

    
        
          The Camp Murders

        

        
        
          Crimes Across America, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Nicholas Sawyer

        

        
          Published by Sawyer Publishing, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CAMP MURDERS

    

    
      First edition. November 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Nicholas Sawyer.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232947682

    

    
    
      Written by Nicholas Sawyer.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

November 4th 1996 | Prince George’s County, MD | Watkins Park Campground

November 5th

November 8th | Prince George’s Sheriff’s Office

November 10th | Greenbelt Park

University of Maryland Capital Regional | Medical Center

November 11th | Prince George’s County Sheriff’s Office

November 13th

Prince George’s County Sheriff’s Office

November 15th | Prince George’s County Courthouse

November 21st

November 27th

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

November 4th 1996

Prince George’s County, MD

Watkins Park Campground

[image: ]


Jenna gripped her son’s hand as they walked down the dark, dimly lit pathway leading to their campsite. From the bushes, a hidden shadow watched as the pair walked down the path.

His breathing was quiet and controlled. He’d camouflaged himself in the absolute best way. No one would be able to see him in the bushes. “Perfect,” he whispered. 

Gary was camped a few sites down from the family he was spying on. He’d noticed them many days before and became enthralled when he saw the young family.

All of them looked innocent, even the young wife whom he’d had his eye on the last couple of days. Gary had walked by their campsite several times over the last three days and saw on their vehicle’s license plate that the family was from Virginia.

“So beautiful,” he whispered. He watched the wife and her daughter enter their campsite and go back to sitting by the fire. Her husband was throwing another log onto the fire when he saw them. 

“Made it over there, okay?” he asked Jenna. “Yes, it was just darker than I expected,” she replied. “I’ve got everything packed, so all we have to do is pack up the tent tomorrow, and we'll be good to head home,” said Vernon.

“Good, I want to drive out early tomorrow before the traffic in DC gets busy,” he said. “Fine with me.” The family stayed around the campfire for another thirty minutes or so and then headed off to bed. 

Lenard had bought the tent a year before. It was a large six-man tent, large enough for the three of them to sleep inside. Gary waited in the bushes for over an hour. He was calm and patient.

Knowing that it was going to be a while before he could strike. Once the family was fully relaxed and asleep, it would be his time to move in. Already, he could taste the feeling of what he was going to do to the family.

Gary felt a rush in his body. It was about to become an exhilarating moment. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a knife. Gripping it firmly, he snuck down to the campsite and stopped just short of the tent. 

Now it came to the hard part. If he made one wrong move or even a sound, it could go badly. Gary continued to creep closer to the tent until he was right outside.

Quietly, he began to unzip the tent and gripped the knife tightly in his hand. He was ready for anything. Once he finished unzipping the tent, Gary peered inside to have a look. The entire family was quietly sleeping in their sleeping bags.

Nearly tripping while stepping inside, he caught himself but noticed that the small noise had woken up Lenard. “What the?” he blinked his eyes and couldn’t understand if he was dreaming or not.

Gary lunged at Lenard and stabbed him in the chest. “Ahh!” Lenard tried to fight back but fell onto the floor. Blood poured from the stab wound. He fought hard with his attacker but was overpowered.

Startled, Jenna awoke to the sound of the struggle and screamed when she saw her husband bleeding to death on the floor. Gary saw her staring and hit her across the head. 

Jenna fell to the floor and held her head. Blood gushed from the wound she sustained. Off to the side, her son Eliah woke up from the noise and looked confused. 

“Mommy!” he yelled. “Sweetie, run!” his mom cried. Gary ran and grabbed the kid as he tried to get out of the tent. “No! Let me go!” he yelled. He sliced his throat open and threw the kid onto the floor.

“Eliah!” his mother ran over and grabbed her son. “No! Please, you can’t go,” she said. Tears streamed down her face. Gary had become angry now; he was covered in small scrapes and bruises. 

The plan was not supposed to go this far. He walked over and stabbed Lenard several more times before standing up and grabbing Jenna by her hair. “No! Let go of me!” she yelled.

He put one hand over her mouth to keep her from crying louder. “You killed my son, you bastard!” “Now I’m going to kill you, but first we're going to have some fun.”

Smiling, he threw Jenna onto the floor. He started to rip her clothes and hit her every time she tried to fight back. Jenna continued to cry. She was filled with grief. 

She looked over at the bodies of her young son and husband, both were dead. Gary continued to have his fun, and when he was done, he started to stab Jenna repeatedly.

When he was done, the entire tent was dripping in blood. Gary stood up and, after pulling his pants back up, admired his work. It was a lot bloodier than he had wanted it to be, but otherwise, he was satisfied.

Smiling again, he wiped off the knife and poked his head outside the tent before stepping outside. Somehow, no one had heard any of the scuffling or screaming that had been coming from the campsite. Gary pulled up his hood over his head and started to walk up the road and towards his campsite. Now he had less than twenty-four hours before law enforcement would probably be called. 
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November 5th 
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Sergeant Hendricks stepped out of his vehicle and approached the scene. He’d received the call from the sheriff himself after arriving at work. Wanting to waste no time, he called up his team and headed out to the scene to meet them.

Conner Hendricks had worked for the Prince George’s County Sheriff’s Office for the last six years and had been promoted to Sergeant the year before. He’d also received a new position along with the promotion.

He was now in charge of a team that worked for the department’s Special Victims’ Unit. The team worked on crimes related to rape, sexual assault, or any case involving children who’ve been sexualized. 

“Shawn, bring me up to speed.” Conner crossed under the crime scene tape and walked right into the middle of the scene. “Three victims, including a child. “Family?” “Yeah, the Vernon family,” he said.

“Lenard and Jenna Vernon, 39 and 41 years old, originally from Richmond, Virginia.” “Any witnesses?” “No one saw anything, but Hannah is interviewing a couple right now who said they heard yelling around eleven pm last night.” 

“Have a few deputies canvas the campground for other potential witnesses,” he said. Sergeant Hendricks decided to have a close look at the crime scene. 

“Doctor Morrison, what do you have for me?” Conner asked. “The suspect entered the tent from the front. He went for the husband first, stabbing him once and then several more times, making sure he was dead.” “What about the kid?” Hendricks asked. “The kid was next, from what I’ve deduced, the wife awoke and probably yelled for her son to run, but your suspect got to him first, pulling him back and slicing his throat open.”

“Saved the wife for last, then.” “Unfortunately, yes, that’s correct.” “Her clothes are ripped, and there is slight vaginal tearing, and I found semen on her as well.”

“So, he raped her.” “Cause of death?” “The kid had his trachea cut, so he bled out instantly.” “Mr. Vernon was stabbed multiple times and ultimately died from blood loss.”

“The female victim, Mrs. Vernon, died from the same thing. He looked around and saw that Doctor Morrison was right. There was blood all over the place.

“Sergeant, we’ve found something in the bushes,” said one of the deputies. “I’ll be right there,” he replied. He nodded to the Medical Examiner and stepped outside the tent.

“A set of footprints right here in this bush, just looking over the campsite,” said Deputy Orwell. “Think it could be the suspect?” “Possible, I guess that he was stalking the entire family and waited here for them to go to sleep. 

“Have CSU take a cast; we can use it to identify the suspect’s foot size.” He walked down from the hill and saw one of his other deputies approaching. “Just finished canvassing the rest of the campground, and no one else saw or heard anything.”

“What about the site right up the road?” “It looked to be empty, but I saw tire tracks that led out of the site.” “Show me,” said Hendricks. He joined Deputy Mallory at the campsite up the road from the crime scene.

“Hmm, these tire tracks are fresh,” Hendricks said. He walked into the campsite and went over to the fire pit. “Fire has only been out for a few hours.” “Maybe it’s a coincidence that whoever was in this campsite just happened to leave after the murders had been committed.” “Well, I don’t want to rule anything out just yet,” said Sergeant Hendricks.

“Who called 911?” “The camp host did after he discovered the bodies.” “The family was originally from Virginia, correct?” “Yes, according to the camp host, they arrived here three days ago and were supposed to leave today.”

“Well, that’s certainly unfortunate.” “The camp host said that anyone staying in the campground has to be checked out by ten am on the last day.” 

“Okay, talk to the host again and see if he has a record of everyone who's stayed here in the campground for the last two weeks.”

“What are you hoping to find?” “With any luck, we can track down the killer before he strikes again.” He grouped back with his deputies, and they checked with the camp host.

“This is the list of individuals or families who’ve booked a campsite here for the last two weeks.” “Perfect, I’d like to make a copy of this
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