
ADIRONDACK CAMP

TOM TOM
A New Session Begins...
Welcome to all new campers!  It has been
one week since the last Tom Tom, and a
lot has happened in that time.   White Wa-
ter Rafting, a four day expedition to Mt.
Marcy--with the added bonus of real live
wild bears (see the trip report for more de-
tails) mountain biking, and of course,
Awiskini.  No new Braves were welcomed

this week, and that has made the Great Spirit very unhappy.
Now that you have seen the Awiskini ceremony, talk to “Sir”
Roger or “Sir” Liz so that you can start your Pathfinder’s quest
as soon as possible.  How Adirondack!            -The Editors

Trip Report: Mount Marcy
by Jason Eckman

July 28th:  We set up base camp
at Marcy Dam.  We headed out
late that afternoon to climb
Phelps—the first Adirondack
High Peak that we would con-
quer on our journey.  We had been warned about the bears,
but nothing would get in the way of this fearless group of
adventurers.  Phelps was a challenging mountain, and we re-
turned to base camp hungry.  We ate our burritos and marsh-
mallows and retired to our tents around 9:30.  We had a big
day ahead of us, and we knew a good night’s sleep was es-
sential if we were to complete the twelve mile loop.  That
loop took us up and over Mt. Marcy (the highest point in
New York State) and the adjacent Skylight Mountain.
  All was quiet that night until about 5:00 a.m.  According to
several campers, a family of bears had come into our camp
and were climbing the trees in an effort to snatch our food
from us.  Those of us who slept peacefully that night had a
hard time believing such an unlikely story, and felt they had
made up this ridiculous tale.  However, as I was hanging the
food that morning, I noticed gigantic claw marks on the trees
from which we had hung our food.
  After a great day of hiking, we returned to base camp tired
and hungry.  After a gourmet meal and marshmallows, our
friendly neighbors entered our camp.  One of them resembled
Ned Flanders (from The Simpsons).  “How Diddly Do ya
(continued on page two)

A Silent Sort of Evil
by Chris Dorff

The name Northwind
means nothing

except for on this lake
here it is a sleeping legend

a nightmare while you’re
awake

It’s said on this peninsula
when the Northwind starts to blow

in Satan’s eye it can be seen
a strange and amber glow
It is the time when goodness sleeps
and evil takes a stand
there comes an eerie sort of silence
all across this land
It is a story clad in secrets
It treads softly on this ground
It strikes without a warning
with no alarm to sound
So as you go to sleep tonight
as the soft taps sound their play
put your finger to the wind
‘fore you put your body down to lay
so goodnight little children
get thee off to sleep
don’t talk, or chat, or whisper
be quiet don’t make a peep
so listen to the night child
and make your only prayer
not to fear the monsters under the bed
but to fear the silent air.

Name the White Boat!
This year, as anyone who has been
waterskiing can tell you, we have a
new motor boat.  However, this boat

is missing one important thing--a name!  Your mis-
sion, should you choose to accept it, is to come up
with the most creative name for this new addition to
the Adirondack Fleet.  Please submit your ideas to
“Sirs” Andy or Matt by Sunday, August 10th.
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neighbors?”  We just saw a bear!”  The campers were filled
with feelings of excitement and fear.  Fortunately, their lead-
ers remained calm, cool, and collected—and handled the
situation properly.  We did not see the bears that night, but
around 5:00 a.m., I awoke to the sounds of clanging pots
and pans.  Mama Bear and her three little cubs had come
right into our camp!  Fortunately, the courageous campers
scared them off!
  On our third day out, we
headed up the Avalanche Pass
to conquer the high peaks
of Iriquois, Boundary, and
Algonquin. It was a gruel-
ing ten mile loop, and we
returned to base camp at
around five o’clock.  That
night, after supper, Mama Bear returned.  This time she
walked right up and drank some water out of our pot.  Mama
was a 500 pound black bear—one who made the trip an
unforgettable one.  We will remember the mountains as well
as the thirty miles that we hiked, but most of all, we will
remember Mama and her three little cubs.

Trip Report (continued from page one)
Darkness
by Aubrey Dentino

As we walk along this darkened path,
I hold your hand so tight,
I’ve never seen the sky so dark as it is tonight.

Help me with my eyes,
Help me with my ears,
I need more help from you now
Than I have in years.

You are a part of me,
Like the air that creeps around,
Every little thing scares me, every little sound.

Help me down this dark road,
Help me with my heart,
I know it’s time we had a new start.

Did you know that this bridge was supposed to go from land to Spider
Rock?  Back in 1963, the bridge was planned, and even partially built--
but the editors are not sure if it was ever finished.  We are hard at work
looking for pictures of what was once called “Parker’s Fiasco.”  Hmmm...
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Junior Overnights
by Peter Badini
(a reprint from the 1961 Eagle)

This year every cabin in Junior
Camp had at least one over-
night trip to Pam’s Point.  At
night we had marshmallows
roasted over a fire, then a scary
story.  We slept until about

9:00, then for breakfast we had either french toast or eggs
which were very good.  All we had to bring were sleep-
ing bags, messkits and personal articles.  All the cabins
had a good time.

Editor’s Note:
Mr. Badini is the father of Perrin, Gemma, and Daria, and
once attended Adirondack many summers ago.  He was in-
volved in many areas of Camp—including his post as a re-
porter for The Eagle!  Those who were here during the first
session will also remember his week-long visit to Camp.

“Freedom is relative captivity—the most free are
those who choose their own cages and are not left to
be enclosed by them.”

-G. Scott Briggs (Clark’s father)
reprinted from the 1968 Eagle


