. I asked John to meet me here tonight, but he
doesn’t seem to be showing up.”

“Well, maybe he’ll come later,” Holly said.

“I don’t know,” said Thea. ‘““It’s really getting late.”
She sighed. “You know, I was so excited about seeing
him again this summer. But he’s been acting so
strange ever since camp started. I can’t figure out
what’s going on with him.”

Holly just shrugged. She thought it was obvious that
John just didn’t care for Thea the way she did for him.
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She yawned and stretched. “I’'m beat,” she said.
“Want to go back to the cabins?”

Thea shook her head, a sad smile on her face. “I
think I'll wait a few more minutes. He still might
come.”

“Okay,” said Holly. ““And thanks for what you told
me about Debra. It doesn’t make her attitude any
easier to take, but at least I understand where she’s
coming from now.”

She walked along the dock, then onto the path,
feeling the chill of the night air. Somewhere an owl
hooted, and Holly thought that given time she could
really learn to love it out here.

She had passed the part of the path closest to the
woods when there was a sudden crackling noise
behind her.

It’s just a leaf, she told herself.

The crackling repeated, and then again.

Footsteps.

Her heart pounding, she began to walk faster.

The footsteps began to move faster too.

Who—or what—could it be?

Holly turned around, but she saw nothing but trees
and shadows.

I’m just imagining things, she told herself.

She stopped.

The footsteps stopped, then all at once they started
again, faster, running.

Who could be in the woods at that time of night?
Whoever it was was just behind her and getting closer.
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H olly began walking faster.

The footsteps sped up too.

Then she heard voices. “It’s this way,” a girl said.

And another: “Come on, Cyndi! You heard what
Uncle Bill said about lights out.”

Holly let out a sigh of relief.

It was just two of the older girl campers, out late,
trying not to get caught. She recognized them. The
pretty blond one was named Courtney Blair. The
other one was named Cyndi something.

Holly let a little smile form at the corner of her
mouth, then stepped off the path into the woods.

“All right,” she said. “It’s pretty late to be out in the
woods, isn’t it?”
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“We didn’t mean anything,” said Cyndi. “We were
just going back to our cabin.”

“Which cabin is that?” asked Holly, sounding as
authoritative as she could.

“Eleven, on the other side of the main building,”
said Courtney.

“Well, I'll follow along and make sure you get there
safe,” said Holly. The girls hurried off again as if she’d
shouted “Boo!” at them.

It’s not so bad being a counselor, she thought. She
liked the sense of responsibility.

She continued to follow them through the woods to
make sure they really went to Cabin Eleven. They had
come even with the main building when she saw a
light off to one side of the path, and then she found
herself staring into the light. She blinked, then
squinted and saw that the flashlight was being held by
Mick.

“Hi, Holly,” he said. They were two simple words,
but somehow the way he said them made her feel as if
he knew everything about her.

“Hi, Mick,” she said nervously. “What are you
doing up so late?”

“Would you believe searching for you?” he said
with a devilish smile.

“No,” she said after a moment. “I wouldn’t believe
that.”

“Well, I've found you, though,” he said. “I’ve been
wanting to talk to you all day. I never had a chance to
thank you for helping me with the canoes.”

“That’s all right,” she said. “I’m just glad no worse
damage was done.”
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“I like the way you work,” he went on. “Just helping
me out, not asking a lot of questions and making
excuses the way some girls would.”

“Well, it was no big deal,” Holly said.

“You're okay,” Mick said. “I knew as soon as I met
you that I wanted to get to know you better.”

For a moment Holly didn’t answer. She studied his
face and saw that he was acting serious. Too serious.
Why was he coming on so strong?

“I'm sure,” she said carefully, “that we’ll get to
know each other better before the summer is over.”

“I wanted to start now,” he said. “Why don’t you
come for a walk with me?”

“Now?” she asked. “It’s practically the middle of
the night.”

“That makes it even nicer,” said Mick. In the
darkness of the woods he looked so handsome, so
mysterious, and Holly wondered how she had possi-
bly gotten herself into this.

“I—1I can’t go for a walk with you now,” she said. “I
need to make sure that those girls got back to their
cabin.”

“Then afterward,” said Mick. “I’ll help you take
them.”

Holly realized she had made a mistake. When
someone was as intense as Mick, you didn’t just make
excuses. You told the truth. She took a deep breath.
“Not tonight, Mick,” she said. “It’s late, and lights out
for counselors is in a few minutes.”

“What’s the matter?” asked Mick, his tone sudden-
ly challenging. “Are you afraid to be alone with me?”

“Of course not,” said Holly. “It’s what I told you. I
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want to check to make sure those girls got to their
cabin, and then go to bed myself. It’s been a long day.”

“Yeah, sure,” said Mick. He sounded angry and
hurt. ““You got a boyfriend back home? Is that it?”

“That doesn’t have anything to do with it,” said
Holly, carefully not answering his question. “Now,
please, Mick. Go on back to your cabin. I’ll talk to you
tomorrow.”

“Maybe you’ll talk to me tonight,” Mick said, his
voice rougher. Impulsively he grabbed her arm, and
for a moment Holly felt afraid of him.

“Let go of me!” she exclaimed.

“l said—" Then he abruptly let go and turned
away, almost disgusted. “Ah, what’s the use?” he said.
Without another word he stomped off through the
woods.

What in the world was that about? Holly wondered.
On one level she was flattered that someone as good-
looking as Mick was so obviously interested in her.
And she had to admit that she was attracted to
him—more than she wanted to be.

But on another level she found Mick’s attention
frightening. Does everybody go crazy when they get
out in the woods? she wondered.

By then she had checked to make sure the girls were
in Cabin Eleven and told them good night. She started
back down the path to Cabin Five.

She tried to relax, to listen to the crickets and the
calls of the owls, but her mind was churning with a
hundred thoughts, and her body felt as tight as a bow
string. Well, she told herself, no wonder. I've got a lot
to be nervous about.

61



FEAR STREET

As Cabin Five appeared, she at last felt herself relax.

Finally, she thought, and began to hurry down the
path. :

But then abruptly she stopped.

Was she imagining it? Or was someone sneaking out
the door of Cabin Five?

Someone dressed in dark colors, moving stealthily.

She blinked hard, and the figure disappeared.

In its place she saw only shadows, shadows from the
tall oak to the side of the cabin.

I imagined it, she told herself.

Or did 1?

Confused, she stood still and surveyed the area.
There was no sign of anyone. Everyone in camp—
except her—was probably sound asleep.

A moment later she felt a tap on her shoulder.

She gave a little shriek and spun around in fright
and anger. If it was Mick—

“Hey, take it easy,” said a gentle voice. “I’m sorry. I
didn’t mean to startle you.”

It was Sandy, his fair hair made even paler by the
moonlight.

“Sandy!” Holly said, surprised and relieved. “What
are you doing here?”

“Just taking a little stroll,” he said, an odd expres-
sion on his face. “I always do that before lights out.
Why do you ask?”

“I thought I saw someone coming out of my cabin,”
Holly blurted out.

“Do you think I was in your cabin?”’ Sandy acted
shocked.
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“I just thought you might have seen someone,”
Holly said.

“No,” he said. “l didn’t see anyone. No one.” He
had that odd expression again. ‘“You’re imagining
things, Holly.”

“Probably,” said Holly. “This day has been one
disaster after another.”

“I know,” he said sympathetically. “I saw the way
Debra yelled at you this morning.”

“I just can’t seem to do anything right where she’s
concerned,” said Holly.

“Don’t let Debra upset you,” Sandy said after a
moment. “I think she’s a perfectionist. She probably
doesn’t realize that you’'re doing the best you can.”
“You’re right, I am,” said Holly. “Thanks for saying
$0.”

“Hey,” said Sandy, “I know what it’s like to be
alone in a strange place.”

“This is your first year too, isn’t it?”’ said Holly.

“My first year here,” said Sandy. “Not my first year
as a camp counselor. Last summer I was a counselor at
a camp out west—in the desert.”

“I never did this before,” Holly said. “A few years
ago my big sister did work in a camp.”

“Are you and your sister close?”’ asked Sandy.

“Not really,” said Holly. “She’s almost ten years
older.”

“Well, all the same you’re lucky to have her,” he
said. “I don’t have any sisters or brothers.” He
sounded so sad when he said it that for a moment
Holly felt sorry for him.
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“Well, you’d better go on in,” he said, sounding
cheerful again.

“Thanks, Sandy,” she said, meaning it. “You’ve
restored my faith in human nature or something.”

“Good,” he said. “See you tomorrow.” With a wave
and a smile he walked off.

She tiptoed into the cabin and quickly but quietly
began to get ready for bed.

I’'m going to sleep like a rock tonight, she thought,
turning down her blanket. She slid in between the cool
sheets, laid her head on the pillow, then slipped her
hand under the pillow the way she always did before
falling asleep.

And felt something soft and smooth wriggle
through her fingers.

With a shriek Holly jumped out of bed and threw
her pillow across the room.

There, where the pillow had been, slowly uncoiling,
was a green and white snake.
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F or a brief moment Holly hoped that this
too would turn out to be a rubber snake.

But, no. As she watched, trembling all over, its
black forked tongue flicked in and out of its mouth.

The snake slithered under her covers.

Holly felt sick.

She tugged at the blanket—and saw the snake
uncoil its dark body in bold relief against her white
sheets. She screamed.

“What is it?”” someone shouted, switching on the
light.

“A snake!” Jessica’s high voice sounded on the edge
of panic.

“Kill it! Kill it!” cried Tracy.
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“Look out! It’s going to bite!” Stacey was standing
on the top of her bunk, her little face white with
terror.

“What is it this time?”” Holly heard Debra’s dis-
gusted voice as the older counselor came over to her
bunk, rubbing sleep from her eyes. On the other side
of the room all the girls were screaming in confusion
and terror.

“It’'sa ... asnake,” said Holly, trying not to sound
hysterical. “There. It was under my pillow.”

“That?” said Debra scornfully. “It’s only a garter
snake. For heaven’s sake, Holly, what’s the matter
with you?”

As Holly watched, horrified and ashamed, Debra
reached down and scooped the snake up in her hand,
then opened the cabin door and tossed it out into the
night.

All the girls were crying now, as frightened by the
snake as Holly had been.

Debra just glared at Holly. “Do something!” she
hissed. ‘“You’re worse than useless!”

Her cheeks stinging, Holly went to the girls in the
nearest bunk, murmuring soothing words to them.
One by one she helped each girl search through her
bedclothes for proof that there were no more snakes.

After what seemed like hours, the girls calmed
down. Soon the cabin was quiet and dark as everyone
slept.

Everyone but Holly.

Her mind was a volcano—feelings of outrage,
humiliation, and fear bubbled, ready to erupt.
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That snake did not crawl under my pillow acciden-
tally, she thought. But who put it there? Kit? Debra?
Geri?

I was lucky this time, she thought. It was just a
harmless snake.

But what about next time?

Stop it, Holly, she told herself. You’re getting para-
noid. Why would anyone want to hurt you?

It didn’t make any sense.

Maybe Uncle Bill could figure it out.

Somehow, she had to make him listen to her.

“Tell them I ordered those supplies a month ago for
delivery this week!”

Uncle Bill’s booming voice could be heard through-
out the main building where his office was, and he
didn’t seund happy. “I don’t care what caused the
mix-up!” he yelled. “I want those things delivered by
tomorrow at the latest, or you’ll hear from my law-
yer!”

Holly waited until her uncle stopped shouting, then
nervously knocked on his door.

“Come in!” he snapped, then changed expressions
when he saw who it was. “Sorry,” he said. “Having a
little hassle with one of my suppliers. Sometimes you
have to yell a little to keep them honest.”

“Uncle Bill,” Holly said, “I know how busy you are,
but I really need to talk to you for a few minutes. It’s
important.”

Bill set the papers he’d been holding down on the
desk. “Okay, Princess,” he said. “I can spare a minute
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for you. Even though I do have a hundred and one
things to do before noon.”

Holly took a deep breath, reached into her pocket,
and withdrew the three red feathers she had saved.
“See these?” she said.

“Red feathers,” said Uncle Bill. “Yeah. So?”

“I found one of them in the hole where one of those
bolts pulled out of the wall,”” Holly said. “I found the
second one in one of the sunken canoes. And the third
was taped to the bunk bed that collapsed.”

“So?”” repeated Uncle Bill.

“It proves that the three things were connected,”
Holly said. “That they weren’t accidents.”

Bill studied the feathers for a long moment, then he
smiled gently. “It doesn’t prove any such thing,” he
said. “But I can see how you might think so.”

“But it does!” Holly protested. “How could those
feathers get in those places unless someone put them
there?”

Bill shook his head. “I want to show you some-
thing,” he said. He led Holly over to the window and
pointed to the bottom of the screen. There were
several feathers stuck there—though none of them
was red. “There are feathers all over this camp,” he
said. “Feathers from birds, feathers from the crafts
cabin. I’d say finding three red feathers—or even a
hundred red feathers—doesn’t prove a thing except
that you’re at Camp Nightwing.”

“But—"

“No buts, honey,” he went on. “Now, I know how
upsetting those accidents were to you. And I know
some of the other counselors have been giving you a
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hard time. But that’s no reason to let your imagina-
tion run away with you.”

“I’'m not imagining anything!” said Holly, suddenly
angry. “I’'m worried about you—and about the camp!
What if I’'m right? What if someone is trying to
destroy it?”

Uncle Bill laughed without humor. “There’s no
reason in the world for anyone to want to do that,” he
said. “My own bad luck alone is probably enough to
do me in.’

“But I’m telling you it’s not luck—those so-called
accidents were—""

“Not related,” he said, finishing her sentence. “But
no matter how bad my luck has been, it’s got to turn
sometime. And I have a good feeling about this
summer, Holly. I really think we’re going to do
it~—make the camp a success. Now, can I count on
your support?”’

“Of course you can,” she said.

“So you just stop worrying about feathers and
concentrate on being the best counselor you can be.
And don’t be so sensitive. Remember the other coun-
selors all mean well.”

“Right,” said Holly. She opened her mouth to try
one more time to convince her uncle, but he was
already on the phone, punching in numbers. He
winked at her, then began speaking to someone
named Hal.

Holly left the office more discouraged than ever.
What Uncle Bill had told her about feathers being all
over the camp didn’t convince her.

Almost, but not quite.
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Because, deep inside, she knew that she was right.
Knew that someone was trying to ruin the camp, to
ruin Uncle Bill. He was just too trusting to see it.

But he was right about one thing. She had to stop
being so sensitive, to stop worrying about Geri and
Debra.

Instead, she had to save her energy for keeping her
eyes and ears open. No matter how hard she tried to
avoid the thought, it kept coming back.

The camp was in great danger.

And so was she.
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Camp Nightwing
Dear Chief,

I haven’t heard from you in a long time now. A
lot of things have been happening. Bad things.
But they’re also good, if you know what I
mean.

I’'ve been doing everything I promised and
more. Now I’m ready to take the next step. The
big step.

Someone in this camp is going to die.

I promised, and I’'m going to deliver.

Very soon.

It will be the person who most deserves it. Too
bad. She’s kind of cute.
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I'll write and tell you all about it. Please write
back, Chief. I've been waiting so long for a

letter.
Yours forever,

Me
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H olly felt better. Scared. But better. She
had decided what to do. She was going to find out
what was happening in the camp. Uncle Bill wasn’t
going to do it.

So it had to be up to her.

Who could be doing these terrible things?

It had to be someone who was at camp all the time,
since the incidents had happened at all hours.

And it had to be someone big and strong enough to
sink the canoes and unscrew the cabinet bolts, which
ruled out the campers, since they hadn’t been there
yet.

It had to be one of the counselors.

But which one?

She thought back to all the mystery shows she’d
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seen on television. One of the first things the detec-
tives always did was get to know as much as possible
about the suspects.

So what she had to do was clear—she had to get to
know the other counselors as well as she could. She
had a perfect opportunity to observe the counselors
that afternoon. There was a big softball game between
Nightwing and another camp. The whole camp, in-
cluding all the counselors, were to gather at the big
field to cheer on the older Nightwingers as they took
on a team from Camp Starlight.

The Starlight kids were tough. By the third inning
they were ahead by seven runs, and the Nightwing
campers were starting to lose interest.

Holly’s group sat working on lanyards during the
game and paid very little attention to the action on the
field.

Holly’s attention was on the counselors, partic-
ularly the counselors with whom she had had the most
contact.

Kit, she noticed, always did as little work as possi-
ble while trying to seem busy. She laughed as she
watched him spend ten minutes getting the first-aid
kit “in order” while he was really using the time to try
to get close to Geri.

John Hardesty worked hard. He was completely
focused on the game and the campers. He practically
ignored the other counselors—only speaking to them
when he had to.

Sandy was like John, always working hard and
keeping to himself. He seemed shy and hardly spoke
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to anyone but Holly. But during the game she saw him
talking to Debra. Flirting? She’d never seen them talk
together before.

Geri was one of the coaches. Even Holly had to
admit that Geri really knew what she was doing. She
expected a lot from the campers, but they liked her for
it. And Mick . . . Mick was different. He was a good
worker, but his mind always seemed to be somewhere
else.

Holly watched and listened all day. When the game
was over (final score 16 to 4), she helped lead Camp
Nightwing in a cheer for Starlight and then took
everyone down to the lake for a much-needed general
swim. As she sat on the dock, waiting for the whistle
that meant general swim was over, she had to admit
the truth—none of the counselors ever said or did
anything that seemed remotely suspicious. She was
getting nowhere.

She had just finished collecting her campers’ beach
towels when Mick suddenly appeared beside her.

“Hi ya,” he said.

“Hi, Mick,” she said.

“So, did you see anything you like?”

“Huh?” Holly had no idea what he was talking
about.

“Well,” he said, “you’ve been staring at me all day.”

“I have?”

“Looked like it to me. So I thought I'd invite you to
do some more staring—up close and personal. Like
down here by the lake tonight.”

“Well, I, uh . . .” For a moment Holly didn’t know
what to say. As always when she was around Mick, she

75



FEAR STREET

felt unsure of herself and a little frightened. But he
was cute and she wanted to go. “Sure,” she said.
“Sounds like fun. I’ll meet you after the campers are
in bed.”

That evening, while she waited on the dock, watch-
ing the moonlight sparkle on the lake, Holly thought
about Mick. She really did like him, but there was
something strange about him, something that didn’t
quite fit.

Maybe that night she’d find out what it was.

“Hi, Holly.” Mick had come up so quietly she
didn’t see him until he sat down beside her.

“Mick!” she said. “You startled me.”

“Looks like I’'m always doing that,” he said. He was
wearing a tight white T-shirt over his cutoffs. He
looked great—and he knew it.

“It’s so beautiful out here,” she said.

“Sounds like you’re adjusting to camp,” Mick said.

“I guess so,” Holly agreed. “This is your second
year as a counselor, isn’t 1t?”

“Third,” said Mick. “My second at Camp
Nightwing.”

“Why did you come back here?” she said.

He laughed. “Why not?” he said. “It’s a great camp,
even if Uncle Bill doesn’t pay as much as some of the
others. And it’s close to where I live.”

“Where’s that?”’ said Holly.

“Believe it or not, a farm,” said Mick with a little
smile. ““Not far from Belleville.”

For a moment Holly was speechless. Mick seemed
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so sophisticated that she had just assumed he was
from a city. “l never knew that,” she said.

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me,” said
Mick.

Holly just stared at him in the moonlight. He
seemed so different then, not threatening or moody
the way he usually was. Maybe she’d been all wrong
about him. “I’d—1I'd like to get to know you better,”
she said, meaning it in more than one way.

“That makes two of us,” said Mick, his voice still
gentle. Casually he laid his arm over Holly’s shoulder.

“I mean,” she said, inching away from him, “as a
friend.”

“No problem,” said Mick, pulling her closer.
“’Cause I feel really friendly right now.”

This isn’t working at all, Holly thought. She didn’t
want this—or did she? “Really, Mick,” she said. ““I do
want to get to know you better, but more slowly.”
Firmly she pulled his arm away.

“Hey!” said Mick. “What is this? First you stare at
me all day, then you say you want to get to know me
better—”

“But I do!” said Holly. *“Just not quite the way you
have in mind.”

“Well, that’s just terrific!” said Mick. “You know
something, Holly? I don’t think you have any idea
what you want!” He grabbed for her and pulled her
close, bringing his face very near to hers.

Holly very much wanted Mick to kiss her, but she
was frightened and knew that things were getting out
of hand. “Let me go!” she cried, twisting away from
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him. With a lunge she pushed him away, and he fell off
the dock and into the water.

He hit with a loud splash. Holly couldn’t help
laughing,

“I’'m sorry!” she called to him. She held out her
hand to help him up, but he shrugged it off.

“Forget it!” he said. “Next time you want to get to
know me, I'll just send you a letter!”

He was so angry that Holly shrank back. She
watched as he left the dock and ran up the path to the
cabins.

Holly was walking back when a figure stepped onto
the path in front of her. With shock Holly saw that it
was Geri, her pale face twisted in a mask of fury.

“I saw and heard everything,” Geri hissed. “I know
what you’re up to, Holly. I know everything!”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” cried
Holly, involuntarily taking a step back.

“First you ruined my life back in Waynesbridge,”
Geri went on, her voice distorted with anger. “And
now you’re trying to steal Mick from me. Well, you
won'’t get away with it, Holly. You won’t get away with
it!”
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The next morning, as she walked to the
mess hall, Holly was in a daze. She had hardly been
able to sleep after what had happened with Mick and
Geri.

And she was still no closer than before to finding
out what was going on in the camp.

“Holly, watch out!”

Holly raised her head just in time to see a softball
coming straight at her.

“Oh!” she cried, dodging away.

“You kids be careful where you hit that!” Sandy
called to some of the campers, then jogged over to
Holly. “You okay?” he asked.

“Fine,” said Holly. “Thanks.”

“You seemed to be a million miles away.”
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“It’s more like I wish I were a million miles away,”
said Holly.

“Still having trouble with the great outdoors?” he
said sympathetically.

“It’s more than that,” said Holly. “It’s... it’s
everything.”

“Whoa,” Sandy said. “Take it easy, Holly. Things
can’t be that bad. Want to talk about it?”

“Not really,” Holly replied. “It’s kind of personal.”

“Oh,” Sandy said, obviously hurt. “Sorry, I was just
trying to help.”

“I know that,” Holly said. This place is a lunatic
asylum, she thought. Why is everyone so touchy? She
sighed. “I just—just didn’t want to bore you with my
problems.”

“You won’t bore me,” said Sandy. “What’s bother-
ing you? Tell Uncle Sandy.”

Suddenly Holly realized that she did want to talk
about it. Part of what was wrong was that no one
would listen to her. Uncle Bill was too busy, and Thea
was too preoccupied with her problems with John.

“Why not?” she said. “Thanks.” She followed him
to a rock in the shade of a tree and told him about the
three “accidents” and the red feathers. “I know it
sounds crazy,” she finished, “but I think someone is
deliberately trying to destroy the camp.” She thought
about adding what had happened with the garter
snake but decided that would make her sound para-
noid.

“But why would anyone do that?” asked Sandy. “It
doesn’t make sense.”
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“I know,” said Holly. “But maybe if I can find out
who, I'll be able to figure out why.”

“Maybe,” said Sandy. But she could tell he didn’t
believe her. “Listen,” he said after a moment. “I
understand why you’re worried. Anyone would be,
and especially with Uncle Bill being your real uncle
and all. Maybe the problem is just that you’re too
close to it.”

“What do you mean?” said Holly.

“You spend every minute working with the campers
and helping people. You’re not even used to the
outdoors yet. You haven’t really had a chance to enjoy
it. I think you’ll see things differently when you’re out
of the camp.”

“What are you talking about?” said Holly.

“The wilderness trip I’'m leading next week,” he
said. “Didn’t you know? You’re assigned to the team
as assistant boating counselor.”

Wilderness trip? Now Holly remembered hearing
some of the campers talking about it. But she’d been
so busy she hadn’t checked the duty roster to see who
was going.

“It’s just a few counselors and some of the ad-
vanced older campers,” Sandy went on enthusiastical-
ly. “It’ll be great.”

“Wilderness?” said Holly. “Me?”

“You’ll be a natural,” said Sandy. “You’re probably
much better in the outdoors than you think you are.”

“Well, I don’t know,” said Holly.

“It’s just an overnighter,” Sandy went on. “And
Uncle Bill must think you can handle it, or he
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wouldn’t have assigned you. Don’t worry, Holly. It’ll
be fun. We get to canoe on the White River.”

“Canoe? I thought all the canoes were dead,” Holly
said.

“No, we use rented ones we pick up at the campsite.
It’s easier than carting them all the way there. Really,
you’re going to love it. I promise.”

Later, as Holly was on her way to the crafts cabin,
she thought about the wilderness trip. Another thing
to worry about! As she went past the main building,
she could see Thea and John standing in the path.
They seemed to be arguing. After a moment John
stalked off, and Thea just stood still, stricken.

“Thea,” Holly said, approaching her friend. “What
is it?” .

Thea looked as if she were fighting back tears. “It’s
John,” she said miserably. “I finally asked him why he
didn’t meet me the other night. Do you know what he
said?”

Holly shrugged.

“He said—get this—he said he had to write some
letters! Did you ever hear of such a lame excuse?”

“Well,” Holly said, “maybe he did. Or maybe he
forgot and he was embarrassed to tell you.”

“And maybe the moon is really made of green
cheese!” said Thea. “No, I understand what’s going on
now. Namely, nothing. Obviously John doesn’t care
anything about me. Probably he never did! I feel like
such an idiot!”

“I know how you feel,” said Holly sympathetically.
“That’s one reason I decided to take a vacation from
boys this summer.”
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“I feel like taking one for the rest of my life!”

“Come on, Thea,” said Holly. “It’s not like you
were really going with John.”

“Yeah, I know,” said Thea. “And I guess I was half
expecting something like this. But I feel like such a
jerk.”

“Well, don’t, ’cause you’re not. And there’s plenty
of other boys in camp.”

“You should know,” said Thea.

“What do you mean?”’ said Holly.

“Well,” said Thea, with a trace of her old smile, “I
heard you were down at the lake with Mick the other
night.”

“That was nothing,” said Holly quickly, wondering
if the whole camp was gossiping about her.

“And what about Sandy?”’ Thea went on.

“What about him?” said Holly, feeling increasingly
uncomfortable.

“Every time I turn around, I see you talking to him.
For someone on a vacation from boys you’re really
getting around.”

“Sandy’s just a friend,” said Holly.

“Really?” said Thea. “I’m glad to hear it. Because I
think he’s really cute. And as soon as I get over my
broken heart, I might check him out.”

She gave an exaggerated wink and went off. Holly
was glad to see that Thea was taking the “breakup”
with John so well. She pushed open the door to the
crafts cabin to find the girls sitting along a low wooden
table, making simple, punch-type clay pots. In the
center of the room Debra sat at the pottery wheel,
putting the finishing touches on a vase.
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“Sorry I'm late,” said Holly, though she was only a
minute or two late. Debra didn’t answer but gave her a
disgusted look.

Right, thought Holly. Well, she couldn’t let Debra’s
negativity bother her, or she’d never get anything
done. She took a deep breath and went to help the girls
with their pots. They were all excited, especially
Stacey, who wanted to paint a face on hers. Holly
showed her how to do it, then began to explain to the
girls how firing the pots in the kiln would make them
hard.

“Like baking a cookie?”” asked Jessica.

“A little like that,” said Holly. “And it also brings
out the colors of the glazes. This pot here,” she said,
pointing to an unfired pot, “doesn’t look like much.
But after it’s fired in the kiln, it will be bright green,
like this one.” She held up a beautiful green pot with
Debra’s mark on the side.

“Ooh, let’s see!” cried Stacey, jumping up and
rushing to Holly’s side.

‘“Careful,” warned Holly. “It’s very—"

But it was too late. Stacey had knocked it out of her
hand, and the pot now lay in shattered pieces on the
floor.

Debra jumped up from the wheel. “What have you
done?”’ she screamed. ‘“Can’t you do anything right?”

For the rest of the afternoon Holly went about her
duties almost mechanically, unable to turn her mind
away from the terrible things she knew were happen-
ing. She felt more alone than she had in her life. No
one would listen to her—not Uncle Bill, not even
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Thea, who seemed to think Holly was just being
paranoid.

Luckily, it was an unusually quiet afternoon. Most
of the senior campers were in town at the local county
fair. Half of the junior campers were on a picnic, so
only Holly’s group and three others were at the
waterfront. After the last swim of the day Holly let the
kids run on ahead, and she took the long way back to
her cabin past the campfire circle.

She had reached the path that led to Cabin Five
when a huge, ugly spider dropped down in front of
her face. She jumped back, then saw Kit standing to
the side of the path, dangling the rubber bug from a
string.

Suddenly something inside of her snapped. “Why
don’t you grow up?” she shouted at Kit. “I’ve never
done a single thing to you!”

“What about Geri?” he said with a nasty smile. “I
near you’ve done plenty to her.”

“That’s between me and Geri!” sa1d Holly. “And
besides—""

“I’ve got news for you,” Kit cut in. “You’re looking
for real trouble. Not jokes.”

Then his face changed, from sneering to menacing.
Holly took a step back, and Kit stepped toward her.

“Leave me alone!” she cried as forcefully as she
could. She ducked into the woods and began to run,
finally stopping for breath in a small clearing.

And suddenly felt her arms being pinned from
behind.

“Kit, you creep!” she said, struggling as hard as she
could.
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“Now, is that any way to talk?” said a different
voice. -

Mick’s voice. It was Mick holding her.

“Let me go!” Holly cried, pulling against his strong
arms. “What are you doing?”

“Inviting you to join our little party,” said Mick,
his voice calm and cold.

““She didn’t like my invitation,” said Kit, appearing
in front of her, holding the fake spider.

“Too bad,” said Mick. “Maybe she’ll like the party
favors better.”

And now Geri stepped into the clearing. Her mouth
was fixed in a mocking grin, and she was carrying a
bucket in both hands.

Holding the bucket straight out in front of her, she
began to walk slowly toward Holly.

“I know you’re afraid of the outdoors, Holly,” said
Geri, still grinning nastily. “So here’s your big chance
to have all your nightmares come true.”

Holly continued to struggle against Mick, but it was
no use. How can this be happening? she wondered.

“Please,” she said. “Please let me go.”

“As soon as you’ve learned your lesson,” said Mick.
“As soon as you learn you’re not better than everyone
else.”

Geri pushed the bucket right against Holly’s chest.
Inside it, squirming in shallow murky water, were half
a dozen slimy leeches.
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(19 U
gh!” Holly cried in disgust and
turned her head away.

“Like them?” said Geri. “We caught them just for
you.”

Next to Geri, Kit was laughing. And now Mick and
Geri were laughing too, strangely excited laughs.

Holly told herself that they were only teasing her.
But she couldn’t forget that one of these three might
be a very dangerous person. Or were all three
dangerous—all three working together?

“You're always trying to make trouble, aren’t you,
Holly?” said Geri, as if reading her thoughts. “Well,
we just want you to know that we don’t appreciate
your attitude!”

“QGerti, I never did anything—"
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“Don’t say that!”” Geri cut her off. ““You deliberately
tried to ruin my life two years ago. I told you then I'd
get even. And now’s my chance.” She pressed the
bucket harder against Holly.

“How does it feel, Holly?”’ Geri went on. “How
does it feel to be helpless, to know that your life is in
the hands of another person?”’ She was so close now
that Holly could hear her breathing.

What’s she going to do? Holly wondered.

For a very long moment Geri just stared at her, her
face expressionless and cold. Then, abruptly, she
turned away and crossed the clearing.

“Bring her over here, guys,” Geri said.

Mick and Kit each grabbed one of Holly’s arms and
started pushing her toward a small creek that ran
through that part of the woods.

“Miss Perfect. Miss Too Good for Everyone. You
don’t look perfect,” said Geri. “You probably need a
bath.” And without warning she grabbed Holly’s shirt
and pushed her into the creek.

Holly fell hard, hitting her knee. There was very
little water in the creek, so she plopped down onto the
thick soft mud. It felt cold and clammy—and smelled
of rotting leaves. I'm not going to let them see how
scared I am, she told herself. No matter what else they
do, I won’t let them know I’m afraid of them.

She started to stand up to climb out of the creek,
but lost her footing in the slimy mud and fell back-
ward. Mick laughed harder. “It isn’t funny when
you’re the one falling into the water, is it?”

“Will you cut it out!” Holly screamed. “This is so
juvenile. I'd believe Kit would do something like
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this—but what’s your excuse?”’ She stared at Mick
coldly.

“Oh, lighten up,” Kit said. “All the new counselors
have to be initiated. It’s a great camp tradition. Right,
Geri?”

Geri ignored Kit’s question. She stared at Holly
with pure hatred.

“I think Holly’s lonely,” said Geri. “I think she
needs some company in the water.” She picked up the
bucket of leeches and, before Holly could move,
dumped it on her.

Holly screamed and tried desperately to scramble
out, but the mud was too slippery and she kept falling.

“That’s enough,”” Mick called to Geri, but he didn’t
make any attempt to help Holly up and out of the
water.

Holly stared down. Two slimy leeches were squirm-
ing over her soaked T-shirt. She felt a sudden stinging
in her leg and saw that another one had attached itself
to her calf.

“No!” she cried. “No!”

This is a nightmare, Holly thought. It can’t be
happening.

Desperate, she turned to Geri, hoping to see some
trace of the girl who had been her friend.

But Geri’s face was cold, cold as the muddy water
that was beginning to make Holly shiver.

And then she saw something over Geri’s shoulder
that made her even colder.

A fourth person was standing at the edge of the
clearing, watching.

Sandy.
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She couldn’t be sure. The sun was in her eyes. But it
looked like Sandy.

He was smiling too—a cruel, taunting smile.

“Help me!” she cried, feeling a leech crawl up her
shoulder toward her neck.

When she raised her eyes again, Sandy was gone.
Maybe she had just imagined him being there.

“How did you like the party, Holly?” said Geri.
“Do you think you’ve learned your lesson? Do you
promise to mind your own business from now on?”

They’re going to let me go, Holly thought with
relief.

“Or maybe we should teach you a real lesson,” Geri
went on. |

Holly’s heartbeat began to quicken again, finally
pounding with her own terror.

“Come on, Geri, that’s enough,” said Mick sudden-
ly. “It’s late,” he said. “We’'ve got to get back. It’s
almost time for dinner.”

Holly was surprised by his sudden reversal. He
turned his head away, refusing to meet her eyes, then
took Geri’s arm. “Come on,” he said.

With a last mean smile, Geri turned and walked off
with Mick. Kit followed them like a puppy dog.

It’s over, Holly thought.

She managed to climb out of the creek and then, her
fingers quivering in revulsion, peeled the leech from
her leg. It scarcely hurt at all, but a mottled red oval
mark glistened on her bare skin. In sudden panic she
felt her arms, and under her clothes, but no other
leeches were clinging there.
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Shakily she got to her feet and began to walk back to
her cabin. She was cold and wet and miserable.

They didn’t really hurt me, she thought. They only
wanted to scare me.

Well, they succeeded.

But they’ll never know. I'll never let them know
how scared I was.

For just a moment Holly thought of telling her uncle
Bill about what had happened. But, no, she decided. It
would only make things worse, if he believed her at
all.

Now she was more convinced than ever that one or
all of the three—Mick, Kit, and Geri—knew some-
thing about what was going on in the camp. She
wasn’t being paranoid. They did want to hurt her, and
it wasn’t a joke! Just then her thoughts were cut off by
a sudden terrified shriek.

“No! Please, no!”
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H olly stopped walking and stood in the
dark woods, her heartbeat echoing in her ears.

The cry was not repeated, so she cautiously began to
inch forward again.

Then, just as suddenly, the scream came again:
“No!”

At that instant, Holly stepped into a small clearing
and saw a flash of clothing as if someone were running
away. A moment later she saw John as he appeared
from behind a large oak tree.

“John!” she said, surprised. “What are you—"

“Holly!” he exclaimed, his voice sounding just as
surprised. He swiftly moved his hand, and Holly
thought he was hiding something behind his back.

“What’s going on?” she said. “Who else is here?”
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“Huh? Nobody,” said John.

“] saw someone running,” said Holly. *“I just won-
dered—"

“No, really, I'm alone,” said John, his voice becom-
ing angry. “Why are you spying on me, anyway?”

“Spying?” Holly couldn’t believe what she was
hearing. “I’m sopping wet and covered with mud—
the only thing I want to do is get back to my cabin.”

“Yeah, yeah!” said John sarcastically. “Sure you
were! Listen, I don’t care if you are Uncle Bill’s niece,
if you don’t leave me alone, you’ll be sorry!”

“But I only—oh, forget it!” Frustrated, Holly
stomped back toward her cabin. On top of everything
else that had happened, now this.

What was going on with John, anyway? Why had he
gotten so angry? Why was everyone angry at her?

It was getting late. She didn’t want to get into
trouble with Debra, so she started to run.

But before she could reach safety, she became aware
of the sound of running footsteps. They were behind
her and getting closer.

Was John coming after her?

She ran harder, and then, suddenly, someone col-
lided with her. She felt strong arms reach around her
from behind. She turned and stared up into the
. puzzled face of Sandy.

“Holly!” he said. “Sorry I almost mowed you down.
What happened to you?”

“It’s a long story, she said. “I—I was out walking
and fell into a creek,” she added, searching his face for
any sign of guilt that he had helped Geri. She saw
nothing.
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“Are you all right?”
“Yes,” Holly said wearily, seeing only friendship
~ and concern on his face. She must have imagined she
saw him by the creek.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Sandy repeated. “How
did it happen, anyway?"

“I wasn’t paying attention to where I was gomg, and
I slipped,” said Holly. -

“That’s all?” he said.

“Well, then afterward I ran into John,” she admit-
ted. “He sort of upset me. He acted like I'd caught him
robbing a bank or something. He yelled at me and
threatened me.”

“Really?” said Sandy He shook his head. “He’s a
very moody guy.”

“I guess so,” Holly said. “I can’t even imagine what
that was about.”

“You're having a bad summer so far, aren’t you?”
said Sandy sympathetically.

“Not as bad as Uncle Bill,” said Holly gloomily. “If
only I could get him to listen to me. If only I could get
anyone to listen to me.”

“I know how you feel,” said Sandy. “I mean, not
exactly. But I know what it’s like when you know
something bad has happened and no one will listen to
you.”

“You do?” said Holly.

Sandy nodded. “Someday I’ll tell you about it,” he
said. He smiled at her, and she began to feel relaxed
and safe for the first time all day. For a moment they
just gazed at each other, and then Sandy broke his
eyes away to glance at his watch. “Hey,” he said. “I
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almost forgot. I have something for you. I just got the
final list of who’s going on the wilderness trip.” He
reached in his pocket, then handed her a folded list.

“Thanks,” she said. “See you at dinner.”

The cabin was empty, and Holly let herself collapse
on her bunk for a moment. As she began to undress
for a quick shower, the list Sandy had given her
fluttered to the floor. Idly she picked it up and scanned
it.
The fifteen campers were all older kids she didn’t
really know.

But as she read the counselors’ names, her heart
began to pound again. In addition to Holly, Sandy,
and Stewart Winchester, the archery instructor, the
remaining counselors on the list were Mick, Kit, and
Geri.
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“H olly?”

It was Thea, gently rapping on the door. “Hey, are
you in here?”

Holly was getting dressed for dinner. “How’s it
going?”’

“Not wonderful,” said Thea. “How about you?”

Briefly Holly told her friend about the latest trouble
with Geri. “I just don’t know what to do,” she
finished. “Geri is really out of control. She really
scares me. And things with Debra are as bad as ever.
This afternoon Jessica asked me why Debra and I
don’t like each other.”

“That bad?” said Thea.

“It’s getting so I try to think of ways to stay away
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from her. Except that I'm her assistant, so it’s nearly
impossible.”

“Maybe things will improve when she gets to know
you better,” said Thea sympathetically.

“Maybe,” said Holly. “But I'm not holding my
breath.” She looked at her watch. “Hey, it’s almost
time for dinner. I wonder where Debra is? She always
likes to be here to help the girls wash up.”

“I don’t know,” said Thea. “I’m meeting my camp-
ers in the mess hall. I'll help you.”

Holly went to the door and called her campers in.
Then she and Thea helped them wash up. Jessica was
sunburned and didn’t want to wash her face, but
Holly smoothed some cool ointment on it, and soon
the little girl was smiling again.

If only, she thought, everything in camp could be as
easy as working with the girls!

Walking to the mess hall, she searched for Debra.
Where in the world could she be? She decided that
Debra might be deliberately staying away to test Holly
somehow.

If so, she thought, Debra is in for a surprise.
Because so far I'm doing fine.

The mess hall was much noisier than usual, and
Thea and Holly saw why as soon as they entered:
hanging from one of the crossbeams on the ceiling was
Kit, wearing a gorilla mask and dropping pieces of
banana peel on the tables below.

Actually, it was pretty funny and, in spite of every-
thing, Holly found herself laughing. “If he’s trying to
attract Geri’s attention, she can’t help but notice
him,” she said to Thea.
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“You don’t know Geri,” said Thea. Both girls
turned to where Geri was sitting, completely ignoring
Kit, as if he were invisible. After a moment he threw a
piece of peel at her, and it landed right in the middle
of her tray.

“Kit, you dork!”” Geri shouted, standing up. “That’s
not funny at all!”

“Ooga-ooga,” said Kit and shinnied down a thick
rope he’d tied to the crossbeam. Still wearing the
mask, he approached Geri’s table, but she was once
again ignoring him.

“If he weren’t such a jerk, I could feel sorry for
him,” said Thea.

“Debra isn’t here,” said Holly, suddenly aware that
the senior counselor still hadn’t shown up.

“Are you sure?” asked Thea. “That’s not like her at
all.” She stood on her chair to search the hall, then
shrugged. “You’re right,” she said. “And John isn’t
here, either, which is also a little weird.”

“Do you think they’re off together somewhere?”
asked Holly.

“I hope not!” said Thea.

“But what—"" Holly stopped a moment as a horri-
fying thought occurred to her. “Thea,” she said,
“what if—"

“What if what?”

“What if something else has happened? What if
Debra and John are hurt?”

“Oh, Holly,” said Thea. “Will you forget your wild
theories? Probably they’re both just finishing some-
thing up. Or they lost track of the time. Anyway, I
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promised myself I wasn’t going to think about John
anymore, and I’'m not!”

“Well, I have to think about the camp whether I
want to or not, and I’'m going to make sure there’s
nothing wrong,” said Holly.

“Okay,” said Thea, still not acting worried. “If you
run into John, give him a message for me. Tell him to
drop dead.” |

Thea went to join her campers, and Holly stopped
by the table for Cabin Five. She explained to the girls
that she was going to find Debra so they could all eat
together, then she hurried out of the building. Holly
kept her eyes open for any sign of trouble.

But the camp appeared to be peaceful and quiet
except for the soft chirp of tree toads and the faint
rustling of leaves in the summer breeze.

She first stopped by her cabin, just in case Debra
had returned. There was no sign of her or any sign that
she’d been there.

Holly glanced toward the lake, but she couldn’t see
anyone.

Debra must still be in the crafts cabin, she decided
finally. And then she remembered how absorbed
Debra had been in working that day. She must have
lost track of the time.

Holly couldn’t suppress a little smile as she imag-
ined telling Debra she was late.

When she reached the crafts cabin, she saw that it
was dark, and she almost turned away. At the last
instant she decided to check it out.

She swung the door open.
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“Debra?” she called. “Debra, are you in here?”

The only answer was a strange, high-pitched hum-
ming noise.

Holly stepped all the way into the cabin, flipping on
the light as she did.

And stopped in shock.

Everything in the room—the floor, the walls—was
covered with bright red splatters.

Splatters of blood.

Blood that was flying from the spinning electric
potter’s wheel.

Holly continued to look, horrified and sickened.
The wheel turned rapidly, on each pass rubbing away
more of the thing slumped over it.

The thing that she saw had once been a human face,
but was now a bloody mass of raw pulp.
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H olly stood paralyzed in the doorway,
unable to stop staring at the horrifying sight before
her.

It was Debra who sat slumped over the table, her
- face nearly rubbed off by the potting wheel. Only the
long black braids identified her as Debra.

“No,” Holly moaned involuntarily. “No, please,
no.”
Her hands trembling, she unplugged the wheel, then
approached Debra’s body, hoping for any sign of life.

But Debra remained still, still as death.

Holly reached out to feel Debra’s wrist for a pulse,
but Debra’s skin was already cool.

She wasn’t going to wake up. Not ever. "

Now that she was closer, Holly could see what had
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happened. The little owl pendant that Debra always
wore around her neck had gotten tangled in the wheel.
It must have pulled her down. Must have strangled
her.

Surrounding Debra was a jumble of craft supplies.
Struggling against the wheel, Debra must have
reached out frantically and pulled them down from
the shelf right behind her. Everywhere she looked,
Holly saw spilled paints, beads, feathers, leather
thongs, and gimp.

She had died fighting, Holly thought. Fighting the
wheel.

Or had Debra been fighting someone, someone who
killed her?

The room began to spin and tilt. Holly felt dizzy.
I’m going to be sick, she thought.

No, I’'m not, she decided. She took a deep breath.
Calmer, she began to think. When she had first found
Debra, she had assumed that her death had been an
accident. But now she wasn’t sure.

How could Debra, who was so experienced, have
had this kind of accident? It didn’t make sense.

Not Debra. Not careful, professional Debra.

But who would want to hurt her? And why?

Maybe, Holly suddenly thought, this was connected
to the other incidents. A chill traveled down her
backbone.

It was more than an accident this time.

It was murder.

And it was her co-counselor who was dead.

A sudden sound behind her.

She jumped, uttering a shriek.
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Turning, she saw that it was John Hardesty.

“Holly?” he said. “l saw the open door, and I
wondered—"" Instantly he stopped talking. His eyes
widened and the color went out of his face.

“Oh, John!” Holly cried and ran to him. She fell
into his arms, thinking for a moment she might faint.

“Wh-what happened?”’ John whispered.

“I don’t know,” said Holly. “I think Debra got her
owl pendant caught in the pottery wheel. 1 was
looking for her, and I found her,and...and...”

“Take it easy,” said John, stroking her back. But his
voice was shaking. “We have to get a doctor,” he said.

“It’s too late for a doctor,” said Holly. And then
another sickening thought occurred to her. “John—
why weren’t you at dinner?”

“What?”’ he asked, distracted. ‘“Dinner? I had some
things to do first. What difference does it make?”

“None, I guess,” said Holly.

“Listen,” John said, his voice still shaky. “Why
don’t you stay here with the—with Debra. I'll go get

" Uncle Bill.”

“Sure,” said Holly. She watched as John took off.
Then, careful not to look at Debra again, she sat on a
stool facing the door.

I don’t believe this, she kept thinking.

Such a horrible death!

Maybe, Holly decided, she should have tried hard-
er, done things differently, so she and Debra could
have been friends. “I'm sorry, Debra,” she said.
Involuntarily she turned to the body again.

And froze.

She hadn’t noticed before, but now that she was
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sitting, she could see where the pendant had become
pulled into the wheel.

And she could see that something was entwined
with the pendant.

It was covered with blood—and worn down to just
a stick by the wheel. But Holly was sure she knew
what it was. What it had to be.

A red feather.
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Camp Nightwing
Dear Chief,

Guess what? I decided to take up pottery.

I found it worthwhile. Quite worthwhile.

I guess even the crafts counselor didn’t know
that making pots could be so dangerous. That
pendant looked so nice around her neck—but not
as nice as my two hands.

The local police came by for a while. They
questioned everyone.

But they’re sure it was an accident.

A tragic accident.

They didn’t even notice my calling card.

And I left it right where they couldn’t miss it.
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Well, that’s about all for now. What do you
think, Chief? Should I kill the other one?

It’s up to you.

Please write soon and let me know what you
want me to do.

Yours forever,
Me
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_ That night had been the longest of

Holly’s life. The police had come and questioned
everyone until nearly three in the morning. And they
were back early the next morning, scientific experts
going over the crafts cabin one last time.

It was obvious that they thought the whole thing
had been an accident. Everyone seemed to think
so—except for Holly.

And Geri.

As Holly was on her way to breakfast, Geri sudden-
ly grabbed her arm. Geri’s face was splotchy from lack
of sleep and crying. “Guess you're glad Debra’s gone,
aren’t you?” Geri said nastily.

Holly was shocked. “Of course not!” she said. “I
feel as bad as you do!”
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“I’ll just bet you do,” said Geri. “I thought it was
very interesting that you were the one who found
Debra’s body.”

“She was my senior counselor,” Holly said. “I was
worried when she didn’t show up at dinner.”

“Come off it, Holly,” said Geri. “Everyone in camp
knows you hated her.”

“I did not!” protested Holly, stung by Geri’s accu-
sations. “We didn’t get along great, but I kind of liked
her. And I never—"

“Never what?” said Geri, smiling nastily. “John
says that when he walked into the crafts cabin, you
were just standing there, staring down at her.”

“l was in shock,” said Holly. “I thought—" and
then she stopped and abruptly turned away. “Forget
it!”” she said. She felt bad enough already.

She couldn’t believe it. Now Geri was accusing her
of being a murderer. She’s probably blabbing it all
over camp too, Holly thought.

Well, Geri was right about one thing. Debra’s death
wasn’t an accident. And Holly knew it was up to her to
convince the police.

She’d been waiting on the uncomfortable wooden
chair outside Uncle Bill’s office for nearly twenty
minutes when a soft-but-no-nonsense voice called,
“Come in.”

Holly walked in to see a very tall man with pale skin
and dark hair bent over a thick pile of papers on Uncle
Bill’s desk. “Holly Flynn?” he said, raising his head.
“I’m Inspector Bradley. I understand you want to talk
to me?”

Holly nodded. “I talked to Detective Reed last
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night. But he was only interested in what I saw when I
found Debra. | wanted to tell you about the other stuff
that’s been going on.”

Bradley met Holly’s gaze straight. “What stuff?”

Quickly, and trying not to sound nervous, Holly
started to teli him about the red feathers she had
found. But by the time she got to her theory about
someone trying to destroy the camp, she could tell he
wasn’t really listening.

“Feathers, right,” he said. “We’ll take all that into
account in our investigation.”

“But it couldn’t just be coincidence,” Holly in-
sisted. “There were feathers at all the so-called acci-
dents. Please listen to me! I'm positive that—"

Bradley raised his hand, cutting her off. “I under-
stand how upset you must be, Holly,” he said. “Find-
- ing a dead body is one of the most shocking things
that can happen to anyone. But we have investigated
thoroughly, and for now we must conclude that
Debra’s death was an accident.”

“What about the other things?” Holly said. “The
cabinet, and the canoes—"

“That’s all very suspicious, but I'm afraid as police
officers we can’t jump to conclusions. We need solid
proof if we’re to broaden our investigation. I appreci-
ate your concern, and please feel free to call me if you
see or hear anything else.”

His words said one thing—but Holly knew he
meant something else. He didn’t believe her, and he
had no intention of taking her seriously.

She found Uncle Bill working in the rec room and
was about to try once again to convince him, but she
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could see by the exhausted look on his face that the
last thing he’d want to listen to was her theories,

“Oh, Holly,” he said when he glanced up and saw
her. ““You poor thing. I feel so bad that you had to find
Debra that way. Are you okay? Listen, I’'ve reassigned
Geri Marcus to replace Debra in your cabin.”

Holly just gaped at him. “You’ve what?!”

“Geri has a lot of experience. She’s almost like a
senior counselor, and the girls all like her,” Uncle Bill
went on, not noticing the shocked expression on
Holly’s face. '

“But, Uncle Bill,” she said, “Geri and I don’t get
along! Couldn’t you move someone else?”’

“Geri’s the most qualified for the job,” he said.
“And I must say, Holly, you seem to be having trouble
getting along with a lot of people. Don’t we have
enough real trouble without looking for imaginary
problems?”

Holly’s cheeks stung at her uncle’s unfair accusa-
tion. “‘But Geri is the one who hates me!” she said. “It
goes back to when we were living in Waynesbridge.
We—"

“I don’t care what it goes back to!” snapped Uncle
Bill. ““Can’t you see I’ve got my hands full here? If you
can’t get along, fine, I'll send you home. It’ll leave me
shorthanded, but I can’t make a special case for you.
Is that what you want, Holly? To go home?”

“No,” she said in a small voice. “I want to stay.”

“Then act like it!” he said. “Please, Holly, don’t you
have better things to do than stand around here
arguing?”
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(19 S
o the next thing she knew, a huge,

pale white hand dropped out of the attic and began
chasing her around the house,” Kit said.

“A what?” hooted Mick. “A hand chased somebody
around?”

“Sure,” said Kit. “It was disembodied.”

“What did it do, crawl like a spider?” asked Thea
sarcastically. “Or maybe it just flew through the air?”

“Will you let me finish the story?” said Kit, sound-
ing hurt. He was wearing a pair of fake fangs and
lisped slightly. Holly tuned out as he continued to
drone on. She had never liked ghost stories, but Kit
had convinced Uncle Bill to have a ghost story contest
at that evening’s cookout. Whoever told the scariest
story was supposed to win a prize. It seemed like a
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crazy idea when there was so much real horror
happening at the camp, but Holly hadn’t protested.

It was a lucky break for her, she decided. If every-
one was busy with the ghost story contest, no one
would notice if she was gone for a while.

Holly had a plan. While everyone was occupied, she
was going to sneak into the boys’ area and search the
cabins of Kit, Mick, and John. She didn’t know what
she was looking for, but she was desperate. If only she
could find some clue—any information that might
lead her to Debra’s killer.

She sneaked another glance across the fire. John
hadn’t entered the ghost story contest. He sat away
from the others completely absorbed in tying knots in
a rope. The other counselors and campers were all
attentively listening as Kit went on with his story.

Holly slowly edged away from the fire, trying not to
draw attention to herself.

“Where are you going?”

Holly jumped, her heart missing a beat. It was
Thea.

For a moment Holly considered telling her friend
what she planned to do. But then she decided against
it. After all, Thea didn’t believe her suspicions either.

“I'm just going back to my cabin for a sweater,”
Holly lied quickly. “See you later.”

She took off in the direction of Cabin Five, and
then, when she was out of sight of the campfire, circled
around to the other side of camp. Kit and John were
assigned to Cabin Nine, which was off by itself at the
edge of the woods. She’d start there.

The cabin was completely dark as she approached.
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Behind her an owl hooted, and something made a
crackling sound in the woods nearby. For a moment
Holly considered giving up and returning to the
campfire. . :

But she knew she had to force herself to go ahead.
She felt that time was running out. Debra was dead—
Debra her co-counselor.

The danger was getting close.

Would Holly be next?

She took a deep breath to steady her nerves, then
clicked on her pocket flashlight. Slowly, making as
little noise as possible, she swung open the cabin door.

It creaked eerily in the silence, and she stepped
inside the darkened cabin. She swung the light around
the room and saw that Cabin Nine was arranged the
same way as Cabin Five.

The kids’ bunks were on one side and the counse-
lors’ on the other.

She shone the light on the counselors’ area, wonder-
ing which was Kit’s. When she saw the ugly, grinning
gorilla mask hanging over a bunk, she had her answer.

This is it, Holly, she told herself. She stepped over
to Kit’s bunk and slid open the top drawer of his
cubby.

Somehow, she had expected Kit to be a total slob.
But his drawer was completely neat, with all his shirts
and underwear neatly folded and arranged. She lifted
a couple of piles to see what might be underneath
them but found nothing.

The next drawer revealed more carefully folded
clothing. She opened the bottom drawer and there was
more of the same, except for a huge green snake. This
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time it didn’t scare her. She recognized it as the
rubber snake Kit had scared her with their second day
in camp.

The whole drawer was full of Kit’s practical jokes.
There were snakes, masks, rubber insects, a fake
noose, and several items that she didn’t recognize.
Except for the snake, everything was in a bag or a box
and neatly labeled.

She opened a couple of boxes at random, but they
contained exactly what the labels promised: rubber
spiders, a green wig, and itching powder.

Who would have guessed Kit would be a neat
person? she asked herself. She poked around for a few
more minutes, but there was nothing to find. Except
for the gorilla mask over his bunk, the only personal
thing was a box of stationery and some envelopes
beneath a paperweight on the top of the cubby.

So much for Kit, she thought.

Now what about John?

Nervously she glanced at her watch. She’d been
gone almost twenty minutes. Maybe Kit was still
telling his stupid ghost story. In any case, nobody
would be leaving the campfire for a little while longer.
She hoped.

She moved over to John’s bunk and began going
through his cubby. Like Kit’s, the first two drawers
contained clothing, but it was all jumbled together in
one big mess. She quickly pawed through the socks,
underwear, and T-shirts, but saw nothing that didn’t
belong.

The bottom drawer was a tangle of miscellaneous
items—some lengths of rope, swimming goggles, sev-
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eral paperback books, and a small wooden box inlaid
with tiny red and white tiles.

She took the box out and shone the flashlight on it,
intrigued. She had never seen anything like it and
wondered where he had gotten it. She tried to open
the lid, but it wouldn’t budge. And then she saw, on
the front of the box, a tiny keyhole.

But where was the key?

Quickly she rummaged through the other drawers
again but had no luck in finding the key.

Then she remembered something she had seen on a
TV detective show, and ran her hand along the
undersides of the drawers, in case something was
taped there.

All she got for her trouble was a splinter.

Not expecting to find anything, Holly next scruti-
nized John’s bunk and the slats under it.

She stopped when she felt a hard metal object taped
to one of the slats.

Her hands trembling in excitement, Holly pulled
the metal object free of the tape. It was a tiny key, just
the size to fit the red and white box.

She sat down on John’s bed and carefully fitted the
key into the lock.

She froze as footsteps sounded outside the cabin.

Someone was coming. _

Holly searched frantically for a place to hide when
the door suddenly swung open, and there, illuminated
in the pale moonlight, stood John.
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] ohn stretched slowly, then switched on
the light. He was about to cross the room when he saw
Holly and froze.

For a moment he just stared at her in shock. Then
his expression changed to anger. “What are you
doing?”’ he demanded at last.

“I—I lost something.” Holly said the first words
that came to her mind.

“You lost something in here?”’ John said in disbelief.

“I— Well, no. I thought Kit might have found it,”
said Holly. “I was just checking.”

“Kit’s bunk is over there.” John pointed.

“Why aren’t you at the campfire?” Holly blurted
out.

“One of the campers got sick,” said John. “I helped
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take him back to his cabin. But why should I explain
myself to you?”

“It’s later than I thought,” said Holly desperately.
“I’d better be going now.”

“Not so fast,” said John, quickly stepping in front
of her. “First tell me what you’re doing in my cabin.”

“I—1I...” Holly trailed off. She realized how lame
anything she said would sound, and especially since
she was still holding John’s small wooden box.

“Well?” said John. “You want to explain what
you’re up to? Did your uncle ask you to spy on me? Is
that why you’re always poking around? Are you a spy
for Uncle Bill?”

“No, of course not,” said Holly. She sighed. “I'm
sorry,” she said. “Uncle Bill has nothing to do with
this. I was—searching your cabin.”

“Why?” said John. “What are you trying to find?”

“1 don’t really know,” said Holly. “Do you remem-
ber what happened the first day of camp in the rec
room?”” She quickly reminded John of all the disasters
that had taken place—culminating in Debra’s death.
“And I’'m sure that someone is doing all these things
deliberately—to ruin the camp,” she finished. “Only I
don’t know who. So I’m trying to find out.”

John sat down on his bunk and looked at Holly as if
she had just arrived from another planet. “Who do
you think you are,” he asked, “Nancy Drew? If you’re
O suspicious, why not just go to the police?”

“I tried to,” said Holly. “When the detectives were
here the other day. But they wouldn’t listen to me. So I
knew I had to find out what’s happening by myself.”

“And I’m your number-one suspect?”’ John said.
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“Not really,” Holly admitted. “I was more inter-
ested in Kit, but there was nothing suspicious in his
bunk or dresser.”

“Nothing like a locked box, you mean?” said John.

“Look, I'm sorry,” said Holly, annoyed and a little
ashamed. She handed John the box. “Please try to
forget it, okay?”

John took the box, but as she stood to leave he
blocked her way.

“Not so fast,” he said.

“I said I'm sorry,” Holly said.

John didn’t move.

She hadn’t realized how broad he was, and noticing
the cold, flat expression in his eyes, she felt a little
shiver of fear.

“Please,” she said. “Please let me go now.”

John continued to stare at her a moment, then his
face changed. “I’ll let you go—for now,” he said. “But
I want you to promise you’ll never spy on me again.”

“I promise,” said Holly.

She turned again, but John clamped his hand on her
arm—hard. “And one other thing,” he said. “If you
ever say anything about any of this—to anyone—
you’ll be sorry, Holly. Very, very sorry.”

Walking back along the dark path, Holly felt more
confused than ever. She had never really thought John
might be the killer. But why was he so secretive about
his locked box? And what had he been up to that
afternoon?

And she still didn’t know for sure about Kit. On the
surface he seemed to be only a harmless practical
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joker. But she couldn’t forget the nasty, gleeful look in
his eyes when he’d tormented her that afternoon.

Who else could it be? Was it possible that it was
someone who wasn’t even in camp, someone who
sneaked onto the property?

Nervously she looked over her shoulder. Nothing
but trees and the shimmering reflection from the
moon.

If it was someone from outside the camp, Holly
realized, there’d be no way for her to find out. So she
had to concentrate on the people in camp.

But who?

The path led right by Cabin Fourteen, which Mick
shared with Stewart. The door was open, and cheery
yellow light spilled out onto the path. Curious, Holly
glanced in and saw Mick hunched over a table,
writing.

She was about to go on when her eye caught
something else, something red.

She stopped and stared.

There, hanging on the wall above Mick’s table, was
a set of colorful Native American rattles, held together
with twisted yarn.

On the handle of each rattle was a band of
decoration—made from red feathers!
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; Camp Nightwing
Dear Chief,
One of the counselors is getting suspicious. Too
bad.
I can’t have that. I can’t have anyone interfer-
ing with the things I have to do.
Too bad she didn’t mind her own business. But
it’s too late now. y
She’ll be next, Chief. But I'll wait for the canoe
trip. I’ll let you know how it goes.
Yours Forever,
Me
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‘Wlat do you suppose this is about?”
Thea was obviously very sleepy as she nibbled at a
sweet roll.

Holly, sitting next to her in the mess hall, shrugged
her shoulders. Nobody knew what was going on—just
that Uncle Bill had awakened all the counselors early
for a special meeting. The aroma of eggs and bacon
was drifting out of the kitchen, and Holly realized
how hungry she was.

The rest of the counselors were slumped sleepily
around tables, quietly sipping coffee and eating
doughnuts and pastries.

“l know what this meeting is about,” Kit an-
nounced loudly. “It’s to announce that I’ve been
elected Most Popular Counselor.”
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“Right,” said Mick. “And the next announcement
is that they’ve discovered life on Jupiter.”

“Get real,” said Kit.

“Get a life,” cracked Mick.

Holly tuned out the boys’ voices. She had no idea
why Uncle Bill had called the meeting, but she was
sure that it didn’t mean anything good.

As he walked into the mess hall, she felt even more
nervous. It was obvious he hadn’t slept all night.
There were dark circles under his eyes, and his face
was pale and drawn.

“Sorry to get you all up so early,” Bill apologized to
the counselors. Even his voice sounded tired, beaten.
“I just wanted to take a few minutes to talk to you
about the things that have been happening so far.” He
paused to take a sip of coffee, made a face, then
continued. ‘“Now, it’s nobody’s fault what’s hap-
pened, but you might as well know that I’'m just
hanging on to this camp by a thread. After all the
things that have happened, and especially after what
happened to poor Debra, that thread has gotten
thinner and thinner. So I just wanted to tell you . ..”
He stopped again, and Holly could tell he didn’t want
to say what came next. “I just wanted you to know,”
he went on, “that if anything else goes wrong, I’ll have
to shut down the camp. So I really need your help.
Please let’s all work together as a team.” Bill glanced
in Holly’s direction.

I wish it were that simple, Holly thought.

The counselors all listened in stunned silence. No
one knew what to say. They’d never seen Uncle Bill so

grim.
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“That’s all,” Uncle Bill said hastily. ‘“Now, you all
enjoy your breakfast and have a good day with the
campers.” He turned abruptly and strode quickly
from the room.

Holly followed him with her eyes, her heart almost
breaking in sympathy. She knew how much the camp
meant to him and how terrible he felt about Debra’s
death.

After Uncle Bill’s announcement Holly didn’t feel
much like eating. She stopped in the breakfast line for
two cups of coffee, then wandered over to her uncle’s
office. The door was open, and he was just sitting at
his desk, staring into space.

“Uncle Bill?” He focused his eyes on Holly with a
tired smile. “I brought you some fresh coffee,” she
said, setting the cups on his desk.

“Thanks, Princess,” he said.

For a moment the two of them just sat in silence,
sipping their coffee.

“I felt really bad about what you said just now,”
Holly said finally.

Uncle Bill shrugged. “I have to face facts,” he said.
“I’ve been waiting for a loan to come through to keep
the camp going for the rest of the summer. But after
what happened to Debra, I'm not sure about it. It
definitely won’t surface if anything else happens.”

“But nothing that’s happened is your fault!” Holly
protested.

“That doesn’t matter in business,” Bill said. “All
that matters is the bottom line, meaning how your
business looks and how much money it’s making.”

“It’s not fair,” she said.
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“Life doesn’t have to be fair,” said Bill. He turned
to stare out the window a moment. “You know,
Holly,” he went on, “when I first saw this camp, I
knew that it was the place for me. I knew that at last |
could make a business work. How could I have been
so wrong?”’

“Maybe you weren’t wrong,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“Maybe you would be making a success of it—if
someone wasn’t trying to stop you!”

He turned on her angrily. “Now, you’re not going to
start that stuff about a mysterious plot to destroy the
camp, are you?”

“Just listen to me for a moment,” she said. “That’s
all you have to do, just listen. I can prove—"

“I said forget it!” he said. “You’ve told me your
theories before, and I told you what I think of them.”

“All right,” she said. “But—"

“No buts,” he said, still annoyed. “I think maybe it
will be good for you to get away on the wilderness trip
tomorrow.”

“That’s another thing I wanted to talk to you
about,” said Holly. “I’m not sure it’s such a good idea
for me to go—"

“What do you mean, it’s not a good idea?”” Uncle
Bill bellowed, cutting off the rest of her sentence. “Are
you questioning my judgment now?”

“Of course not!”’ Holly protested. “It’s just that—""
She stopped, not knowing what else to say. She
couldn’t tell Bill that she was afraid of the trip, afraid
of Mick and Kit and Geri, afraid of what they might
do.
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“It’s just that I don’t get along so great with the
other counselors who are going,” she finished lamely.

“Well, maybe this will give you a chance to /learn to
get along with them,” Uncle Bill said. “Now, I'm not
going to argue about it. With Debra gone, you’re the
boating counselor now. So of course you should go.”

“But what about the girls in Cabin Five?”

“They’ll be involved all day tomorrow with junior
field day,” said Uncle Bill. “Marta is running that and
Thea can stay in the cabin overnight. Believe me. I've
got everything covered.” He was no longer yelling, but
his voice still betrayed his anger.

“Honestly, Holly,” he said after a moment. “When
I asked you to work here this summer, it was because I
needed your help. Now, please—be a help. Go along
with things for a change. Don’t look for trouble.”

[ won’t, thought Holly. But I’'m afraid trouble is
going to find me.

125



chapter
26

The next morning Holly was up early,
preparing for the canoe trip. She had scarcely slept the
night before, unable to stop her mind from replaying
all the things that had happened the last couple of
days.

If only Uncle Bill would listen to her.

She hurried to the front parking lot, where Sandy
was busy loading kids and equipment into the rickety
camp bus. Luckily it was only about thirty miles to the
White River. It didn’t look as if the bus could make it
much farther than that.

Sandy smiled at her. “Glad you’re coming,” he
said. “I think you’ll have a better time than you ex-
pect.”

“I hope so,” said Holly. “Anyway, it’ll be different.”
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“More different than you think,” said Sandy.
“There’s been a last-minute change. Stewart got sick
last night, so John’s replacing him."”

“John!” said Holly, shocked.

“Yeah,” said Sandy, sounding worried. “And I
don’t know how he got Uncle Bill to agree. He’s not
really into canoeing. He hates the water.”

Maybe John’s coming because he knows I’'m going,
Holly thought in horror. Because the wilderness trip
might be the perfect place to get me alone and—

“Holly?” Sandy interrupted her thoughts. She real-
ized he had been telling her something.

“Sorry,” she said. “My mind’s still asleep. What
was it?”

“I’ll put John in my canoe where I can help him.
That leaves you and Mick together, okay?”

Mick? At the sound of his name a vibrant picture
popped into her mind—those beautiful Native Amer-
ican rattles covered with red feathers!

Paddling down the White River, Holly wondered
how she had managed to make sO many enemies in
such a short time. The other counselors were barely
speaking to her.

When they had gotten on the bus, Geri had taken
one look at Holly and exclaimed, “Oh, no! Can’t I get
away from you for a single minute?”

John had given her a cold look, then turned away,
and even Kit had snubbed her. Mick pretended that
he didn’t even see her. Then he’d argued with Sandy
about the canoe assignments. “Why can’t I be with
Geri?” he’d demanded.

127



FEAR STREET

“Because it’ll work better this way,” said Sandy,
not at all upset, but not listening to any protests
either.

As they paddled down the White River, Sandy’s
canoe was in the lead, with Holly and Mick bringing
up the rear. The counselors went two to a canoe with
the stronger canoer in the back. The campers’ canoes
held three. Holly watched Geri and Kit paddling
together, the campers in the canoe next to them
laughing and shrieking at Kit’s antics as he pretended
to drop his paddle or fall in the water.

“Will you cut that out!” Geri finally yelled, and Kit
finally did settle down.

The kids really like Kit, Holly realized. She won-
dered why she had never noticed before.

She tried to strike up a conversation with Mick, but
he was giving her the silent treatment, answering in
monosyllables and grunts.

Once she turned around in the canoe, and she
thought he was starting to say something, but then he
shook his head and looked away.

At lunchtime Mick still hadn’t said a word to her.
He just helped the campers out of their canoes, then
hurried to where Geri was setting out food for lunch.
Thanks a lot, Mick, Holly thought sarcastically.

Most of the rest of the day was the same. Mick,
Geri, and John ignored Holly as if she were invisible,
and Kit continued to act stupid.

By late afternoon they had reached the campsite,
and everyone was tired. Sandy took Kit and several of
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the campers to gather firewood while the others
prepared the campsite.

Holly had nearly finished clearing out a shallow pit
for the campfire when she picked up the faint sound of
sobbing.

Had one of the campers been hurt?

She turned to the other counselors, but Geri and
Mick were deep in conversation and there was no sign
of John.

She directed Henry, the oldest boy camper, to keep
working on the pit, then set off to find out what was
wrong.

She followed the sound of crying away from the
camp into the woods.

It was getting dark, and Holly suddenly realized
that she didn’t know those woods at all. Why hadn’t
she brought a flashlight?

The trees were dense, much denser than in the
woods around Camp Nightwing.

Instead of the well-marked paths around the camp,
there were only twisted, weed-choked trails.

What kind of animals live around here? she won-
dered.

Maybe she’d better go back to camp for her
light.

But the sobbing suddenly became louder, sounded
even more hopeless.

One of the campers is in trouble, Holly thought. I
can’t go back. I've got to help now.

Or could it be a trick? Was someone trying to lure
her away from camp, into the woods, where—
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“Hello, Holly.”

Holly jumped at the sound of her name.

Silhouetted against a tree, his face pale in the fading
light, stood John. In his hand, the dying light glinted
off the shiny metal blade of a knife.
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.Lhn!“ Holly cried, terror and surprise
mingling in her voice.

“lI might have known!” he said. “What are you
doing here? I told you not to spy—"

“I’'m not spying!” Holly shouted. Suddenly she was
so angry she forgot the knife he was holding. “I heard
someone crying, and I was coming to help!”

“The only way you can help is to turn around and
go back to camp!” John said, raising the knife. “If you
don’t, I'll—"

“John, stop!” cried a girl’s voice. A slim, pretty girl
came around from the far side of the tree and put her
hand on John’s arm.

“Courtney!” It was Courtney Blair, one of the
senior campers. ‘“What—what are you doing here?”
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“I’'m warning you, Holly,” said John. “This is none
of your business!” He took a step forward.

“John, for heaven’s sake, stop it!” Courtney took
the knife out of his hand. “Don’t pay any attention to
John,” she told Holly. “We heard you coming, and
John thought it might be a bear or something.” She
folded the knife and handed it back to John. Sheepish-
ly he put it in his pocket.

“But what are you doing here?”’ asked Holly. “It’s
practically dark. I heard someone crying and—"

“That was me,” said Courtney. Now Holly could
see the tears on her face. “John and I were having
a—an argument.”

“I’'m sorry, Court,” said John, putting his arm
around her shoulder. “I didn’t mean to make you
cry.”

Suddenly Holly understood. John and Courtney
had been seeing each other, in defiance of camp rules.
No wonder John was so secretive.

“I guess you've found us out,” John said bitterly.
“Courtney’s fifteen,” he went on. “I’'m almost three
years older. We met at my old high school, but Court’s
parents thought there was too much difference in our
ages, and they wouldn’t let us see each other.”

“So you decided to meet here at camp?” Holly
guessed.

“What else could we do?” said John. “We really
love each other.” He looked down at Courtney tender-
ly, then back at Holly. “When you ran into me the
other day in the woods, we were arguing. I told Court
that I couldn’t stand all this sneaking around. I
thought we should tell her parents the truth.”
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“I had no idea,” said Holly. “I thought—I don’t
know what 1 thought.”

“It’s just not fair,” Courtney spoke up. “I’m really
close to my folks. I don’t want to have to choose
between them and Johnny. So I just kinda lost it. I was
yelling no, over and over. Then I just couldn’t take it
anymore. I ran away.”

“I heard you,” Holly said simply.

“She dropped her bracelet,” added John. “I was
afraid you’d see it, so I hid it behind my back.”

“So that’s why you signed up for the trip at the last
minute,” said Holly. “To be with Courtney.”

John nodded. “I had to see her again, find a way to
make her understand,” he said.

“What was in the box?”” Holly asked, curious.

John blushed. “A picture of Courtney and some
letters,” he said. “I knew I didn’t dare let anyone see
them.” He sighed. “It’s really been rough. We know
what will happen if anyone catches us, but we just
can’t stay apart.

“I know we can’t really ask you this,” said John.
“But now that you know what’s going on with me and
Courtney, please, Holly, please don’t tell anyone.”

“l won’t,” said Holly. “But please cool it on this
trip. I won’t say anything. But I won’t lie for you—1I
can’t.” Holly shuddered. Where had she heard those
words before?
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H olly awoke from a warm and cozy
dream about shopping at the Division Street Mall-
back in Shadyside to find herself wet and cold and
sleeping outdoors. She sat up and then saw Sandy
kneeling over her, shaking her shoulder. “What—?7"

“Shh!” he said, a finger to his lips. “You can sleep
longer if you want,” he whispered. “But I’m about to
scout out today’s river trip. I thought you might want
to come with me and see the sunrise.”

“Really?” said Holly. ‘“‘You mean the sun’s actually
going to rise today?”

“Come on,” Sandy urged. “It’s not a good idea to go
canoeing alone. We’ll be back before the others wake
up."!

She stretched, a little stiff from sleeping on the
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ground. She felt surprised and happy that Sandy
trusted her in the canoe, and even better that he
wanted to spend time with her. She realized that she
liked him more and more all the time.

She quickly brushed her teeth and combed her hair,
then joined Sandy at the side of the river where he was
watching the sun rise over the mountains across the
river.

“I love the early morning,” he said. “I love the way
the light bounces off the river and makes everything
hazy.”

Holly looked at the river, seeing it the way Sandy
described it, and smiled. It was beautiful. He handed
her a tin mug full of warm tea that they passed back
and forth between them.

“What’ll they think when they see we’re gone?”” she
said.

“We’ll be back before anyone wakes up,” said
Sandy. “What I want to do is scout downriver a little
ways to where it forks.” He pulled out a map and
pointed at it while he continued. “One side becomes a
rapids, and I want to see if it’s safe for the campers.”

“Rapids sound like fun,” said Holly, surprised at
herself and realizing at the same time that she meant
it.

“See?” Sandy smiled. “I knew you were a wilder-
ness camper at heart.”

They finished their tea and stepped into the canoe,
Sandy in the back where he could steer. They began
paddling down the wide, fast-flowing river. “See over
there?” Sandy pointed out a still, dark area at one
edge of the river. “That’s a great fishing pool. When-
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ever you have quiet pools like that in a river, that’s
where the big fish like to hang out.”

Sandy knows so much about the wilderness, I-Iolly
thought. Uncle Bill was really lucky he got him as a
counselor this year.

Early-summer wildflowers formed a colorful jumble
along the banks of the river, and at a bend they saw
a family of deer daintily drinking at the water’s
edge.

“This is so beautiful!” Holly said breathily. “I’'m so
glad I came on the trip!”

“I’m glad you like it,” said Sandy.

The canoe continued to skim along the rushing
water. Up ahead the broad channel narrowed.

“We're nearly at the fork now,” said Sandy. “Get
ready for a fast ride.”

The current picked up abruptly, and Holly was
suddenly splashed. “Wow!” she said. “This is fast.”

“Not nearly as fast as it’ll be when we get to the real
rapids,” said Sandy. “Just keep paddling.”

Holly was beginning to wonder if she was experi-
enced enough to keep up with him, but she soon fell
into the rhythm of paddling and began enjoying it.
The sights along the bank moved by faster and faster.

“We're getting awfully far from the campsite, aren’t
we?” she asked after a moment. “Won'’t it take a long
time to get back to the others?”

“Don’t worry about it,” said Sandy. “I know what
I'm doing. I know this river.”

“You know the river?” said Holly, suddenly con-
fused. ‘““You mean from the map?”

“I mean I know it,” he said. “See that clearing up
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ahead on the right? 1 camped out there for two days
last summer.”

“But—1I thought you told me you were in the desert
last summer.”

Sandy didn’t answer for a moment, and when he
did, his voice sounded strange. “lI didn’t mean /
camped out here. My brother did. He told me every-
thing about it.”

“Oh,” said Holly. And then she remembered some-
thing. “Wait a minute, didn’t you tell me you’re an
only child?”

Again Sandy didn’t answer right away. He began to
paddle more slowly.

“Sandy?”

“Just forget what I said, all right?” he said. Holly
realized that he was nervous and wondered what she
had said to upset him.

“Sandy,” she said gently. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean
to pry into your private life. I was just curious, that’s
all.”

“You’re curious about everything, aren’t you, Hol-
ly?” And again his voice sounded strange.

This is wonderful, Holly thought. The only person
on the wilderness trip who doesn’t hate me, and I'm
making him mad. She couldn’t think of anything else
to say, and for a while they paddled in silence. The
current of the river was getting faster and faster, and
she thought she could hear the sound of the rapids
ahead.

“Sandy?” she said. “I think I hear the rapids.”

“Well, that’s why we’re here, isn’t it?” he said. “To
check them out.”
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He sounded angry. Again Holly was perplexed.
“Please,” she said at last. “Please tell me what’s
bothering you.”

He sighed loudly, then spoke in that strange new
voice. “I guess my problem is that I’ve been a little
careless,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“But you’ve been careless too, Holly,” he said,
instead of answering her directly.

“What do you mean?”

He didn’t answer, and suddenly, although she
couldn’t say why, she felt frightened. Frightened of
Sandy.

“What do you mean?” she repeated.

“I mean,” he said, ‘“that you didn’t tell anyone you
were coming with me.”
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F or a moment Holly thought she had
misunderstood. “What are you talking about?” She
turned around suddenly to look at him, the canoe
tipping a bit to one side.

“I said you’d been careless,” Sandy repeated slowly.
“That you didn’t tell anyone you were coming with
me.” He stopped paddling, and Holly could see
tension in every line of his body.

What'’s going on? she wondered.

“I didn’t tell anyone because you said we’d be back
before they woke up,” she said lightly. “Sandy, what’s
wrong?”

He didn’t answer, and he didn’t resume paddling.
The canoe began to drift.

“Sandy, we’re drifting,” she said.
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“Yes,” he agreed. He resumed paddling, slowly. His
voice sounded so strange, so remote. Was this really
the same guy who had been so nice to her?

“Sandy, what’s wrong?” she said. “Please tell me.
You can trust me.”

“I already told you,” he said. “I was careless. And
now you’ve been careless too. That’s what happens at
Camp Nightwing. People get careless.”

“What are you talking about?” Holly still felt
uneasy, but she was beginning to be exasperated. Was
Sandy playing some kind of game with her?

“Carelessness,” he said. “For instance, Debra.
Debra was careless.”

“Maybe she was,” Holly said. “But I'm still not sure
it was an accident. I don’t see how she could have
gotten her pendant caught in the wheel.”

“That was this summer,” said Sandy, his voice still
strange. “I was talking about last summer.”

“What do you mean?”

“Last summer Debra was careless on a canoe trip,”
Sandy said. “It was a wilderness trip just like this one.
There were six counselors and fifteen campers, just
like this one. Six counselors and fifteen campers left
Camp Nightwing for the wilderness. Six counselors
came back. But only fourteen campers. All because
Debra was careless.”

“Are you talking about—about the accident that
happened last summer?”’ said Holly.

“It wasn’t an accident,” said Sandy. “An accident
happens by chance. This one was caused—caused by
Debra and her carelessness.”

Holly felt the unease growing in her again. Sandy

140



LIGHTS OUT

wasn't making sense, and his voice was sounding
stranger and stranger, almost robotlike.

“I never heard much about the accident,” Holly
said. “I just know that something happened to one of
the campers.”

“Don’t say one of the campers!” said Sandy. “He
wasn’t just another camper. He was special. Really
special. His name was Seth.”

“So you were here last summer after all?”” Holly
said.

“No!” said Sandy. “Don’t you listen to anything I
say? I wasn’t here. Seth was here. Seth, my brother.”

Holly was completely confused now. She hadn’t
heard of anyone named Seth. And Sandy had told her
he was an only child. This must be some kind of trick,
she thought. But why?

“I wrote to my brother every day at camp last
summer,” Sandy said. “And I still write him every
day. No matter how I feel, no matter how busy I am, I
write him a letter.” He paused, then went on, sound-
ing sad. “But he hasn’t answered in the longest time.”

Seth is dead, Holly realized. Sandy’s brother was
the boy who died at Nightwing last summer.

“You would have liked him,” Sandy continued. “He
was just a great guy. Too bad you can never meet
him.”

“I never knew anyone named Seth,” she said, just
for something to say.

“He never liked the name,” said Sandy, sounding
harsh. “So I called him Chief. This was his sign.”
Sandy reached in his pocket. In his hand was a red
feather.
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H olly suddenly felt as if a cold hand had
closed around her heart.

She was beginning to understand. To understand all
too well.

“He was three years younger than me,” Sandy went
on. “But we were close. In fact, you could say he was
my best friend. I was happy that he was going to camp
here last year. But he never came home. He died here.
Here in this river.”

“That’s awful,” said Holly, sympathy mingling with
her growing fright.

“All because Debra was careless,” Sandy repeated.
“But she has paid now. Paid for her carelessness.”

Holly had never been so scared. Sandy killed
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Debra. Sandy was a murderer and she was trapped in
a little canoe with him.

“That’s right,” Sandy went on, as if reading her
thoughts. “I was the one, the one who made Debra
pay. I was the one who did the other things. Camp
Nightwing is an evil place. It cannot be allowed to go
On.!!

“I—1I understand how you must feel,” Holly said.
She spoke as calmly as she could. She knew that a
part of Sandy was kind, and rational, and as sane
as she was. Maybe if she spoke calmly, she could
reach that part and stop him from—whatever he
was planning.

“You don’t understand,” Sandy said. “No one
does.”

“No, really,” said Holly. “Really, I do. I mean, I
love my sister, and I know how I'd feel if anything
happened to her.”

Sandy abruptly laughed, a cruel, mocking laugh.
“But nothing did happen to her,” he said. “Not like
what happened to Chief. Do you know what I did
when I found out? I made a vow. A sacred vow to
Chief. I promised him that I would get even for what
happened to him.”

He had stopped paddling again, and the canoe was
drifting, drifting in the swift current. Up ahead Holly
could hear the rush of water that meant the rapids
were coming up.

“I—I understand that too,” said Holly. She hoped
her voice didn’t sound as scared as she felt. I've got to
keep him talking, she thought. As long as he’s talking,
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felt his hand grip her ankle, causing a searing pain to
shoot through her whole leg.

Do it, Holly! she told herself.

Holly reached out, grabbed the nearest snake, then
turned and heaved it in Sandy’s face.

Startled, Sandy let out a cry.

He lost his footing.

And fell backward down the hill, his arms and legs
flailing wildly as he tried to break the fall.

At last he stopped rolling and lay at the bottom of
the hill, unmoving.

Trembling all over, Holly wriggled out of the cave
and stared down at Sandy. Was it a trick?

No.

His face was deathly pale, and one of his arms was
twisted unnaturally beneath him.

She began limping down the hill, down to where
Sandy lay. When she got to the bottom, she could see
that he was breathing. A trickle of blood ran down his
forehead.

For a long time Holly just stood still, knowing she
had to get back to the camp, to get help. She was
trembling and felt cold all over. _

You can do it, Holly, she told herself. It’s not that
far. You can make it back in plenty of time.

She took a deep breath, then started walking back
to the river.

And stopped in horror as the trees parted again.

There, standing directly in front of her, was Mick.

“No!” she screamed aloud. “No, no, no!” She
couldn’t stand it. After everything, after escaping
from Sandy, now Mick was after her.
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“Uncle Bill is just as much responsible for what
happened to Chief as Debra was,” Sandy said
coldly.

“But I didn’t have anything to do with it,” protested
Holly. “I wasn’t even here last summer!”

“True,” said Sandy. “But I can’t let you go now.
You know too much.”

Holly’s heart was beating so fast, she felt as if it
might fly right out of her chest. She was alone on a
rushing river with a crazy person, a murderer. She
thought nothing could be more terrifying.

And then the canoe drifted around a bend-—and
the roaring rapids loomed ahead.

“Paddle!” Sandy commanded, almost sounding
like himself.

Too terrified to protest, Holly turned around to the
bow and started paddling. Sandy guided the boat into
the right fork, directly into the center of the fast-
running white water.

The noise of the rapids was so loud, Holly couldn’t
hear anything else. The cold, stinging water sprayed in
her face and drenched her. For a moment she was so
busy paddling she almost forgot where she was—and
with whom.

She cried out as the canoe suddenly rammed into a
rock. It spun all the way around before resuming its
lurching progress through the white water.

Now it was rocking from side to side, tossed in the
rushing water as if it were a piece of kindling. The
canoe lurched hard to the left, and Holly thought for a
moment she would be thrown out.
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“Sandy!” she screamed. “Sandy!” She turned to
face him. “Sandy! Get us out of this! We’ll both be
killed!”

Sandy didn’t answer. Instead he started to laugh!

And then he tossed his paddle into the white
water.
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hat have you done?” Holly shrieked,
but the words were lost in the deafening roar of the
water.

Sandy kept laughing.

His paddle had already disappeared in the seething
foam. Holly stared down into the water in terror. She
tried to paddle, tried to straighten out the canoe, but
the current was too strong.

Now Sandy was standing up, almost tipping the
canoe over.

Her heart pounding furiously, Holly stared at him,
hoping to see a spark of the old Sandy, a spark of
sanity.

But all she saw was the mindless stare of the insane.
He started to speak again and then began yelling. At
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first Holly couldn’t understand what he was saying.
But then by concentrating she could just make out the
words.

“You’re next, Holly!” he said. “You’re next!”

And now she understood.

Understood that he meant to kill her—even if it
meant killing them both.

“No!” she cried and shrank back as he began to
advance to the front of the canoe, toward her.

“It’s time for you to pay!” Sandy yelled. “Don’t
fight me. You don’t have a chance, Holly.”

“No!” she shrieked again. ‘“No! Sandy, stop it! Let
me go!”

He lunged toward her. Again the canoe tipped low
into the water, and Holly had to grab the gunwales to
keep from being thrown out.

Instinctively Holly grabbed up her paddle and
swung it at Sandy. He ducked, then lunged for her
again. She half stood, to get better balance, and swung
again.

She felt the paddle connect with his head, with a
sickening thud.

Sandy gazed at her open-mouthed, then fell into the
bottom of the canoe.

Holly was so surprised, she didn’t know what to do
at first. She poked at Sandy with the paddle, but he
didn’t move.

Have I killed him?

For a moment she felt a little sick, but then she
realized the most important thing was to get the canoe
out of the rapids. Then she’d have to figure out how to
get back to camp.
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The rapids had picked up speed, and Holly was very
careful as she sat back down. Just then the canoe hit a
rock, then another.

“No!” she screamed.

She flew into the air and landed in the rushing
water, choking and sputtering. Desperately she clawed
at the metal of the canoe, but it swept away, leaving
her fingernails torn and bleeding.

She fought to stay on the surface of the swirling,
rushing water, then watched in despair as the canoe
spun away down the river.

She looked around her frantically, but all she could
see was white foam. The riverbanks looked impossibly
far away.

She could feel the stirrings of panic begin to lick at
the edge of her mind.

Calm down, Holly, she told herself. You’re a good
swimmer. Just stay calm and swim toward the shore.

Taking a deep breath, she struck out against the
current. But between strokes, the current pulled her
back to the middle of the river. No matter how hard
she stroked, she didn’t get any closer to the shore.

Keep calm, she told herself again and again. Swim
diagonally across the current.

Gasping, struggling for each breath, she made slow
progress. Soon she was out of the swiftest part of the
current. She had only to swim across still water to the
bank.

She rested a moment before looking upstream.

An enormous fallen tree was rushing straight for her
on the foam of the river.
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H olly screamed, taking in a large

mouthful of water.

The fallen tree was only a couple of feet away.

She didn’t have time to think, only react.

Filling her lungs with air, she dived, going as far
under the water as she could.

Her lungs were on fire, her chest nearly bursting.

I’ve got to hold on, she told herself. I've got to.

Black spots began to dance before her eyes.

And she felt the tree’s branches brush over her
body, then, mercifully, move on down the river.

When she came to the surface she felt strangely
calm, no longer frightened.

The only thing that was important now was her
survival.
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With all her strength Holly began to strike out for
the shore, her arms moving strongly through the
roiling water, her feet kicking in an even rhythm.

Every muscle in her body ached, but she kept
moving, with a strength she hadn’t known she pos-
sessed.

Just as she thought she couldn’t swim another
stroke, her feet brushed the rocky bottom, and she
shakily walked to the bank.

Exhausted and shivering, Holly sat against a tree,
catching her breath, trying to sort out her thoughts.
Can all this really be happening? she wondered.

‘Sandy? Kind, considerate Sandy, who had shown
her the beauty of the wilderness?

Holly realized that poor Sandy must have been
driven insane by grief over his brother’s death. She
remembered the expression on his face when he
talked about Seth, the almost gleeful way he had told
her that Debra had paid for her “carelessness.”

Where was Sandy now? Still in the canoe? He
hadn’t moved after she hit him, and the canoe was
heading for the roughest of the rapids. She didn’t
know how long the rapids went on, and she imagined
Sandy’s body washed up on the shore miles down-
stream.

No! she told herself. Stop thinking that way! There
was only one thing for her to do, and that was return
to camp, as quickly as possible, and get help.

But how would she get back? It was a long way.

Through the woods. Alone.

She couldn’t stay where she was. She was freezing
cold from the icy water. Even as she thought about it,
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a shiver passed through her. I’ve got to keep moving,
Holly told herself. It’s still morning, and I’m strong.
There’s plenty of time to get back to the others. When
she told them what happened, she thought, even Geri,
Mick, and Kit would have to help her.

Holly thought briefly of trying to find a trail through
the woods, but soon realized that was likely to get her
lost. The best thing to do, no matter how difficult,
would be to follow the riverbank, back the way she
and Sandy had come.

She began walking, her shoes squishing along the
muddy bank. The woods along the river were much
thicker than those around Camp Nightwing, and she
couldn’t help thinking about some of the things she
had heard about the Fear Street Woods behind her
house in Shadyside. How the spirits of the dead
sometimes roamed the woods.

Had she killed Sandy? Would his spirit roam the
woods now? Would it come after her?

There was a sharp crackling noise just ahead of her,
and Holly jumped in fright. Something big was mov-
ing toward the river.

And then she saw it: a doe, followed by her fawn,
teetering on spindly legs.

Holly sighed in relief and watched the two deer as
they made their way down to the water. Somewhere a
mockingbird began to trill, and suddenly the woods
were just woods again, full of animals and birds rather
than spirits of the Undead.

Feeling a little better, Holly began to walk faster.
The path along the river became narrower as low hills
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began to rise. It was very beautiful, all green and
peaceful, the loudest noise the rushing river.

Holly fell into a gentle rhythm of walking, not even
thinking much now.

There was another crackling noise, behind her this
time, and Holly hoped she would get to see_another
deer.

But the crackling changed to thumping, and she
realized it was footsteps. Running footsteps.

In terror Holly froze, turning toward the direction
of the sound.

The trees parted and a human stepped out in front
of her.

It was Sandy.
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H olly stepped back and screamed.

Sandy remained still, a faint smile on his face.
“What'’s the matter, Holly?” he finally said. “You look
as if you've seen a ghost.”

“But you were—you were in the canoe!” she
gasped. “I thought you were—"

“Dead?” said Sandy. “Is that what you thought?
And that I'm a ghost, coming back to haunt you?”

For a moment that was exactly what Holly had
thought.

“I’'m alive, all right,” Sandy said. He rubbed his
hand over his head where Holly had hit him with the
paddle. “But it’s no thanks to you. You tried to kill
me, Holly.”
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“No!"” she cried. ‘“No, I didn’t! I didn’t mean to hurt
you!” She took another step backward.

“Do you know what?” he said. “I believe you.
You're a good, kind person, Holly. But I won’t let you
stop me from what I have to do.”

“How—how did you get back here?” she asked,
trying to keep her voice from shaking,.

“I’m a good canoer,” Sandy said. “A super camper,
like my brother, Chief. I must have been unconscious
for only a few moments. I took your paddle and
brought the canoe over to the edge of the river. Then I
started paddling back, to find out what had happened
to you.”

Holly couldn’t think of anything else to say. She
took another step backward. Sandy took a step toward

- her.

“I watched you,” he said. “I saw you struggling in
the river. I thought maybe you would drown, and then
I wouldn’t have to worry about you anymore.”

“You don’t need to worry!” she said. “I won’t say
anything to anyone, I promise.”

“You’'re just saying that,” he said. “Because you're
scared.” '

“No!” she protested. “I mean it!”

He shook his head, the faint smile still on his lips.
“It’s too late, Holly,” he said. “We’ve both gone too
far. When I get through with you, I’ll go back to camp
and tell everyone that there was another boating
accident. Another tragic accident, like the one that
happened last year.”

“No,” Holly murmured. “No, please.”
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“They’ll all believe me,” Sandy went on. “And
when they find out, that will be the end of Camp
Nightwing. Just the way I promised Chief.”

“No, no, no,” Holly kept saying, even though she
knew it would do no good.

Sandy took another step toward her, swooped
down, and picked up a thick tree limb.

Holly watched in horror as he raised it and began to
swing it at her. She finally moved and broke into a
run.

Behind her she could hear Sandy, close behind,
breathing hard.

Her only hope was to duck into the woods, to hide
from him. Ignoring the rocks and raised tree roots that
tore at her bare legs, she began to run through the
woods. Low branches stung her face, but she couldn’t
stop to look for a clear path. She could do nothing but
run.

Run, and try to ignore the pounding footsteps
behind her.

She slipped once and managed to scramble to her
feet just ahead of Sandy. She thought she heard him
laughing as he came after her.

Her breath was coming in gasps now, and she knew
she couldn’t go much farther. And then, suddenly, just
ahead she saw a steep unwooded hill. If she could
climb it, get to the other side . . .

But the rocks on the hill were slippery with early-
morning dew, and she was only partway up when she
saw Sandy was right beneath her.

He swung the branch with all his force.

Holly felt it connect with her left foot.
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A shock of pain.

And then the foot went numb all the way to her toes.

She scrambled a bit farther up and saw Sandy
picking up the branch again, preparing to climb after
her.

Desperate, Holly raised her eyes. Just above her, a
small cave was cut into the hill. If she could manage to
wriggle into it, she might be able to fend Sandy off and
protect herself.

Summoning her last ounce of strength, Holly
lunged upward and wriggled into the mouth of the
cave. :

And stopped.

Ahead of her, coiled in a writhing mass just inside
the cave entrance, was a nest of hissing snakes.
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Seeing her, the snakes began to uncoil.

Holly froze for a moment, panicked.

Behind her, she could hear Sandy scrabbling up the
slope.

Even if the snakes hadn’t been there, she realized
now, the cave was much too small to hold her. Her
panic turned to despair, to the desire to just give up
and let whatever would happen, happen.

No! she told herself. No! The unclouded part of her
mind pushed the panic away, told her she had a
chance, one chance.

But could she do it? The snakes slithered closer,
and Holly felt her body begin to tremble uncontrol-
lably.

Sandy had reached the cave now, and she suddenly
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felt his hand grip her ankle, causing a searing pain to
shoot through her whole leg.

Do it, Holly! she told herself.

Holly reached out, grabbed the nearest snake, then
turned and heaved it in Sandy’s face.

Startled, Sandy let out a cry.

He lost his footing.

And fell backward down the hill, his arms and legs
flailing wildly as he tried to break the fall.

At last he stopped rolling and lay at the bottom of
the hill, unmoving.

Trembling all over, Holly wriggled out of the cave
and stared down at Sandy. Was it a trick?

No.

His face was deathly pale, and one of his arms was
twisted unnaturally beneath him.

She began limping down the hill, down to where
Sandy lay. When she got to the bottom, she could see
that he was breathing. A trickle of blood ran down his
forehead.

For a long time Holly just stood still, knowing she
had to get back to the camp, to get help. She was
trembling and felt cold all over. _

You can do it, Holly, she told herself. It’s not that
far. You can make it back in plenty of time.

She took a deep breath, then started walking back
to the river.

And stopped in horror as the trees parted again.

There, standing directly in front of her, was Mick.

“No!” she screamed aloud. “No, no, no!” She
couldn’t stand it. After everything, after escaping
from Sandy, now Mick was after her.
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“Holly! Holly! What is it?”

She became aware that Mick was calling her name,
and now she faced him. He wore a look of shock.

He wasn’t trying to kill her. He obviously didn’t
know what had happened.

“Oh, Mick!” she cried. And suddenly crumpled
into his arms.

The faint wail of a siren faded into the distance as
the ambulance took Sandy away, away from the
campsite, away from all the horrors of the past week.

Holly, wrapped in a blanket, shivered as she
watched the flashing red light retreat down the long
graveled road. Mick, sitting beside her, handed her a
cup of hot broth, and she gratefully took a sip. She had
told Mick the whole story of what Sandy had done,
then helped as well as she could while he dragged
Sandy’s unconscious body back to the river and
loaded it into the canoe. She had been so exhausted
she had barely been able to paddle, but Mick had
managed to return them to the campsite, where the
bus would come to pick them up.

She pulled the blanket tighter around herself. She
couldn’t stop shivering. She had never been so cold in
her life.

“Are you okay?” Mick asked with concern.

Holly nodded. She took another sip of the warming,
strengthening broth. “There’s one thing I don’t under-
stand,” she said at last, her voice no longer shaking.
“How did you happen to find us?”

Embarrassment crossed Mick’s face, and he looked
at the ground before answering.
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“I couldn’t sleep last night,” he said. “I—I had a lot
of thinking to do. I felt really bad about what hap-
pened the other day. And about the way we’ve all been
treating you. I tried all day to find the words, but I just
couldn’t. I wanted to tell you I'm really sorry. I mean,
I was kind of mad at you for what happened earlier.
But that’s no excuse. This may sound weird, but I
really do like you a lot.”

Holly felt sympathetic to Mick. She could see
how hard it was for him to admit that he’d been
wrong.

“But why did you follow me and Sandy?” she asked,
puzzled.

“Well, as I said, I decided I wanted to apologize to
you. I thought I’d talk to you early in the morning
before the others woke up. But then I saw Sandy come
and talk to you, and when the two of you went off in
the canoe, I decided to follow, just to see what you
were up to.”

“So you were right behind us all along?”

“No,” said Mick. “I’m not nearly as good a canoer
as Sandy, especially alone, so I got farther and farther
behind. I was about to head back when I saw your
canoe tied up by the shore. I was curious, so I tied
mine up next to it, and then the next thing I knew I
ran into you in the woods.”

“I'm glad you did,” Holly said. “Thanks, Mick.”

When the camp bus arrived, Uncle Bill ran to Holly
and took her in his arms. He seemed to have aged ten
years in the past day.

“How are you feeling, Princess?” he asked Holly.
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“I’m all right now,” she said. “What will happen to
Sandy?”

“He’ll get the help he needs,” Uncle Bill said sadly.
“I just didn’t know. Can you imagine he actually
killed Debra? Strangled her. I had no idea. Seth—the
boy who died last year—was his stepbrother. They
had different last names. How could I have known
they were related?”

“It wasn’t your fault,” Holly said. “None of it was.”

“The police found a stack of letters in Sandy’s
room,” Uncle Bill went on. “They were all addressed
to Chief. Turns out that was Seth’s private nickname.”

“What about feathers?”” Holly said. “Did they find
any red feathers in Sandy’s things?”

“Oh, yeah,” Uncle Bill said. “There was a whole
stash of them, in a box under his bunk. You were right
about that after all.”

“So it’s all over,” Holly said quietly, gratefully.

“Yes. Maybe now Camp Nightwing can go back to
being a happy place again,” her uncle said.

Holly hugged him and started back to her cabin to
change. “Hey, wait up,” someone called. She turned
on the path to see Mick hurrying after her.

“How are you doing?”’ he asked, his face filled with
concern. ‘“You okay?”

“Yeah, I am.” She smiled at him. “Thanks to you.”

“Aw, shucks,” he said with exaggerated modesty.
He started to say something else, but a bright green
snake dropped out of a tree onto the path at their feet.

“Hey!” He leaped backward to avoid stepping on it.
Holly bent down, nonchalantly picked up the snake,
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and tossed it into the woods. “It’s just a snake,” she
said, smiling at him playfully.

“Wow,” Mick said, his mouth open in surprise.
“I’m impressed. You’ve changed, Holly. I think you’re
catching on to this place.”

“Yes, I think I am,” Holly agreed. “And I think
from now on I'm going to like it here.”

“Me too,” Mick said quietly. He put his arm around
‘her, and they wandered happily up the path to their
cabins.
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WATCH OUT FOR

THE SECRET BEDROOM

Lea Carson is new to Shadyside, new to
school, and new to Fear Street; and although
she doesn’t want to believe it at first, she
may soon be Fear Street’s newest victim.
There is someone or something trapped in
the boarded-up attic above Lea’s bedroom.
What evil lies behind the attic door? Will
Lea be strong enough to resist? The answer
will be revealed when the secret bedroom 1s
finally opened.
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L1 HAUNTED........siiimasnmiiipsssesssasasss 74651-0/$3.99
O HALLOWEEN PARTY......ccccvvvvinsensssssussesases 70243-2/$3.99
O THE STEPSISTER.... versaserssssssssnsseanees § 02 44-0/$3.99
E)  SKI WEEKEND.......cciccassisnsmssmssnsssssvissrnsss 72480-0/$3.99
3 THE FIRE GAME. ... cisicmuninssasismaiiivis 72481-9/$3.99
D) LIGHTS QUL .. liviiciiininishomssosndmoniivieis 72482-7/$3.99
OO0 THE SECRET BEDROOM.............cccooerevisan. 72483-5/$3.99
L1 THE KNIFE......cccisisisioiisosemismonisitisssiomios 72484-3/$3.99
3 THE PROM QUEEN........cuisicsmssivsssssose 72485-1/83.99
L. ([BRST DAIE..c.cciinmsisssvimcumisupsepoivninss 73865-8/$3.99
). THE BEST FRIEND......incsisiaviiisiiss 73866-6/$3.99
O THE CHEATER..........ccccccvvvvmnnisnnssnnernnssnsenss [ 3067 -4/53.99
)  SUNBURN........ccch diiiniidimmasdabiossmints ... 13868-2/$3.99
O THE NEW BOY........cnreinnrernnssenerenesescensese: 13869-0/$3.99
O THE DARE..........cvisinrnsrssnssssssssssssssssesensanens 138 10-4/$3.99
L1 BAD DRERNIS it ivetoctasatssinsiasinn 78569-9/$3.99
[) DOUBLE DATE .ccociicisissssisssisvssimssssibapins 78570-2/$3.99
O Fear Street Saga #1:THE BETRAYAL ... ....86831-4/§3.99
O Fear Street Saga #2:THE SECRET..............86832-2/$3.99
O Fear Street Saga #3: THE BURN-'NG...... 86833-0!$3 99
O CHEERLEADERS: THE FIRST EVIL............ 75117-4/$3.99
O CHEERLEADERS: THE SECOND EVIL.......... 75118-2/$3.99
O CHEERLEADERS: THE THIRD EVIL........... 75119-0/$3.99
O SUPER CHILLER: PARTY SUMMER............ 72920-9/$3.99

Simon & Schuster Mail Order @
200 Old Tappan Rd., Oid Tappan, N.J. 07675

Please send me he books | have checked above. |am enclosing$____ (please add $0.75 lo cover the postage and
handiing lor each order. Please add appropriale sales 1ax). Send check or money order-no cash or C.0.D.s please.
Alow up lo six weeks lor delivery. Fam:mmmmmmmv&ndnm expiralion dale and

cuslomer signalure must be included.

Name

Address

City State/Zp
VISA Card # Exp.Date

Signature 739-10




Don'T Miss THESE GRIPPING PAGE-TURNERS
BY THE MASTER OF YOUNG ADULT MYSTERY/SUSPENSE THRILLERS

WM
'
] LASTACT. ; 73683-3/$3.99

LI ] L1 L]

[ SPELLBOUND........ ...73681-7/$3.99
[0 GIMME A KISS resnsssnssssesssessssensessseses 11 3682-5/$3.99
[ REMEMBER ME......o..cnssmmmmssssossssssssssssssanssssess 13685-X/$3.90
[ SCAVANGER HUNT......oucsrssscsrsmsssissas 73686-6/$3.99
[ FALL INTO DARKNESS. . 73684-1/$3.99
[ SEE YOU LATER... esesssssssnsnssessascenes 1 4390-2/$3.99
3 WITCH...c oo eeessssesseasassssons enrnnee-59055-8/83.99
[ DIESOFTLY......... i dBOSE-H/$3.00
[ BURY ME DEEP. e 69057-4/$3.99
[ WHISPER OF DEATH... ..59058-2/$3.99
[J CHAINLETTER 2;

THE ANCIENT EVIL.v.uesseessseessecsssessn 74506-9/$3.99
[0 MASTER OF MURDER.c..coo..ccorsessmsssmssssssssssseneness59059-0/$3.99
[ MONSTER. ssssssessessssssassessasssossasssnsonsoss § 450 7= 1/$3,99
[0 ROAD TO NOWHERE. e T4508-5/$3,99
[0 THE ETERNAL ENEMY. 74509-3/$3.99

[ THE IMMORTAL (Naftoover) . ..uusssessscsssmsssescensens S7039-4/§14.00
[ THE IMMORTAL (PRPEDACK)......suessssessssmsssesssnsnensens 74510-7/83.99

[ THE WICKED HEARTthardcover) .87314-8/$14.00
'] THE WICKED HEART(paperback)......emeseeseesomese 74511-5/$3.99
3 THE MIDNIGHT CLUB(hAIACOVEN)..uumssesesesssucsrennnr87255-$14.00
L] THE MIDNIGHT CLUB(TBCK)....ovvrussvesssesssss senssssennessn8T263-X/$3.99
Simon & Schuster Mall Ordor @
200 Oid Tappan Rd., Old Tappan, N1 07675

Piease send me B books | have checked abave. | am endosing §____ (please 434 $0.75 o cover the postage and handing lor
each order. Please add approprinle sales x). Send check or money order-no cash or C.O.0L's please. Allow up 1o six weeks for
Gafivery. For purchase over §10.00 you may use VISA: card rumber, expiraion dale and ausiomer signature must be indudsd.
Name

Address
City State/Zip
VISACard § Exp.Date

Signature 785-04




MYSTERYT
SUSPENSE!
DANGER!

ADVENTURE!

ARCHWAY PAPERBACKS
KEEPS YOU ON THE EDGE
OF YOUR SEAT

[ THE GHOSTS Antonia Barber ................ 70714-0/52.99
OJ GHOST BEHIND ME Eve Bunfing ..........62211-0/$2.50
[J GHOST STORIES ed. by A.L. Furman .....73695-7/$2.95

O | KNOW WHAT YOU DID LAST SUMMER
LOIS DUNBON o ciciciivinns suiiisinsmnimsinsiinsi .73589-6/$3.50

03 JUST DIAL ANUMBER Edith Maxwell ...72867-9/$3.99
1 SPACE DEMONS Glllian Rubensteln ......67912-0/52.95

1 A GIFT OF MAGIC Lois Duncan ............. 72649-8/$3.50
O VAMPIRE Richie Tankersley Cusick ......70956-9/53.99
0 SKYMAZE Gillian Rubenstein........c..cu... 76988-X/$2.99

Simon & Schuster Mall Order

200 Old Tappan Rd,, Oid Tappan, N.J. 07675
Please send me the books | have checked above. | am endlosing § (please add $0.75 lo cover Ihe postage
and handing {or each order. Fease add eppropriate sales lax). Send check or money arder-no cash or C.0Ds
please. Allow up lo sbx weeks lor defivery. For purchase over §10.00 you may use VISA: card number, explralion

dale and cuslomer signalure mus! be included.

Name

Address

City State/Zip
VISA Card # Exp.Date

Signature . 821-01




ALSO AVAILABLE FROM
R. L. STINE

HOW | BROKE UP WITH ERNIE

Amy finds that breaking up with Ernie isn't
easy—it's impaossible! VWhen she finally does
manage it, you'll break up, too—with laughter!

PHONE CALLS

Five teens dial for trouble in a contest of
plots, counterplots, and practical jokes.
Major phone war has been declared—and the
laughs are on the line!

CURTAINS

In @ summer theater carn[tJ] for teenagers, the
play’s the thing—until the blood begins to run!
Can Rena survive the backstage horror—or
will it be her final curtain?

BROKEN DATE

Jamie and Tom are the perfect teenage
couple—until Tom breaks a date. Now Jamie
Is running from her boyfriend...does he really

want to kill her?

All Available from Archway Paperbacks
Published by Pocket Books



Don't listen to the stories they tell you about Fear
Street. Wouldn't you rather explore it yourself...and
see if its dark terror and unexplained mysteries
are true? You're not afraid, are you?

“I could kill you!"
Could she? Would she? Something is very wrong at
Camp Nightwing, and junior counselor
Holly Flynn is determined to solve the mystery before
it destroys the camp!

screamed Geri Marcus.

The trouble begins with frightening acts of
vandalism. After each, a red feather is left behind—
signature of the culprit.

Suddenl one of the counselors is dead. “An
accident,” say the police. But Holty knows better—and
she knows she’s next. Holly can’t trust anyone now,
not even her best friend, as she stalks
the camp killer—and hopes that it soon won't be
“Lights Out” for her!
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