Miss Wisconsi




As I begin to write this '
a chipmunk scurries under my
feet picking up scraps that =

fell from a hurried lunch. He stuffs his cheeks, cocks his head
to get a better look at me, and then runs off to his home., 1In
a way, he is like the campers who have had a good camping
experience this summer, They had some fun and made memories
that they will store for the winter.

Our summer began with the Ghost Valley trips. The old deer
skull that has hung there for seven years still swung on its
tattered piece of twine, its curse as strong as ever, DMaurice
dared to take it down--~he had bad luck the rest of the summer,
Neil touched it and became ill on the last trip. The number of
persons that nearly lost swim suits was tremendous, and those
who did will never forget it. You do remember, don't you Jeff?
Mike? and Greg?

You have to watch Greg eat a Hoggie steak to see someone who
really enjoys good food., As far as an outstanding cook, I think
we'd have to choose Robert Garfinkle, The best eggs for the year
were prepared by Kevin Schulman--and eaten by him, of course.

It was a bad year for marshmallows. If we were Chinese, it
could be called the Year of the Crispy Critters. But to Scott
and Elliott, black is the way we like marshmallows, anyway.
Watching the corn explode in our new popper was fascinating.

At story time, we sat and watched the flames flicker and
learned about Big Moe, the Golden Arm, Big Brother, the Caroobs,
the Valley Ghost, the Interlopers, the Monkey's Paw, and more.

The falls are still sending the swirling, frothing waters
down the Crystal River. Remember the force of it as it tears at
our swim suits that sends tickly bubbles around our bodies. Can
there be more fun that that on a hot day?

How about the ski trips to big Pine Lake? The
<:§;' er speeding under the skiers as the shoreline
and other boats became a blurr. The chance to
kick a s 1 0r ¢ a big wake, or see if yoﬁxﬁsare good enough

to Skl in choppy water was.ﬁuite a hallenge.
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Until next year, let's store our memories and bring then
out whenever we meet., That way, the good times of this summer

will be with us forever, Wayne Towne,
Tripping Director



EARLY BIRD

As one who has been on them all, I would have to say this
was the best BEarly Bird Trip ever. It certainly was not the
weather, because it rained every day. It was probably because
we had the best combination of campers and counsellors ever,

We started with a great hot dog lunch instead of the usual
cold cut sandwiches. A fine afternoon at the beach with swimming
and Nerf-ball football. A steak supper, and we were off to the
Tommy Bartlett Water Show. As the people in the reserved seats
got drenched, we sat dry in the sheltered bleachers and munched
our popcorn.

Back at the cabin at Devil's Lake, we were dry as could be
and slept until the cry of "Daylight-in-the-swamp" rattled the
rafters. After a quick breakfast, it was off to the Ducks.

"What should we feed the ducks?" asked Jeff., A few suggestions
were offered by his fellow campers.

The rain falling on our shopping trip did nothing to
discourage our interests. The arcade lights flickered and the
fudge sales soared. All too soon we were back on the bus heading
for Familyland.

Boy, were those new Go-Karts super! We could hardly wait
to try the new track. There was a faster-than-ever ferris wheel,
a new shooting gallery, and, of course, the bumper cars. The
big prizes this year were bottles of Pepsi---and we won a lot.

Back at Devil's Lake there was a glow-in-the-dark _frisbee
game with Jim Weber and Chris Matt., The card sharks gathered
around Mike and Cliff., One Match (George Lamm) and Ron Davis
set up a blazing campfire and helped some of the i campers
roast marshmallows. All too soon it was lights out
once more, :

Lazy breakfast of egg omelette, hot cocoa, s
beef fry, and toast. Then it was to the top ol the

mountain., The view from the top cannot \3\1 ‘NG THE DE[LS

be beat,

After lunch and clean-up, we rushed® to
the water slide. Was it great! We
thin foam pad and, whoosh--the water
carried us down the hill.

Rain closed the Go-Karts and
Super Slide so we reluctantly boarded
the bus for camp.

Camp was still the same, but we had
changed, We had been on the '
greatest Early Bird ever, and
the fun we had came back with
us. Everytime we talked about
the trip we enjoyed it again.
Now we look forward to next
year,

sat on a

Wayne Towne,
Tripping Director



