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A Summer Night at Camp Scott

It was supposed to be a summer to remember, a time for laughter, friendship, and adventure in the great outdoors. Camp Scott, nestled in the rolling hills and thick woods of Mayes County, Oklahoma, had been a haven for Girl Scouts for nearly fifty years. Generations of young girls had spent their summers there, learning how to roast marshmallows over campfires, tie knots, and sing songs that echoed through the trees. But in June of 1977, all of that changed forever.

The camp itself, sprawling over 410 acres of lush greenery, was a picture-perfect escape. The cabins and tents dotted the landscape, blending harmoniously with the dense forest that surrounded them like a protective cocoon. A small creek meandered through the campgrounds, its gentle babbling a soothing backdrop to the chorus of cicadas and birds. For the girls arriving that summer, it was a magical place where they could leave the world behind and immerse themselves in the simple joys of childhood.

It was on this picturesque stage that an unimaginable horror would unfold.

The Arrival of Lori, Michelle, and Denise

Among the dozens of excited campers piling out of cars and buses that Sunday morning were three girls who had never met before but would soon be bound together in tragedy. Lori Lee Farmer, age eight, was the youngest camper in attendance. A bright and curious child with a love for reading, Lori had begged her parents to let her attend Camp Scott, even though she was a year younger than most of the other girls. Her mother, Sherri, later admitted she had hesitated but ultimately relented, believing it would be a good experience for her daughter.

Michelle Heather Guse, nine years old, had been looking forward to camp for months. A nature lover with a sunny disposition, Michelle was the kind of girl who made friends wherever she went. Her parents described her as adventurous and kind, always ready to help others. Camp Scott seemed like the perfect place for her to thrive.

Denise Milner, ten, was nervous. It was her first time away from home, and she had almost backed out of going. Her mother, Bettye, had reassured her that it would be fun and even helped her pack her things, including her favourite stuffed animal. Denise was a thoughtful, intelligent girl who loved her little sister dearly and often acted wise beyond her years. She wasn’t completely sold on the idea of camp, but she was determined to give it a try.

The three girls were assigned to Tent #8 in the Kiowa Unit, one of several clusters of tents spread across the campgrounds. The Kiowa Unit was located near the edge of the property, its tents arranged in a horseshoe shape around a communal fire pit. Tent #8 was slightly removed from the others, tucked away near the tree line. While the arrangement was meant to give the girls a sense of independence, it also made Tent #8 more isolated than the others—something that would later haunt the camp staff and investigators alike.

The Excitement of Camp Life

For most of the girls, the first day of camp was a whirlwind of activity. There were icebreaker games, orientation sessions, and a chance to explore the campgrounds. The counsellors worked hard to keep everyone engaged, guiding them through the schedule and encouraging them to make new friends. Lori, Michelle, and Denise seemed to settle in well, though Denise remained a little shy.

As the day turned into evening, the camp buzzed with excitement over the upcoming week. Campfires were lit, and the smell of roasting marshmallows filled the air. Girls sat in circles, singing songs and swapping stories under the stars. The counsellors reminded everyone to stick with their buddies and keep their flashlights handy for trips to the latrine in the middle of the night.

For the staff, it was business as usual. Camp Scott had run smoothly for years, and while the occasional homesick camper or scraped knee was to be expected, no one anticipated anything out of the ordinary.

Foreshadowing the Storm

But there were subtle signs that all was not well. Weeks before the campers arrived, one of the counsellors had discovered a strange note in her belongings during a pre-camp training session. The note, scrawled on a piece of paper, had been tucked into a box of doughnuts. It warned of a potential attack on the camp, but it was dismissed as a prank. After all, who would take such a thing seriously in a place like Camp Scott?

The weather, too, turned ominous that evening. Storm clouds gathered on the horizon, and as night fell, the first drops of rain began to splatter against the tents. By the time the girls in Tent #8 settled in for the night, the rain had turned into a steady downpour, accompanied by flashes of lightning and the low rumble of thunder. The sound of the storm, combined with the rustling of the forest, created an eerie, almost oppressive atmosphere.

Inside Tent #8, Lori, Michelle, and Denise huddled together. They whispered about their families, their excitement for the week ahead, and the strangeness of being so far from home. Denise, still feeling a little homesick, clutched her stuffed animal tightly. The rain pounded on the canvas above them, lulling them into an uneasy sleep.

The Last Night

Elsewhere in the camp, the counsellors kept a close eye on the storm. They checked in on the campers periodically, making sure everyone was safe and accounted for. The storm, while inconvenient, wasn’t unusual for Oklahoma summers. By midnight, the counsellors had settled into their own routines, confident that the girls were safe in their tents.

But something—or someone—was moving in the darkness.

The dense forest surrounding Camp Scott provided perfect cover for anyone who might wish to go unnoticed. The rain masked the sound of footsteps, and the storm offered an alibi for the strange noises that occasionally reached the ears of restless campers. What happened in the early hours of June 13 remains a mystery, but by the time the sun rose, three young lives had been brutally cut short.

Morning Discovery

The first rays of sunlight broke through the clouds, illuminating the campgrounds. It was June 13, 1977, and the counselors were beginning their morning routines, preparing breakfast and waking the girls. But the peace of the morning was shattered when a counsellor stumbled upon a gruesome scene near the edge of the woods.

The bodies of Lori Farmer, Michelle Guse, and Denise Milner were found lying together in their sleeping bags, discarded as though they were nothing more than debris. The area around them showed signs of a struggle, and evidence of the unspeakable acts they endured was scattered nearby. The counsellor ran for help, her screams echoing through the camp.

Within moments, Camp Scott was in chaos. The other campers were hurriedly evacuated, their parents notified of the tragedy. Law enforcement descended on the scene, struggling to process the enormity of what had happened. The idyllic camp, once a place of joy and laughter, had become the setting of a nightmare.

The End of Innocence

As news of the murders spread beyond the campgrounds, the town of Locust Grove was thrust into the national spotlight. Parents across the country, once comforted by the idea of sending their children to summer camp, began to question whether any place was truly safe. For the families of Lori, Michelle, and Denise, life would never be the same.

Camp Scott, with its beautiful scenery and rich history, would never reopen. The memories of that night—the storm, the terror, the loss—would linger long after the tents were taken down and the campgrounds abandoned.

For the residents of Mayes County, June 13, 1977, marked the end of innocence. And for the families of three little girls, it was the beginning of a search for justice that would stretch on for decades.
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A Town in Shock

There was something about the silence that morning that felt unnatural. For the campers who had been woken early and hurried to the dining hall, there was no singing, no laughter. The storm had passed, but it left behind a strange, heavy stillness that seemed to hang in the air. The counselors whispered in hushed tones, their faces pale and tense. Something was wrong, though the full weight of what had happened had not yet reached the other children.

Outside, near the edge of the woods, chaos was unfolding. The discovery of the bodies of Lori Farmer, Michelle Guse, and Denise Milner had sent shockwaves through the staff, turning what should have been a peaceful morning into a nightmare. The small group of counsellors who had stumbled upon the scene could barely process what they had seen. Their voices cracked as they described the sight to the first responders: three small forms, zipped into sleeping bags but discarded in the mud like garbage. Bloodstains on the ground told a story they couldn’t yet fathom.

The Evacuation of Camp Scott

The camp director, stunned and barely able to think straight, made the gut-wrenching decision to evacuate Camp Scott immediately. The campers were gathered into the dining hall, bewildered and scared, as their parents were informed of the tragedy. A few children, sensitive to the tense atmosphere, began to cry, though most had no idea of the horrors hidden just yards away. The counselors did their best to reassure the girls, but their trembling voices betrayed their fear.

By mid-morning, cars lined the narrow dirt road leading to the camp, as frantic parents arrived to collect their children. The rumour mill had already begun spinning in the small town of Locust Grove, and many parents arrived in a panic, desperate to see for themselves that their daughters were alive and safe. The staff worked quickly to reunite each child with their family, though the air was thick with unanswered questions. What had happened? How could something so horrific happen at a Girl Scout camp?

For the parents of Lori, Michelle, and Denise, the day brought a cruel and unimaginable reality. One by one, they received the phone calls that every parent dreads. Sherri Farmer, Lori’s mother, recounted later that she had felt a sense of foreboding from the moment Lori left for camp, but no amount of motherly intuition could have prepared her for the news. Bettye Milner, who had reassured her nervous daughter just days earlier, collapsed in grief when she learned that Denise would never come home.

The Crime Scene

Meanwhile, law enforcement officers from Mayes County and the Oklahoma State Bureau of Investigation (OSBI) worked to secure the crime scene. The campgrounds, once a place of joy and laughter, now felt sinister and alien. The storm from the night before had left everything damp and muddy, obscuring potential evidence. Investigators combed the area around Tent #8, where the three girls had been sleeping, and
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