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Hudi finally embraced his love of art and comedy, but 

his class clown antics keep getting him in trouble. 

After Hudi’s artwork lands him in detention again, 

his parents decide to sentence him to four weeks at 

summer camp.

Hudi is hesitant about Camp Green—a Jewish 

sleepaway camp in the blazing Texas desert. At least he 

still has Chunky. Then Hudi meets Pepe, a fellow camper 

who’s also Latinx, Jewish, and a comedian like Hudi, and 

who—get this—can also see Chunky! What?!

This new friendship with Pepe leads Hudi and Chunky 

into all kinds of high jinks, including a prank war with 

a few rival campers: the rich, preppy gang of Joshes. 

Hudi soon realizes that Pepe is driven by more than just 

making people laugh, and he’s not telling Hudi the truth. 

As the pranks escalate further than Hudi wants, he’s at 

risk of getting labeled a troublemaker again. Can Chunky 

help Hudi save this new friendship? Or will it flame out?
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Behind every punishment, there is a crime.

Behind every crime, there is a criminal.

Behind every criminal, there is a story.

But sometimes that story reveals that not 
every punishment starts with a crime.



Let’s start from the beginning . . . State your 
name for the record.

No. You are on trial here, Hudi. You need to  
take this seriously.

My name is Hudi, and I’d like a Weird Al record.
I always take things seriously. 

But I leave them sillily.



According to our records, your journey from class 
clown to bad boy began on the Broadway stage.

Well . . . more like  
OFFOFF Broadway.

This is the 
funnest 

sleepover  
ever!

Okay. Time  
to hit the  

hay.

Hit the hay?  
What does  
that mean?

I had to ask.  
It means go  

to sleep.

It sounds so 
violent.

But I’m not 
tired!

I want more 
soda!



I only have  
one line,  
Chunky.

I don’t  
HAVE to . . .  

I GET to!

You 
should!

We could 
see the 
sunrise!

That’s 
your 
cue!

Okay,  
kids . . . 

Time to  
hit the  

hay!
I once hit  
the hay so  
hard it hit  
me back!

Hudi, you’re going  
to make that ONE line 

the funniest, best, 
most memorable line 

in Campbell Junior High 
winter play history!

You’re my  
imaginary mascot,  

you have to  
say that.

I should  
write my OWN  

play someday. I have 
more to say than 

just ONE line.

Don’t get  
me started on hay  

hitting. And why is it 
called hitting the hay? 
Can you think of a LESS 
comfortable thing to 

sleep on?



And it was at this point 
that you were noticed by 

Vice Principal Hyatt?

Vice Principal Hyatt was known  
as the strictest, toughest, most  

detention-handing-outtest faculty 
member in the school district.

Is it fair to say that Mr. 
Hyatt clearly didn’t enjoy 
your comedy stylings?

Comedy is subjective, but I 
can objectively say that Mr. 

Hyatt didn’t like comedy.

Mr. Hyatt hated 
class clowns  
more than he 
hated smiling. Why would you tempt fate by 

getting on the wrong side 
of a man like that?

Some people only 
have wrong sides.

Hey! That’s  
my time! Thank 

you!!!
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Let’s go to the next day—the day 
of the Ratas Cartoon Incident. 

What happened?

It was a typical lunchtime, and I was 
searching for a group to sit with.

That was 
hilarious,  

Hudi!
Yo,  

Hudi!

Plenty 
of room  

here!

Ah! The 
VIP 

table!
You’re really  
funny, Hudi.

Thanks!  
There’s plenty 

more where that  
came from—

Thanks! It’s the 
training, really. 

Like muscle 
memory—
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You should  
give him  
MORE  
spikes. Yeah!

Oh, uh . . . well,  
it’s a new  
comic I’m  

working on . . . 

Is this a gang 
thing? Are you 

in one of those 
Mexican gangs?

I wish. I 
wouldn’t be 
eating lunch 

ALONE if I were 
in a gang.

Y’know, I Thought  
my star-making  

turn as Sleepover  
Dad would have  
gained me more  

friends.

WHAT ARE YOU 
DRAWiNG???

Come 
with me.

So Chunky and I decided to 
brainstorm ideas for new 

characters.
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First of all . . .  
I don’t have access to  
a blue van, and second  
of all . . . I would have 
drawn something WAY 

better than that.

By denying 
it, you make 

yourself look 
even MORE 

guilty.

More  
than if I  
admitted  

to it?

Mercado,  
I’ll be watching 
you like a hawk.  

You’re on my 
radar now.

I have two  
eyewitnesses who  

saw you drive a blue 
van onto school 

property and graffiti 
up your gang sign  

on the side of  
the wall.
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It seems as though Old Man Hyatt was keen on 
punishing you no matter what. He had finally  

found his disciplinary white whale.

While I resent the insinuation, I 
appreciate the literary reference.

So then I pointed  
out that radar was more  
for listening and he was  

mixing his metaphors with  
the whole “watching me  

like a hawk” analogy.

And he  
gave you  

detention  
for THAT?

This is going to  
make a hilarious  
talk show story 

someday.

At least  
I’m not eating 
lunch alone 

anymore!

Technically  
he said it was 
for the Ratas 

cartoon.

18



Why am I getting  
calls at work from  

the school telling me 
you’re becoming  

a disciplinary  
problem?

Listen, there are  
lots of dumb people  

out there who are going  
to treat you differently  

because of where you come 
from. But you have to  

play their game.

I didn’t  
do anything! I  

drew this and they 
thought I was  

in a gang.

I thought we 
established I’m 
not very good  

at games.

Look!

Well, I don’t  
like how dirty these  

characters look, but 
they can’t punish  

you for this.

My 
thoughts 
exactly.
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What if I write  
a play about a kid who  
keeps getting sent to  

detention and then he skips  
school one day and goes  

on a crazy adventure and  
then a mean old vice  

principal—
Like Mr. 
Hyatt?

Yeah,  
exactly like  
Mr. Hyatt.  
He chases  
after him.

Sounds 
hilarious!

Maybe I’ll  
write it while  

we rehearse the  
spring play.

The cast 
posting is 

up!

Lemme see! 
Lemme See!
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You missed 
the test and 
got a zero.

I was in 
detention.

All after- 
school activities 

fall under the  
“No Pass, No  
Play” rule.

But  
that’s for 
football, 

right?

It’s for 
everything. No 
play means NO 

play.

But that’s not  
fair! How do I fail  
a test that I don’t  
even know exists?

I wouldn’t  
push Mrs. Carter  
too much on this  

because . . . 

. . . with all  
this time in detention,  

word is getting around 
that you’re a . . .  

bad kid.

But I’m  
terrific at being  

a kid! I still have 
an imaginary  

friend!

Listen, Hudi,  
once a student is 

labeled a BAD KiD, it 
leads down a worse 
road. A class clown 

is tolerated, but a 
troublemaker  

is punished.

Failed English?  
How did I fail English? 
I’m SPEAKiNG English 

right now. Right?



And that’s when the series of events that 
you call the “Detention Montage” happened.

That’s right. Imagine listening to “Bad to the 
Bone” by George Thorogood and the Destroyers.



Jiving?

I am  
being sent  

to detention  
for jiving?

What does  
that even  

mean?

That doesn’t 
sound like a 

choice.

Don’t  
your parents 

discipline  
you?

Not by hitting  
me. Any threat  

of less TV time is  
enough to scare  

me straight.

No. I’ll take 
detention. My  

mother would kill  
me if I let you  

paddle me.

You have a  
choice. You can  
do time or get  

swats.

Don’t 
know, but it 
sounds bad.
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I object! Mr.  
Mercado, do you  

expect the court to  
believe that public school 

faculty members were  
given permission to  
strike students?

Objection withdrawn.  
Chapter one really  
paints the teachers  

in your life in a pretty 
unfavorable light, and yet  

you dedicated the first  
book to your drama  
teacher. Now which  

is it?

Shall we 
continue?

I’d like  
to remind the  

court that this  
is Texas.

I mean 3%.  
I’m not  
great at  

math.

Upon advice from  
counsel, I’d like to say  

that teachers are heroes,  
they should be paid more,  
my mother is a teacher,  
and 97% of teachers are  
great . . . I just happened  

to get assigned to  
that other 5%.





All that time behind bars, treated as a 
criminal, must have changed you.

How could it not?
What 

year is it?

It’s the  
last day  

of school, 
Mercado. Have  

a nice 
summer.

When I got out it was like I’d 
been in detention for decades.
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Summer 
camp???

Trouble?

But—

They  
WANT to  

go.

Daddy and I both  
work and we don’t  

want you sitting around 
all summer . . . getting  

into trouble.

I told  
you that you  

needed to play  
their game and  

you didn’t.

I think we ALL  
know that I’m not  

going to soccer camp . . .  
so what’s the deal with 

this CAMP GREEN?

This is all  
outdoors stuff. You 

know that I’m probably 
going to wind up in the 

emergency room,  
right?

It’s a Jewish  
camp. The one that 
Wynnie’s and Yoni’s 
friends from Sunday 

school go to.

How many 
times did you 

get detention 
this year?

Yeah, but  
that wasn’t  

my fault.

You have a  
choice. Soccer 
camp or CAMP 

GREEN.

And  
Wynnie and 
Yoni have to  

go, too.
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And so you saw being sent away  
to summer camp as a punishment?

You have to understand, the 
thought of missing a movie in 
theaters was like missing out  

on a religious experience.

Come on.  
It’s ONLY 

four  
weeks.

I can’t wait  
to see Jennifer, 
Rachel, Laura, 
Allison, and 

Shanna!

I can’t wait  
to see Jenny,  
Rach, Lauren, 

Allie, and  
Shanda!

Four weeks?  
I’m going to miss 
so many summer  

movies.

There’s  
something  

called Ferris  
Bueller’s Day Off  

coming out!



Well . . . life  
moves at you pretty 
fast, so maybe this  
won’t feel like a  
four-week prison  

sentence.

What’s  
in this?

Um . . . creature  
comforts.

Who  
are you  
talking  

to?

The  
camera.

Hurry up  
now! If the bus  
leaves without  

you, then you’re 
walking to  

camp.
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CAMP GREEN, the camp for living Judaism,  
is located between Austin and Dallas, just outside 

Waco, Texas, in a town called Bruceville.

It was close but felt  
like a world away.

What’s  
wrong  

with you?

Nothing. What a  
weirdo.

Good  
one,  

Josh.

Yeah,  
Josh.

Thanks,  
Josh.

This is  
going to  
be a long  
summer.

Stop  
talking to  
yourself!
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Welcome to 
CAMP GREEN!

It’s, like,  
a thousand 

degrees.

Just leave  
your footlockers  
and head to the 

Moadon.

But—

The  
Moadon is  
THAT way!

There’s  
no soda.

What a  
weirdo.

What?

My mom 
doesn’t  

really let  
us have  
soda.

There’s no  
soda here. How am  
I going to survive  
a whole summer 
without soda?



Hey,  
Josh!

Hey,  
Jennifer!

Hey,  
Josh!!

Hey,  
Wynnie!

Hey,  
Josh!!!

Hey,  
Rachel!

Hey,  
Josh!!!!

Hey,  
Yoni! 

This is  
gonna be a  

looooooong  
summer.

Oh man,  
it’s so hot.  
There’s no  

shade  
anywhere.

It seemed like everyone  
instantly found their people.

And all I was finding  
was heatstroke.



Haifa!  
Yes!!!

I got  
Tiberias!!!

Are you,  
like, a Boy  

Scout?

I am  
Tzofim.

Hi,  
Tzofim.  

I’m—

Like a Boy  
Scout—

Last  
name?

Yeah . . .  
I’m  

Mexican.

I’m an  
indoor  

Mexican.

Mercado.
Mercado?

No. My  
name is Golan.  

Tzofim is an  
Israeli  
Scout.
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All the bunks  
are named after 
cities in Israel.

Hudi! I  
found  
you!

Quick,  
put this hat  

on!!!
Why?

Funny guy.  
I think you’re  

going to be  
right at home  

in Eilat.

Eilat?

Is Eilat close  
to the infirmary?  

Because I guarantee  
you that I’ll be  

spending half my  
time in there.

I’m freaking  
out, Chunky. I’m 

not going to  
make it a whole  

summer!

. . . Yet.

I object! I mean, it was very hot and the thought 
of constantly having to go to the nurse wasn’t 

pleasant . . . but I wasn’t a criminal . . .

And so the anxiety over the possibility of a medical 
emergency combined with the searing heat turned you 

into a criminal?
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It’s a magic hat  
that will protect  

you all summer. You 
won’t get sick or get  

injured. As long as  
you keep it on!

Is this one of  
those things that  
turns out to be  

a normal hat, and  
I had the magic in  

me all along?

I feel  
it.

Don’t  
ruin the  
moment.

Nice 
hat.

It is 
Magic!
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I am totally  
going to face-plant 
going down this at  
least three times  

this summer.

How is this a  
shortcut? It’s  

going to take me 
twice as long  

going up as it did 
going down.

You can  
do it,  
Hudi!

What? I’m  
imaginary. It’s 

not like I weigh  
anything.
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At least  
the bunks  
have AC.

Whoa . . . he  
looks like that  

guy from  
Psycho.

I have  
interests  

outside this  
friendship.

You think  
there’s gonna  
be a Maccabiah  

this year?

I heard a  
camper got hurt 

in first session so 
they won’t let us 
have it this year.

They say  
that every  
summer.

What’s  
Maccabiah? Don’t  

worry  
about it.

You’re 
funny, 
Josh!

Rude!

I’ve never seen  
Psycho, so how do  
you know what the  

guy from Psycho  
looks like?

On the way to your cabin, you  
had your first encounter with 
the camp’s maintenance man,  
FREDDY Fog. Is that right?

Yup. But more  
on him later.
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But the most amazing thing happened  
when I entered the cabin . . . 

They looked exactly like the characters I  
was drawing . . . only they weren’t rats.

It was like I finally  
found my people.

This is  
incredible . . . 

I’m  
Lonnie.

Howdy!

Are they 
imaginary, 

too? I can’t 
tell.

I’m Warren. 
Nice hat.  
You must  
be Hudi.

No, it’s  
Hudi.

Ha ha ha! 
Dang, ANOTHER  

funny guy.

ANOTHER  
funny  
guy?
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But being  
funny is  

MY thing!

Don’t panic!  
Maybe he’s  
not THAT 
funny!

Uh! Hang on.  
I think I left  
the oven on.

If I’m not the  
funny one, then  
what am I? Just  

the fat health  
risk?

???
Where’s 

that  
laughing 
coming  
from?
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I got an idea:  
let’s build a summer  
camp for Jewish kids  
in the MiDDLE of the  

Texas desert.

Moses could 
talk to God but 

couldn’t ask for 
directions?

Okay! That’s  
my time. My name  

is Pepe Guzman  
and you’ve been  
a great crowd!

I heard a bunch  
of laughter! Are  

you already making 
everyone laugh?

It wasn’t  
me . . . 

Who ya 
talkin’  

to—

Whoa!  
Is that a  
mascot?

And what are the  
hikes going to be like?  

It took forty years of  
wandering in the desert, 

and that was WiTH  
Moses guiding them.



And how did it  
feel to see another  

funny Jewish Latino kid  
who not only seemed  
funnier than you but  
didn’t carry around  

all the extra  
baggage that  

you did?

Just  
answer the  
question.

And that’s when  
he became your  
mortal enemy,  

and you became  
a criminal?

Then tell  
us what 

happened  
next.

Let the  
record show  

that the lawyer  
just mimed  

a chubby tummy  
with his hand.

No. That’s  
not what 
happened  

at all.

While I do admit  
that my first instinct was  

to feel jealousy, you have to 
understand that I didn’t have 

much, but what I did have I 
thought made me special. 
And here was this kid who 
seemed to have more of  

the “it” I thought  
I had.

I 
object!

Just 
turn the 

page.




