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A magic place of trees and lekes and sunny summer skies,

A magiec place of moonlit nights echoed with loons' cries,

A place where people gather to be happy as they live,

A place where people learn to love, and learn to take and give.

The so hot days of sunshine and those nights when children freeze,
And having to do dishes, and getting stung by buzzing bees,
Dreading swimming lessons when the lake 1s reslly rough,

And pulling in your main sheet when the sail begins to luff,
Paddling with power across the lake to get to Oak,

Walking by thewcounselor's room and seeing all the smoke,

Hugging trees and pitching tents and having raincoat packs,

And getting through your “backslies" in a rough-tough game of jacks.
Sitting on a water balloon on Independence Day,

And counting days till camp again when it's still eight months away.
And riding horses and singing songs and finding a new frieﬁd,

And hoping that these happy days will never have to end;

For this is all Runoia and these are things we come to shéra,

This is the place that means so much and the people for whom we care,
For here our. senses come salive, we see and hear and feel,

And things we never knew before become so very real,

The wind that blows the blrch trees and the sun that warms the day,
The noise of chipmunks rustling as they prance in merry play,

The echo of the seagulls as they soar from high above,

And a1l the smiling faces as they glow in summer's love.



Dedication

Days run into days, weeks into weeks, and now before
we've had a chance to blink, the summer 1s drawing to a close.
Thinking back on days gone by, our hearts are filled with the
warmth of happy times. Times of living and learning, times of
struggling to achieve a goal, times of winning, as well as
times of losing, times of understanding and those times
when we Jjust could not understand, times of trying and of
caring, and €;mes of sharing and giving, times of reaching out
a hand into the darkness and having it be received by light,
times of awesome beauty, times of rainbows and lollypops and
smiles, times of warm feet and hearts in front of a roaring
fire, times to remember, times of love., Friendships make
1ife worth living and Runoia provides the home for such
enduring and meaningful relationships. We learn here to glve
and to take in order to better ourselves and bring happiness
to those around us. We probe into the souls of others, and
in so doing, probe into our own souls,  The word "me" takes on
new meaning as we discover things about ourselves never known

before, learning to accept them and use them to our advantage.

And so we dedicate the 1971 Log to Runoia ~-- a more
sultable dedication could not be found., In so doing, we non-
verbally thank-you, not for anything special, but for everything
that 1s so special. They say that home is where the heart is.
We leave our hearts with you, Runoia, here at this place we

call home,



1971 Log Staff

First Shack: Staff:
Katie Dunn Jody Sataloff

Marion Van Ingen

Third Shack:
Kirsten Platt

Mellissa Ring

Fourth Shack:
Martha Hester

Alice Gleghorn

Fifth Shack:
Sue Dickson

Sarah Williams

8ixth Shack:
Lynn Higgins

Sabrina Horne

Seventh Shack:
Janet Corrigan

Yuki Moore



:aggerse

Anctil, Maerie
Anthes, Katharine
° Blaise, 8andra
Cobb, Cassandra
Cobb, Pamela
Corrigan, Janet
Corwin, Elizabeth
Darrow, Deborah
Davis, Barbara
Dickson, Susan
Dowey, Elizabeth
Ewing, Jullet
Frank, Lori
Gleghorn, Alice
Gumbiner, Martha
Hamel, Gwyneth
Hamel, Jennifer
Hayes, Barbara
Hester, Margaret
Hester, Martha
Higgins, Lynn
Horgan, Noianni
Horne, Sabrina
Kirkpatrick, Alice
Lauer, Audrey
Lessard, Louise
Miller, Lorraine
Moore, Yuki
Orzeck, Roni
Peckar, Susan
Platt, Kirsten
Rines, Jane
Ring, Jody
Ring, Melissa
Robertson, Margaret
B8t, Lifer, Nancy
8cheiner, Beth
Sehnittker, Kimberly:
Schoen, Susan
Shehadl, MNuna
Spanel, Celia
Spanel, Emily
Swansgon, Brenda
Tabell, Roberta
Tabell, Sarah
Treves, Claire
Williams, Margaret
Williams, Sarah
Young, Hilary
Young, Margaret
Wagner, Karen

»

Camp List -~ 1971

Gl Ms

Beaudoin, Marie
Dunn, Kathryn

Gair, Jane

Gopsill, Jeryl
Guimont, Diane
Kirkpatrick, Martha
Tabell, Margaret
Vaillancourt, Claude
Van Ingen, Marion

Aldes

Drew, Calla

Kind, Laura
Rintz, Susan
Rowell, Elizabeth
Sternberg, Kathy
Tower, Cynthia
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Reflections

When you came here you were exclted, curious, anxious . . .
full of expectation. You came here looking . . . for a familiar
face, place, companion. You came here wanting fun, excitement,
gsomething new , . .

What did you find? A new friend, activity, skillf feeling,
sight., You threw yourself into sailing to win, riding a horse,
canoeing a lake or river, swimming under water, skiing on ore
skl or was 1t just getting up? A tennis set won, a softball nit
a picture developed. Your voices, your laughter, your radios and
record machines filled camp both‘day s .0 oand nbeht. Your
days were free and full and there were so many of them stretching
endlessly into summer. You spent them easily on the frivolous
and the important. So busy, so bolsterous, so Jjam-packed full
that you filled your consciousness with your activity,

But even in that first week some of you heard the loon call
across the lake, its lonely echoing call, It spoke loudly
through your business. Perhaps it was a sunset smeared red and
orange across the water as you sang to your guitars on the beach,
The slowly building tension of a storm which burst upon you from
across the lake and with a thunderous release shot lightening
at the flagpole and drenched you with a blanket of water., Some
of you later listened to the raindrops on the roof as you lay*
in bed on the edge of sleep,

Then, as suddenly as it started, the days had all been spent,

friends made, skills learned, sensations experilenced, trips
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; gﬂ%ﬁeled, games played, races run and won or lost and gone, As

ime collapsed on you, you heard a softer, sweeter wvolee, 1t

;@@ared your consciousness because as you heard it you knew 1t
'*gﬁauld only last a moment. Then the water was softer and
l%caressed you as you swam, The ski lifted and deepened in an
August blue. The sun sang upon your brown shoulders and over
the noisy sounds you heard the locust sing in trees that were
suddenly touched with yellows and reds against the ever sharpness
of the spruce and pine. .How could you have over-looked the
guick erratic flight of the sand piper across the water? How
come you never noticed how the grass felt between your toes
as you walked back from the playing field? Where did those long,
whispy mares tail clouds come from pressed against the black-
blue sky? How did you miss how good hot sand feels on your hands
or how the pines smell? What was that burning you felt as you
greeted the sharp, cold clear air of fall and how good it felt
to snuggle down beneath your covers from the cold?

When you came here this all was here but like all things

worth while you had to take time to see, to hear, to learn, to

Biell and to feel., That ls, after all, what camp is all about. .

Ja ek Eriler



A Typical (?) Day at Runols

Kay drew in a deep breath as she walked down the fleld. It

was a beautiful day and the sun Schoen. On her way down she

thought she saw a cocker Spenel but it turned out to be Cocoa.
she turned into the kitchen., "Hayse, Kay," sald Jo, Yplease
Ring Tabell." Almost immediately a group of campers arrived

at flagraising. 'WhenlAlice was done blowing her Gleghorn, they

all hurried to Gopsill down their breakfast. When all the food

on the Platt-er was Moore or Lessard Dunn, everyone Treves-ed

back to clean their shacks except for a few people who stayed

to Rintz and Scheiner the dishes, After the dishes were done

and the Tabells set, morning assembly bell rang. "ot sl

to see who gets the blg chalr. Oh well, Ewing," sald Julie.

Then Betty began to talk Anthes is what she said. Ten

to archery, six to riflery and six to riding. The rest stay
for dancing. At archery, (when Marie finally strung her

Beaudoln), the first set of Darrow's went Tower-ing through the

Gair, "Lauer your aim," said Schrader, Next time one girl shot
a Darrow into the parking lot. She looked in the station
Wagner, but it wasn't there, She looked in the Van Ingen and
it didn't seem to be there. she looked in the Corrigan and
finally found it. Schrader caid, Shehadi-nough. To be perfectly

Frank with you, that was Hilaryous! Oh well, on to rifleryi

At riflery, everyone got Hor-gan and began to shoot, Marcy
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hit a Vajner and Susle hit a wood Peckar, sitting on a Greene Lw,/”
tree, "Godfrey!" Barbara sald, this class 1s Dowey-ing

well! You guys need a good ride, get on Tup of the horse.

Don't worry-- it's a Kind horse, it won't Buckley you or send

you into Orbeton. When Laura got off the horse and had taken

her Sataloff, she had a huge Weltmer and many Bruces on her

leg. Then the bell rang for swimming lessons. Annie lac

yelled for the Junior St. Lifers to meet on the boathouse

steps. She gave them a éternberg look. “Your practical is
golng to be during Hester hour." After that new they began
Moebusing around. Instead of having lessons, the beginners

will Dickson castles, Intermediates, start Cooger«ating. After
swlmming lessons, the counselors took soapies with Brekke
shampoo. Then the lunch bell sounded., Now at Camp Runola,

our lunches are fantastic. No Swanson T,V. Dinners for us,

We have today homemade hot Chamaies; corn on sthe Cobb , followed
by apples and oranges. Everyone put the Corwins in the basket

and throw away the Rines and Schradered napkins., Then we'll
J

have Candy line, Then the counselors will have coungelors coffee,
I'm sure the counselors would be a-Paul-ed if they knew what we

did with the Gumbiner shacks, Lots of chewing going on! Some

kids Jjust Miller around while some play Jacks, Others are getting
Welser by Redon books. A group of seventh shackers are Schnittker-ing
and singing "Asano 1s a mass of incandescent gas. . " Surely if

the counselors got out Lrlcr, McKenzie that we'd all get in

trouble,



= big blue Annie lac truck broke
1 H. Kirkpatrick at Davis Rent-a-

By the time they ‘got home they were so tired
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row in Kirsten Platt's bathing suit?
with lock jaw?

s president?
on stifling a leugh?
s é strip tease dancer?

opiness at Runoia?




. Mark =

Found

canoe straps
the Jack that dock built C ;
The Last Chance Bestaurant
The Dot %ehse i
Aziscoho;

on Meg Tabell's head!
Siberian surprises

South Dakota "

Gretchen

her in the pix
in the rest hour whistle

Mary Young

Maison de Greene

reusing and compactiné

in the wiffle ball

her hiding in a tree
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Seventh Shack Last Will And Testament

I, Sandy Cobb, bequeath my brown pillow to seventh shack's night
activities.

I, Janet Corrigan, bequeath Mark to Diane.
I, Barbam Davis, bequeath my brush to Katie Dunn.

L, Lorl Frank, bequeath my early morning skinny dips fo Jody
Sataloff.

I, Julie Ewing, bequeath my worn jeans to Audie Lauer and my
ninth place to Jack Erler,

I, Yuki Moore, begueath my steel racket to Kirsten Platt,

I, Meg Hester, bequeath my life preserver to Claude Vaillancourt.
I, Debbie Darrow, bequeath my brown bikini to Sue Dickson.

I, Sue Schoen, bequeath my pinkies to Marion Van Ingen.

I, Karen Wagner, bequeath a Webster's Dictionary to Janet Corrigan,

We, Seventh Shack, bequeath: our night life to Marey and our
promptness to Betty.




A Day in the Life: First Shack

Ding dong, ding dong . . .

Greenle: How many takers did you have this morning, Johnny?

Johnny:s Only three.

Greenie: Same old falthfuls?

Johnny: Yep -- Katie, Diane and Martha.

Greenle: I don't hear much movement in the rest of the cabin!

Shmefle, shuffle, groan, groan . . .

Greenie: Pix 1s empty!

Jerry runs down hall towards pix. . .

Jerry: Not anymore, you guys!

Greenle: Oh, Marie isn't up yet? Johnny, looks like‘we're'going

to have to do the tickle test on her!

Marie: I'm up, I'm up!

Greenie: Oh, and Claude isn't up yet either?

mEe 1 t's uppy, uppy time, it's uppy, uppy time. , .
(everyone joins in)

Jerry: How's the water, Katie?

Katie: Oh, it was so nice, it really was.

Diane: Oh, it was freezing!

Segond bell, . .

JayEs Oh, I can't gef up!

Greenie: Who's rocking it this morning?

Martha: I am,

Greenie: WMake sure you yell it good and loud now!

Jerry: Move out, move out!

Merion: Katie, can I borrow your moccasins?

ERide: Yes, but make sure you don't get them wet. Oh, do you

have a shirt that matches these shorts?

Claude: (in French). Marie, your parents are coming today!

Everyone: No French!

Claude: Marie, your parents are coming today!

@i rdsbell ., . o,

Jane: Oh my gosh, I'm not even dressed yet!

Greenle: Come on, ladies, let's go!

After flag raising and breakfast, the shack clean up , . .

Meg: ©h, that Bishop's bread was so good! I had five pieces.

Jerry: Let's go sweep the floor so we can get an extra piece,

Greenle: I thought you'd surprise me and have the shack cleaned

up by the time I got back. Has anyone done pix? Clothesline

doesn't look done. Porch hasn't been done. Let's go!

Everyone's cleaning up!

Creenie: Sorry girls, looks like you'll have to wait until after

lunch to get your mail,

Everyone: Oh, we've been done for a half an hour!

Katie Dunn and Marion Van Ingen



Rest Hour in Fourth Shack

Bell!!!

Alice G: "Mary, who locked the pix?"

Aldce K: "I did.”

Alice G: “"Unlock 1t, then."

Alice K: "I don't want to."

Mertha Gs "0 will.”

The door slams and Mary walks in.

Martha H; "Mary, can I go in the treehouse?”

Pam: "“You can't, because Roni, Alice, and I are going to."
Mary: "Y'all hurry up there and whisperY Everyone on their
beds."

Mattlie gets on Pam's bed, Martha G. on Roni's, and Martha H.
on Alice Kirkpatricks,

Mettie: “Aldice, cateh)®

Alice: "What do I do with it2"

Mattie: “Throw it over to Jenny!"

Martha H: "Janle's passing out.cookies!"

Mary: "Everybody quiet and on their beds, and Janie will then
pags out her cookles."

8flence.

"Janie, what kind is this?"

¥Janie, this lg goodl"

'@an I have another?”

Quiet now, except for the sound of paper airplanes and pillows
flying, cookies crunching, muffled giggles, folding paper for
notes, and other things not mentionable., And so on and so
forth until the whistle blows for the end of another rest hour.

Alice Gleghorn and Martha Hester




Rest Hour in Third Shack
Every rest hour:

"Hey, Sarah, can I have a piece of gum?”

T can't find my sneakers!"”

"Can I have a comic book?"

UBe quiet in there right now!"

*Can I get up and go to the pix?"

G¥ee, but hurry up!"

tAlright, that's enough, now stop the talking!"
"Get on your bed, Sarah!”

Cen I get my bathing suit out on the line?"

" no! "

"Give my pillow back! She won't give me back my pillow!"
“fkay, you guys, if you ecan't be qulet, no big S."

Y@'mon, you guys, cool it or we won't get any candy!"

“You're the one making the most noise, Melisgsa!"

"'Okay, Betsy, give each person one sour ball. But no one gets
a sour ball if the talking doesn't stop."

Sarah and Kirsten, that's enough with the pillow fight."

In third shack, every day at rest hour is the same.

Melissa Ring and Kirsten Platt



1971 Horseshow

This summer, instead of having the usual horseshow, Runoia

held its first annual gymcanah. Starring in the production were
all the campers who wished to ride and there were six co-stars:

Mr. Natural, Sundance, Chempaka, Mahtzoball, Friar Tuck and

Hepzibah,
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The first attraction was an equestrian drill to musie
performed by someof our mére rythmnic riders., James Taylor
was the accompaniment to a double ride of simultaneous turns,
crosses and circles.

The juniors then took over the reins and competed in an
obstacle course relay race, The going was rough and the compe-
tition stiff, but all completed the course triumphantly.

Other senior riders were then treated to a game called the
Y Pony Express. With three teams of four ridersieach, the contes-
tants rode across camp, changing riders at designated statlions.

A1l went smoothly until the last horse, Friar Tuck (with Kathy

Anthes aboard) decided that the shortest way back to the barn

% .:‘;from the tennis court was not around about the riflery field!
l"Goﬁsequently, heads were turned and fingers were pointed as

ﬁﬁfthe spectators watched Kathy and Friar zooming across Miss

) hﬂelser‘s front yard!
After normality was restored, the gymcanah continued with

a game of equine musical chairs. When the music stopped, the




bag and the reward: a chance to ride
The éapef ride was a game in which the
'a Monopoly hundred dollar bill under their
ukédhgné trotted. When the money slipped,

were excused from the game. The game ended

nts were over and energies spent, all were

d to ice cream bars and a very welcomed free swim.

Joan Tupper

o




A Christmas Party

"T'was the night before Christmas" and in strolled Schrader
as a very big and jolly Santa Claus, all smiles and Ho! Ho! Ho's!
Christmas in the middle of July? Of course! At Camp Runoia
agxthing is possible! The atmosphere was set with the\lodge
adorned in Christmas style, including red and green crepe paper,
glitter, candles, and a real live Christmas tree that was chopped
down. . . not even huggedi Much effort went into stringing
popcorn and baking cookies, but all were part of the holiday
spirit. Campers came dressed as‘toys, bearing individual gifts
for each other created from nature, as well as shack offerings
for the Christmas tree. The evening began with Jody, dressed as
an angel (Jody? An angel? Oh well...) reading a fractured form
oL the classic poem, "T'was the night before Christmas". Christ-
mas cerols followed to further encourage the meod, and then Jack
read the Christmas story as related in the Bible. Then presents
were distributed and costumes displayed., Runocia's imaginations
were at their finest for the occassion! Some of the more re-
markable presentations were:s Sandy Blaise as a jack and a ball,
Mary McKenzie and Sia as a see-saw, Hilary Young as a sleepy old
tomeat, Bruce as a bean bag, and Jack as. . . what else, but a
Jack-in-the~box! Even Mark came attired as Christopher Robin
seying his prayers; The evening ended with Christmas cookies and
punch, It,certalnly was a Merry Christmas for all, and for all
a good night!

A Musquldo



The Trial

"Here come de judge, here come de judge!"

As the assembly of Runolans rose, the white haired, black
jacketed Judge Yates entered and seated herself at the front
podium -- casually slinging her bare feet through the open space
under the table. She solemnly read:

"My fellow Runolans, we have gathered here to see that
justice is done. In the past few weeks, many crimes have been
committed -- some mere misdemeanors, others grave felonies.

These happenings can't go on unnoticed, These wrongs must be
righted!"

"I now appeal to your integrity, your sense of duty, and
especially to your consclence to deal with the following defendants
in the manner they deserve,"

First to be put on trial was Meg Tabell, accused of breaking
the counselor's room window. Witnesses testified to her guilt,
but one loyal friend, Jody Sataloff, came to her defense saying
the accident was an understandable combination of circumstances,
and should be forgiven. However, the jury of campers, by their
applause, found Meg gullty and she was told to spend five minutes
Jocked in fifth shack pix as punishment (for reasons under-
standable to those who knew of previous crimes of this sort) .

Next, MaggieyRobertson was found guilty of having a laugh
which was disturbing the peace and tranquility of camp life,

R
Her punishment was to laugh three minutes in front of the assembly,



Following an outbreak of evideﬁce from this last defendant,
Annle Mac was called to the chalr for having tripped too much
thig summer. Witness Sarah Williams testified to her guilt,
having been exposed to naked girls on the second Aziscohos trip
under Annie's leadership., Also Sue Schoen lamented Annie's pro-
longed absenses from seventh shack. However, Schrader came to
the defense by saying 1t had been she who had exposed Annie to
frequent trips several years ago. After a show of hands, Annie
was found guilty and by order of the court, confined to quarters
for the remainder of the summer.,

Next, the entire fourth shack was asked to step forward
and pay for their crime of playing bump-sa-daisy in the nude.
After testimonies from lMary lMcKenzie, their counselor, and
several third shackers, they were over-whelmingly found guilty
and ordered to play bump-sa-daisy in the water at skinnies
the following morning.

Two seventh shackers, Julle Ewing and Sue Schoen were
the next to be tried and convicted -- of playing'monkeys. Their
plcking the scalps of fellow campers was found to be particularly
annoying, and subsequently they were punished by having to spend
& rest hour in a tree, eating bananas,

The final defendant of the evening was Peter Orbeton, accused
of scaring awa& the meirs and side-hill gophers., Surprisingly,
third and fourth éhackers came to his defense, saying they had
seéen these creatures in the course of the summer, Likewise,
Betty pointed out Peter's true value to the running of Runoia and

on those grounds thought him innocent. However, when put to







Counselor's View of Last Chance Restaurant

Bbbring!
Ugh, Fumble, fumble, find the alarm clock and shut it off

before it wakes up the campers. Okay, so 1t's the first time

STRER

you've gotten up before the second bell since the fourth of July.

Get up, Lazy, and go wake up Schrader, Jody, Annie, and Judy.

Now's your big chance -- if you're going to be a waitress, might
o eg well do it right, Hmmm, short white dress, two rolls of

pilx paper in the appropriate places, pancake make-up, a little

mascara, and two wads of gum. Z4p! You could pass as a truck

driver's waltress any time., Now up to the dining hall,

%"HY, Chickieg!"™ Chomp, chomp, "Whatcha up to?"

Man, everybody's so busy! Jody's doin' cocoa; Schraﬁar -
egEssy Annie and Tup -- toast; Jack -- ah, Jack's the old pan=
ceke master himself; Betty -- playing gourmet and making crepes,
Put not suzettes, harrumph; Laura and Sue dolng French toast;
Dot -~ bacon; Sila -- sausage; Mary McKenzie busy with drinks;
Greenle -- getting cereal straight. And the kitchen girls --

Jo, Kay, and Penny -- they've made waltress caps for the rest
of ‘tis, Authenticlty plus!

Hungry! Everyone is so fantastie! This ¥s a riot! Okay,
Jack, enough of the jokes!

Oh no, Peter is maltre d'! Black jacket and all!

Here come the campers!

"Hey, Sweets, whatcha want? Gimme ya ordas."
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tpkay, easy, easy., Don't rush me. Are you kiddin' me?

~ You're gonna eat all that? Okay."

Back to the kitchen., "Hey Schrades, two eggs, mushy scrambled,
And Dot, two bacon. Jack, I need two pancakes. Quick somebody,

two English muffins, Annie -- ah, who cares if it's a little

. burnt. Who are they to complain, anyway? Three orange juice,

please -- there is none? Okay, three pineapple, then,"

And to the customers: "Here ya go, cutie. How is every-
thing? What do you mean? This is the classlest place around!"

As time goes on:

Phew, they're finally all through. I can't bellieve how
much they all ate! C(Clean-up. Sing, joke, laugh. Man, all I
cen say is I hope the campers enjoyed it as much as I did. With
the slgns, songs, jokes and spirit, I'd be willing to get up

early any morning for this., Now ~- back to bed!

Yatesy

Comments collected from the customers:
Yum!
Mmm-mm-good !

Food was good, no comment on the service! No more money wasted

. on this place!

Pretty good food, passable service, horrible decor -- Amy
Venderbilt would not approve.

Simply spectacular!
Tres Bon!

WHEW!



Last Chance Restaurant Song

Pfune: "Alice's Restaurant"

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant,

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant,

Walk right in and set right down,

Order up a meal, it'll turn out brown,

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant
(except a good meal).

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant,

Walk right in with your reservation,

Tell us what you want with no hesitation,

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant
(except a last chance).

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant,
Walk right in lickin' your chops,

One look at the food and you'll want to stop,

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant.

You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant,
To give you alka-seltzer would be so kind,
I1t'1l ease your stomach but not your mind,
You can get anything you want at the Last Chance Restaurant.




r

Mad-Libs Remodeled

One night the C.I.T's presented us with a new game. Have
you ever played mad-1ibs? You are asked to write down an
example of whatever the leader asks for., For example, if
the word given is "ad jective", you might select the woid
"galty" to put down on your paper. The following is an
example of the results after the words were filled in to a

prepared story:

"A famous person among us whose name is (1) Johnny was
iborn in (2) 1902 in the town of (3) Oskaloosa. . She (or he), is

married and when asked if happy, answered (4) Yes. She has

o]

(5) 32 children and is a well-known (6) pix-digger, earning

(7) $1,000,000 a year and spending (8) a farthing a year, She's
very (9) bilg, wearing a size (10) 71 shoe and has (11) billious
green hair. She has a bad habit of (12) smoking which is due

to her admiration of her (13) third cousin twice removed.

She is a great gardener raising (14) rutabages and (15) fringed
milic wart which she will undoubtedly continue to grow and exhibit
@t garden shows until she is (16) 6, 789, 543.08 years old.

She loves pets, especially (17) meirs and has been known to

(18) sleep for their benefit. She has already bequeathed her
(19) 39¢Z to (20) Deke because she likes to (21) play. Thus

ends the story of (1) Johnny and (20) Deke who lived happily ever

arfter because I, (22) Mahatapatawatagan, lie not."

Needless to say, the evening was a great success!



A New Evening Program

Evening program tonight involved a lot of imaginations and
some creative writing, too. The campers were divided into teams
and each team chose a particular category of literature to
work with., These were: a story, a poem, a letter, a commercial,
a conversation, gnews article, and an advertisement. In these
creations the authors had to include the following: three book
titles, three song titles, and the name-of a cereal. Minds
began working together and before long we had a few specimens
of rare literature, After the contest was finished the sur-
prising results were collected:

Dear Winnie-the-Pooh,

"'0h I wag born" in "Arizona", At the age of sixteen,
"Where do I go?" I asked myself, and found myself in a Wrinkle
In Time. It was the wierdest place I've ever been! There was
this guy called "Count Chocula" who claimed to be the Lord of
the Flies. Millions of flies were swarming around, humming
the tune of the song *“Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds". Then!

Here comes a bilg gust of wind about to blow me away! Oh-oh,
I've got to go! I'm Gone With the Wind!

Love,
Group Six

Girl Kidnapped

On early Monday morning at approximately 3:00, Heidi
Corgalthorp was reported missing at her home in "Chicago". Her
parents were awakened by a shrilling scream and the Kaboom of
car brakes. They found a Separate Peace of her valuable Jjewelry
on the floor with a marking of blood smeared oniit, The G
had supposedly taken her out that night and she had not returned.
She stands 5'7'' and has green eyes and blond hair, She is
fifteen years old and is very quiet with a "Sweet and Innocent"
face, If anybody knows the whereabouts of this girl, please
contact the following number: 236-2105, Thank you! !

s




un place, glistening in the sun. When you

@ﬁt offbe&% When the first bell rings you jump
» your covers and with about three other people you go

sz )

ng. You can hardly run but you don't care be-

you can't walt to breathe that alr. You're standing

.'dock aﬁd‘onel mﬁe@ Three! Everybody in the water!

1€ é#ﬁr cold, but you go under anyway. Oops! Time

; out! “ébu run up the path in a hurry and stop to see

) have riding and you do! You keep walking down the path

second bell ringes you start to run. You brush f

12alr and just as the last bell rings you shoot out through
r so fast and arrive in line Just as they are saying,

“FALL INt!Y"

Jenny Hamel



On Kindness

There once was a princess who was very cruel to animals.,
One day while she was beating her pet dog, a wizard appeared
to her and he said, "If you do not stop being cruel to animals,
I will punish you." ;

But the princess paid no heed to the warning and kept on
being mean. Now the princess had a charm bracelet which her
mother had given her when she was born, but she could never
take it off. One day when she was in her carriage on the way
to her boyfriend's house she started to whip her horse madly...
Suddenly a white cloud burst from her charm bracelet and she
found herself a white horse with a purple plum on her head
and her horse was turned into a princess and was whipping her
madly. "Stop!" the princess yelled to no avail,

When she got to her boyfriend‘é house, her horse went in
and she was tied to a tree, Her horse had a delightful dinner
with her boyfriend, while she had nothing to eat.

When they got home, the princess' horse started to unsaddle
her and put her into the stable. The hay was so scratchy!

Within a few minutes a mouse came and started to nibble
on her. The princess in the likeness of her horse lifted her
hoof and stamped on the mouse.

Another cloud came out of her bracelet but this one was

gray, She turned into a mouse. She crawled out of the stable



‘she walked in the doorway
| the corner. That's right, she thought,

The cat started to chase her., She scrambled

» and entertaining rooms, through music

es, under tables and over chalrs; that cat was
ehind, The chase continued under, around, over,

~ normal size and then turned into a princess again, But

beautiful because she had stopped being mean.

Claire Treves



Selections From Sunday Service

Joy is a feeling oflove’in the air,

Joy is a friend who will always be there,

Joy is the moon as it shines on the lake,

Joy is learning to give -- and learning to take.

Joy is a campfire on a summer's soft night,

Joy is a feeling when all's going right, -
Joy is a happiness that swells from within,

Joy 1s the feeling expressed in a grin,

Joy's an emotion when one is content,

Joy's satisfaction when time is well spent,

Joy is a story, a poem, a song,

Joy's what is felt when nothing is wrong,

Joy is the sun that rises each day,

Joy's helping others who are lost in their way,

Joy can be fe@t Jjust by loving and caring,

And joy can be felt when giving and sharing,

And joy 1s the stars as they shine from above,

For joy is in everything -- in time, life, and love,

Jody Sataloff

A Prayer

Dear God, help us to take the time to look around us,
to see with our hearts as well as our eyes. Give us the courage
to change the things that need to be changed, to show peace to .
each other and to make our world good for the present and better
for the future.

Cindi Tower

What is peace? What does it involve? What do you think
of when you hear the word peace? Have you ever stopped to
think what peace might mean to you as an individual here at
eRmp?  Peace can exist in our world and camp is a living example.
Runola creates it's own peace with the beauty of the lake,
the wind in the trees, the smell of the campflire at vespers
and the call of the loons, Remember the quiet calm just before
the storm and the feeling when you know you've done well, And
how pleasant it feels to be back in camp after a truly exciting



ﬁwﬂrnight or trip. These things are a part of the peace of

camp. But the type of peace at camp may change from summer
" to summer as do the seasons. New campers and counselors, new

ideas, different trips and activities all make up a new and

" unique experience. Even with all these changes, the peace of

camp always remains, How could we allow an unpeaceful existence

- in such a serene place? All of these things may be an important

part of peace for you here at camp, but what about peace
throughout the world? We all think about a tranquil world,
one that will remain tranquil even though there are continuing
changes, Perhaps if we take just one part of our peace here
at camp home with us, we can begin to spread it to the. rest

of the world,

Meg Tabell

You shout and cry and tell them to let you be free,
To give you the peace you yearn for.

You tell me they bind you,

With chains too strong to break,

They crash into your mind,

Inhibit your soul,

Refuse to let you be what you feel in your heart.

But who are you to throw the responsibility of your peace, your
Freedom, on other people?

Others live the same life,

With the same conditions as you,

And are free

And at peace with themselves,

And with others.

How can that be?

Peace and freedom are conditions of the mind and soul,
They are not determined by the government under which you' live
O0r the people who are part of your life,

They are determined by you,

It's in your own mind,

You can become peaceful,

No one else can decide for you.

Martha Kirkpatrick
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la palx dans tou coeur

Diane Guimont

s being e to turn on the radio and hear good news,

is being able to go abroad at will and stay home at will,

is not fearing for your brother as he reaches eighteen,
ace cannot exist beside war.

Jane Gair

. non-violence, or loving a stranger on the road?
t a demonstration or movement in Washington?
peace the quiet lapping of the water against the beach,
‘the solemn gusts of wind through the trees?
'1s peace sitting around a campfire talking to a favorite friend?
‘1s peace?

Jerry Gopsill

ank you, Lord, for our food and our clothes. Thank
everything., Help us to be good and to learn many new
from Camp Runoia. Amen.

Emily Spanel




What Is Individuality?

A girl by the name of Sally Crew took a nice, peaceful
walk in the woods with the sun and fresh air following after
her., Soon she came to a clearing with lovely wild flowers and
there stood a beautiful downy soft fox with streaks of silver
through it and an ugly mussed up gopher, Both animals
appeared to be having an argument although Sally could not
make out what they were saying. So Sally walked up to them
and the fox burst out, "Tell this ugly thing that he's wrong."
Now Sally, in spite of its boisterousness, thought that this
beautiful animal might be the queen of foxes or a famous fox,
80 she naturally wanted it to be her friend so she said to
the gopher, "You're wrong, you're absolutely wrong,” without
even knowing what the argument was abott, The gopher hurried
away sadly with the look on his face that he was going to get
back at the fox. And the fox scampered back into his den with
hell and lightening following after. 8Sally was running home
when a chipmunk stopped her about ten yards from the edge of
the clearing.

U8elly," it sald, "doesn't your conscience bother you
because you told the poor, helpless gopher that he was wrong
and you didn't even know what they were arguing about? Just
bgcause you thought the fox was beautiful and you wanted it

to be your friend, that really wasn't fair. Even though the



Claire Treves

B



Individuality
Individuality 1s great and a hard thing to have. Té know
what you know and think what you think without letting other
- people’s feelings alter yours is difficult and truly a2 wonderful
thing. But sometimes 1t goes too far, Some people won't do
anything for fear of being labeled a "conformist" or “caring
too much," This is wrong. 1t can happen anywhere from & small
Maine town to New Yofk City, or to anyone from age elght to
eighty. TFor example, at a large university there was a demon-
stration in which almost everyone was participating. A girl
Jjoined just because everyone else had, although she didn't
fully agree with its principles. She didn't want to feel left
out, Or look at the other side of the coin. Another girl
didn't want it said of her that she was "trying to be like
everyone else” =-- she wouldn't joln although she agreed with the
movement's principles,

Or take two little children. One wants to go light matches
and the other doesn't, because he knows he shouldn't, "Aw,
¢'mon," said the other. You just want to be good like everyone
else, At this accusation the kid sneaks off with him to light
the matches.

Or even with older people, an older woman really enjoys
playing bridge, but won't join the town's bridge club. Why not?
She says she doesn't want to be called a "bridge-club-grandma",

'Sha prefers to be ddififerent.

A1l this 1s wrong. To see the differences in people and







The Fourth of July

Le quatre de Juillet a ete un plaisant jour pour le camp
';:ﬂunola. Mous sommes deux equipes: British et Americain, le
 soleil est vraiment chaud! C'est une course avec nos partenaire.
Un de nos deux pleds est attache avec celei de notre amie.

Les filles courent, courent et courent et touchent les autres
partenaire. Et les British gagnent cette partie! Yea!

The fourth of July did be a funny day for the Camp Runoia.
There are two teams, the British and American. The sun is
really hot! This is a running gaﬁe with our partner. One
of our two feet is fastened with our friend's foot. The girls
run, run, run and touch the other partners'! And the British

win this game! Yea!

Louise Lessard

The fourth of July was quite a day,

The C.I.T's made everyone gay,

They made teams, American and British,

We played lots of games and at night we did finish.
That night we found the final score,

The British won, the Americans were sore,

Pam Cobb



rth of July,
o one asks why,
It's so much fun,
~ But not for everyone.

British delighting,
ok at soldiers far away,
- Look at our merry day!

Betsy Corwin

The campfire at the edge of the lake makes the water
sparkle. You can see the dark mountains beyond the lake and
it looks so beautiful you never want to turn away. You feel
as though a huge creature would come and grab you and take you
away from the beautiful sight, It sends a tingle down your
spine. The lake looks lonely and sad as though it wants
someone to come salling through its clear, calm, surface. It

welcomes you with open arms,

Alice Kirkpatrick

On the morning of the fourth, we were wakened by a rather
large procession of C.I.T's, counselors, and aildes, Everyone
- Was dressed in red, white, and blue and carried noisemakers,
'éﬁ?eamers. and flags as they marched through the cabins. Two
other nolsemakers, Cocoa and Gretchen, helped by going into

& few rooms and putting their forepaws on the beds to wake us up.,




de was Qv?r@ ww hurr1ed1y dressed in as much
, and blue as we could and raced to flag raising
:iﬁ'ﬂhé_pieAQg over twice. After breakfast, we met
to choose teams, British and American., There
‘iﬁ@kﬁa a tug of war, relay races, and lots others.
e were finished, we settled down to a nice fourth of
ch, After lunch there were swimming races and games
water. This year, history reversed itself, and the
won., I'm glad i1t didn't happen that way, way back
when it did!
fter<aiﬁner, we sat around the campfire down on the beach
sang songs and toasted marshmellows. Later on that night
1& given sparklers and had lots of fun, The 1971 fourth

y was great, the way every fourth should be.

Cella ‘Spanel



The First Day of Camp

"Good~bye," said my mother., My little sister was in tears.
‘She is only a small three year old with big brown eyes like

-i.

- her mother. From then on I felt like I was on my own, though

- I really wasn't, My aunt and sister would be there, too.

f;ngp would start in three days. Three whole days!
: My grandparents and my great-grandmother were to take my
sister and I to camp. We left the next day and arrived at
camp the day after that. We were about one mile away from
camp, and even the butterflies seemed to be excited! Every
once in awhile when I thought of my mother and my little sister
my feelings would change to sadness because I remembered that
I would not see them for at least three weeks, I also felt fear
"‘fﬁﬁhuse I felt awkward and I didn't know what the peéople would
tﬁlnk of me, When we got there it was beautiful out. Mary
" MoKenzie and Jody Sataloff met us., Mary was to be Maggie's
& counselor and Jody was mine. First we met my aunt, then we
had a small tour of the camp., I began to feel more at ease
‘as the déy went on. Our trunks had arrived, so I started to
:ﬁﬁpaek. While I was unpacking, one of my roommates came, Beth
Cﬁ@giner. The other, Jody Ring, came a little bit before supper.
?ﬁ&per was dellcious as everyone had told me in their letters.
Afterwards I went down to the lake . . . Boy! Was it beautiful!
ﬁ%eae days led me to many exciting adventures.

Hilary Young




| canoes. We decided to go totown for lunch. When we came
gggk we unpacked and tried to get ourselves reasonably .settled.

& Hﬁﬁiie was going to sleep across the hall from me, After
R k
&WﬁWmner. Pam, Mattie, Janet, Sandy, and I went swimming. It

~ felt so good to be in the lake again! When I got in bed that

night I wished that I had played taps! After I had killed =

couple of mosquitoes I knew I was back in camp again. Even though

there were mosquitoes, after a long winter I knew I was back "home",

Alice Gleghorn

The first day of camp was exciting. We didn't do very
'méﬁh but everything that happenéd was new and different. We
“’unpacked, met new people, and took our first free swim of the
gummer. Even though there wasn't a whkole lot to do, it was

jmgxciting for me. When I met my roommate I thought she seemed

r@.nice (I still do!) and all the other campers were nice,
l'ﬁb@m ] enJoyéd meeting them, too! I also met some counselors
'fﬁ?@ﬁ I really liked, We had a very good lunch. When I found

< ; that we got to take care of a rabbit I was flipped! So the

‘first day of camp was exclting for me, as were all the rest!

Sarah Tabell
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Poetry Night Selections

3 Happiness 1is:

~ Always getting a check in inspection

Using other people's clothes

Dancing with your boyfriend

Tce cream, licorice, bubble gum and fruit

ﬁhting all the things you like best 5

é Love
& Ksking your mother for a raise in allowance (and getting it!)
Understanding other people's problems

Every day being lived to the fullest

Eplling down a hill on a sunny day.

Auvdie Lauer

Golden is the sunset

Waning in the west

Young owls singing their songs
Nearby, a cricket joins in

Hach noise part of a symphony,
Telling of the oncoming night
Howling begins in the background.

Hungry wolves call to each other
Amidst the noise, a faint smell
- Moist earth, green plants
ening is here
Last rays of sun disappear,

Gwyneth Hamel

®



Majestically waking to meet each day,

A silent alarm goes off

Rising to creep stealthily down the hall,
ihquisitive eyes say all are welcomed

On to the lake

Neath cloudless skies.

Just a mother to .
One and all,

Helping the postman,

Needling the staff,

Swinging with Mark

On a pleasant day.

No one can replace her,

Johnny

Cool summer breezes and trees of birch and pine,

E}ways that feeling of coming home when you first see the Runoia
sign,

Moonlit nights upon the lake with loon cries from afar,

Plenty of stars to wish upon and wonder who you are,

Reaching through the darkness and finding one to care,
Understanding friendships to be treasured and to share,
Yever-ending pleasure from the gull that soars above,

nly happy feelings from the days so filled with love,
Tnto winter summer runs, but we're never really parting,
End in our hearts we know full well that everything's just starting.

Camp Runoia



Can you see my lovely sailboat

Tingering out on the blue waves

A beautiful gull soars above it

I can see it, can't you?

Bising in the distance is the lovely full moon
Engraved on it are eyes, a nose and a mouth,

Though trying to see it, my sailboat slowly disappears
Rapidly dark comes 5
Enveloping everything

Vbicing my prayers, I cuddle under my covers

Fvergreen last and last -- I wish the night would do the same,
Slowly I do the same.

Clalre Treves

Ann's great call, "Everyone out of the pix!"
Notice her counting -- only seven is nix!
New things sometimes do throw her -- especially French,

Getting her to float gracefully 1s a cinch!
Remember the time she wore plaids and stripes?
Everyone turns to her with theilr gripes.

Ever see her at skinny dips?

ﬂotice, she never goes on trips!

gegerly her coffee she sips!

Greenie

Between September and June

gerly plans another great year,
[raveling far and wide

o0 meet and greet old and new friends.
lelding to new ideas,

Creating happiness for
ne and all,

Belng herself, a
Buddy and pal,

Betty Cobb



n, speed limit 20
ou will see a sign,

Sarah Tabell

ere in the wilds of the Northwest Territory
an overhanging pine

the view, spreading out before him

large gray wolf,
to his mate
| and cried again

be answered by a deadly silence and now and again,
‘of his own lonely cries

is mate lies still in a steel trap.

Sue Schoen

s full of freckles
you look -- a spot
with black dots.

Who am I?

Meg Tabell

.



e I feel terrorized and hurt,
hurt, for I know that the world is wrong with crime
uch a world with its crime, pollution and

all this in mind, can we live anymore?

it to live, is it worth it to die, to be happy, to
d to cxry? <

ite, are all part of this world -- can we try and change
can't we try?

8 Just a fantasy, we have to change it realistically
down the street with this in mind

think of all the crime

, and such are all so bad

t we change i1t, can't we just try?

Sarah Williams

dips at seven-thirty,

effect on eyes so blurry
tripping up the hill

g for her coffee to swill
ag ralsing and the rock
attired in a handsome frock,

Sharon Schrader



ntly on the incoming tide
the sun tries to hide
slowly plowing the haze
un up to start a new day.

slowly the haze slcswly e
uncovered in the sky slowly drifts
11 with tongues of orange and red
ing light to outline mountains heads
he d as the sun takes its place

s take shape as the sun shows it's face.

Boop Tabell

n I am down at the lake,
aves lap at my feet,

o0 the woods and they say
me, and willingly, I do.

& peace is here

here makes me happy
eauty all around

e with its beauty,
with joy I return

forget you.

Alice Gleghorn



~ Juniper trees standing on the shore

. & rabbit holed-up underneath one of them
earby, a robin sits
ating a worm.

Realizing that he was missing out,
nterested as he was in rabbits that were
‘egtléd up for the nights
xpertly a fox crept out of the bushes
tealing up on a prey that was never to be caught,

Jane Rines

Just a person trying

Oh so very hard to be herself

Doing things as maturely as possible and still maintaining
Youth,

8o happy to be alive

And happier even to be here,
o be at this place called "home" which it surely has come to be,
nd living each day as a lifetime filled with

Love and happy thoughts

Of present times and times gone by and also times to come.
ree here to learn and live and love

Free here to be me.

Jody Sataloff




Music rearranges a jumbled mind
After 1life has jumbled it,
Recollections of

Yesterday's letters to the editor

Yesterday's blinding hurt,
Overpowering sensuous Jjoys

Under the muck

Never creep from the covers, never
Grumble while the mind sings.

Mary Young

Campfire light

Evening comes quletly
Tapping water on gold sand
Into happiness we fall

All together in one dream.

Sparkling waves

Pink sky at sunset

As the stars shine

Ep one ig unhappy

Except that this is our last night together
liove 1s everywhere.

Celia Spanel

Merry-go-rounds

ﬁhderneath blue and yellow tents

Nolsily playing

Answerlng the cries of excited children.

Standing spellbound at the light of the horses
He stands, the
tranced cripple.
appy, but still
loud he says,
"Dare
L? "

Muna Shehadi



the Othel' )
sald she. ;
I may never see my friends here again, sald the other,
said she,
Tsaid the other.

't, said she.
4+ said the other.
said ‘she.,
ve lived with them so long that in your memory at some
u'll remember them, said the other.
obably forget, sald she.
' said the other,
she.
st that after camp is when you realize how close you've
them, said the other,
fenid she,
t help but get close to someone you llve with, said

's just a feeling you get, at least I do, said the

re right, saild she.
sald the other.
¢ she,

Ad the other.

said she,

Yuki Moore



mail and candy at noonm,

5y tlie spirit, the fun,
cally for you and everyone, =
gained fgém a summer so short?

f memories will go home in reports?

'Vmber tﬁe tangible things,

ﬁ@Member.&ggﬁll on the wing? ;
remember climbing rafters above
remember a summer of love?

Vk of tennis and hours of sailing
ﬁ'the poor girl who behind is trailing?
he time you snuck out at night?

tiful sunrise ﬁs dawn turns to light?
em all, they all have a place

pia, full of love, beauty and grace.

SLS




ke to search with me
ide the sea,

our lovely sea brings?

you like to live with me

od

Claire Treves




The See

is a wonderous powerful thing,
ear it in a sea chanty or shell,
herman it is his home or livelihood,
ientist it is a place of mystery,
all it is an everlasting source of beauty.
eated the sea right after the earth
n all things perish from the earth
shall still be there,

Maggie Young

Where are you golng and why must you hurry so?
it that you fly by fast? Surely you must know.
you bring such precious things, and all too soon they're
gone,

ings I have here with me now I wish conlditlget™ for loneand
Unk my eye and one day passes, moving on so fast,

s it that the happy days are all too soon the past?
e each day as life itself, yet already it is done

omorrow draws so near and today has just begun.

A Musquido

ing, unchanging;

0
ing, canoeing, sailing,
br;ps and having fun.

to make new friends,

Maggie Young




- &ipla@e I eall haﬁa.

d

the path today

r trying to say

g special -- a feeling around,
; - lose your scowl and frown,
oln us Here -- come laugh and sing,

Is is a place where peace and love ring.,

ds are singing high over my head,

imals make noises when I'm in my bed,

y are saying, I'm sure that I know -=-

t 18th they don't want us to go.
lonesome in winter, no campers to play
they can't wait until opening day!

1G]
El
15}



ing aleme in a field
with the light breeze.

e dampness
the campers and clothes
ings mosquitoes.

of the mouth
d to some happy thoughts
create a smile,

Yuki Moore




Happiness

Happiness is a wonderful thing,
Like receiving a golden ring,

" Knowing somebody loves you,
Finding sparkling dew.

. All of a sudden, flowers in bloom,
As sudden as a real loud boom.
Friends playing at dawn,

Taming a baby fawn.

Betsy Corwin

Thunder storms are oh so neat,

Will you hide beneath the sheets?
Mother Nature is our guide

She really doesn't want you to hide., '
With her splendor she makes seem
Everything appear so green,

Please look at a thunder storm

As something to make you roasty warm.,

When you're looking at the lake
Do you give or do you take?

Can you see the something dear
With friends and love oh so near?

There are many towering pinés
That often make you feel sublime,
Can you look and never see?

Let me show you what a tree

Can offer you and offer me,

What do you think of a rainy day?

Doesn't 1t make you want to quietly play?
Maybe to sit and read a book,

Maybe to just sit outside and look.

Do they make you kind of warm inside

And let out feelings you often hide?
Mother Nature oft plans such a day

So you don't really go astray

Maybe she's trying to show you the way!



a calm, shimmering lake,

above a small boat's wake,

es bustling and hustling about,

ing together -~ friends without doubt.

much to remember and love,

much found out and so much still sought,

oia -- the home of all love.

aight pine trees rocking gently in the breeze,
ips ag tall and as sturdy as these trees,

Vach day with problems to overcome,

from experience in battles lost and won.

h evergrowing in the long happy days,

much to remember and love,
;much found out and so much still sought,

a -- the home of all love,

Boop Tabell

s -- so small and yet so blg in memories and in thought,



A Little Time, A Little Love

The evenings were getting colder. The days were growing

yrter. Winter was coming. Sensing the oncoming storms of

ter with instinets, Mother Nature had endowed him with, and.

" heeding her warnings, the 1ittle bird flew from his nest into

5

- the darkening sky.

He flew once more over the town which had
been his summer home, wistfully revisiting the old familiar
'H@ibes which were filled with memories of happy carefree days.
"With a 1ittle sigh, he stopped to rest on a statue of a small
'bay, before taking off on his long, laborious journey south.
Perched there, he heard a little whisper. He looked down
from the statue's shoulder -- no one. The streets were desgerted,
gave for a little man scurrying to the warm shelter of his home
for dinner. Thinking at first the wind was playing tricks on
him as it gathered the leaves from the pavement and whisked them
off into a whirling dance, he ignored it. But again he heard
a little voice, and looking around he found its source: the
statue of the little boy was speaking to him,
"Hello," said the statue warmly,
BEETN6. " soid the little bird, quite surprised.
hWhere are you going on this eold, awful evening?" asked the boy.
~@South == winter's coming and I must hurry," the bird replied.

"Please, before you go, could you do me a favor?" the statue pleaded,

"What?" asked the bird, a little warily.

“They are going to build a highway through this town," the-statue




;@}ained. “and have decided to run it through this park, Men

R ﬁ?e in such a hurry to get who knows where. Soon they will
gtart construction, and will need to knock me down. I will be
melted down into a lump of stéel to be used for building pur-

 peses. But I will not be scared, if you will only do me one
favor."

"Certainly," saild the bird guickly. >

"Do you see my eyes?" asked the statue. "They are made of
gems -- not preclous gems -- but they are worth something if
one was to sell them in a store., Please, would you pluck out
my left eye?"

"Why?" questioned the bird.

!There is a mother who brings two children, a little boy
and a little girl, who run and play around at my feet. Their
laughter has made me very happy all summer. Now I want to make
them happy. When winter comes they will need shoes and clothes
to protect them from the cold. Please, pluck out my eye and
take it to them so that they may buy the things they need."

"Okay," said the bird.

He flew to the little boy's face and carefully plucked the
gem from his eye, Taking it in his beak, he flew over large
houses, surrounded with gardens which were yellowing in the
autumn weather., Farther he flew, over stores and streets, till
he reached the opposite side of the town, where large apartment
bulldings crowded the narrow streets. He flew to the proper
Window the little statue had told him about and saw two ragged

children huddled together in a small bed, covered with a torn,



érﬁ quilt, Their mother sat in a chair darning socks by the
"1ight of a small lamp. She stopped a moment, gazed at the
ohildren sleeping soundly in the corner of the room, sighed, and
continued her work. The little bird noticed a tear drop from
her cheek upon her hand. But he smiled to himself as he placed
the gem through the hole in the window and then flew off into the
night. g

He returned to the statue and told him what he had seen.
"Now I must hurry, for winter is drawing near and I must get to
where it is warmer," said the little bird.

"Wait," said the statue, "please before you go, do me one
last favor. There 1s a man. He comes to the park every day.
He is a good man, but he is blind, Sometimes he brings crumbs
to the birds, sometimes he brings candy to the children, some-
times, if he hasn't either, he sits on a bench and tells stories
to the children, fantastic stories of far off places and falries
and princes. He has brought me much joy. Please, pluck out my
other eye and take it to him."

The 1little bird looked at the dark sky and felt the qhill
of winter as it approached, but when he looked at the little boy
and heard the pleading in his voice, he had a feeling in his
heart that told him he must do this one last thing before em-
barking on his travels.

He plucked the second eye from the statue and flew off
into the night. On the far side of the city he found a little man,
dressed in a shabby overcoat, listened, and stepped from the

eurb, A car zoomed by, almost hitting him.



"Jatch where you're going. What are you, biind or some-
;thing, ya old crony?" a voice sneered from the car window.

The old man jumped back, tripping and falling to the curb,
He sat there till the sound of the car was far in the distance
and waited till silence once again enveloped the night. Then
he picked himself up and made his way to the other side of
* the street. He stopped in front of a door, but before he could
enter and climb the steep staircase into the dark hallway above,
the bird flew down, opened his beak, and dropped the second gem
intc his pocket.

Doing thus, the little bird flew back to the statue and
once again retold his tale.

"Now I must go," saild the little bird. "It is very cold
and I am weak from cold and hunger.”

“Thank you," said the statue, "but I must ask you one last
favor. See this jewel hanging from my neck? You must pluck 1t
from its setting and take it to someone who needs it more than I."

The bird felt the flakes of snow as they fell upon his
feathers. Winter was here. Now the time to leave had come. If
he waited any longer, it would be too late. But he was touched
by the warmth in the little statue's heart, so flew to its neck
and plucked out the third and final gem.

"This one goes to a young man, He is in love with a girly
a beautiful girl, but hasn't the money to marry her. Please
Gake 1t to him."

The bird once again flew off into the night. The statue

of the little boy wailted and listened. Finally he heard a faint



- whisper.
o “"Are you there, my little friend,” he asked, "for I can
Bto longer sce.”

"Yes, I am here and have done as you wished."

"Thank you," said the statue, "Thank you,"

Then all was silent. The little bird smiled, and as the
warmth in his heart overcame him, he fell asleep with the snow

falling around him,

Months later, as God looked down from the heavens, he
decided to collect the things on earth most precious to him.
His eyes passed over churches and ministers, palaces and kings,
rich men and poor men alike. Finally his eyes came to rest on
two objects in an old junk pile. He smiled and knew he had
found what he was looking for., There in the ruins lay & small
dead bird and a lump of steel, which was the heart of alittle

statue,
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Camp Songs

Counselors:

Tune: "Bible Stories"
Young folks, old folks, everybody come,
Join the little Sunday School and make yourselves at home,
Please check your chewing gum and razors at the door,
And you'll hear some Bible stories that you never heard before.

The Lord made Satan, Satan made sin,

The Lord made a hot place to keep Satan in,
Satan didn't like it, he sald he wouldn't stay,
80 he's ralsed the Devil since that very day.

CHORUS

Adam was a gardener, Eve was his spouse,

They lost their job by stealing fruit and went to keeping house,
Their home was a pleasant one and happy in the main,

Till Eve got a baby boy and started raising Cain,

CHORUS

Along came Noah, stumbling in the dark,

-Got himself a hammer and built himself an ark,
In came the animals two by two

The Jjim~-jam eramus and the kid kangaroo,

CHORUS

In came the elephant, in came the bear,

In came the baboon without any hair,

For forty days and forty nights old Noah sailed the pond,
Till Noah kicked the lioness out because she was a blond,

CHORUS

David was a shephard boy, plucky little cuss,

Along came Goliath, looking for a fuss,

David saw he had to fight or he would surely bust,

8o he picked up a cobblestone and beaned him on the crust.

CHORUS

Danlel was a fresh guy, got funny with the king,

The King said he wouldn't stand for any such a thing,

He threw him in the dungeon with the lions down beneath,
But Daniel was a dentist and he pulled the lions' teeth.



CHORUS

Pharoah was a famous king, the tyrant of his day,

He nagged the sons of Israel until they ran away,

When he tried to follow them across the raging main,
01ld Pharoah's blooming army died of water on the brain.

CHORUS

Tune: "Let There Be Music"

Blue skies over a placid lake,

That reflect the stars above,

Loons that echo in a night

Touched with summer's love,
Children's smiling faces in the sun
Happy in carefree play,

Meking friends to last for long,
Living life in every way.

May spirit and true loyalty

Make this a special place

Where joy and love and happiness
Reflect in every face.

May we touch the lives around us
And try to comprehend,

Runoia is a home for all,

Where memories never end,

Runoia is a home for all,

Where memories never end,



TP T

. First Shack:

;unes “At Beneficial"

At Czmp Runoia -- boop boop -- Where the great times are,
At Camp Runoia -- boop boop -- You come from near and far,
At Camp Runoia -- boop boop ~- Where you'll have a ball,
We hope to see you -- and don't forget to call.

No matter what you may be doing,
Sailing or canoeing -- You can play tennis,
You can go skiing -- everything is fun for all,

At Camp Runoia -- boop boop -- We have two teams
At Camp Runoia -- boop boop -- They're on the beam,
At Camp Runoia -- boop boop -- They meet in every sport),
On land or lake or even tennis court.
The trips are plentiful and full of fun
No matter where you go
On a river, on a lake, on mountains of all sorts.

At Camp Runoia -- boop boop -- The good is great,
At Camp Runoia ~- boop boop -- No one's ever late,
At Camp Runoia -- boop boop ~- we have a blast

We love it here, and hope to come back fast.

fune: "A Reminiscence"

Though I've wandered,

Searched with hopefulness,

That by wind was tossed,

Oh, to find that peace and friendship
From my childhood lost,

Once I thought that I'd find better,
Oh, how I was wrong,

Now it's passed, and lost forever,
Camping days are gone.,

Nature surrounded us with her powers,

That could never cease,

Why was it not realized then,

I had so much peace,

Think now, while you Have the chance,

Stay right where you are,

What you have 1s treasured everywhere,
Hold on to your star,

Hold on to your star,



mer Days are Come Again”
days are here again,
white

e sky 1s blue,
right here,

tennis courts, swimming too,

of 0ld Smokey"
the flagpole, fly counselors' brassieres,
the forest and never find tears,
at supper, cheeseburgers at dawn,
. for Ranthers, they are always gone,
o come back to Runoia next year,
I side-hill gophers and plenty of melirs.




5 Fourth Shack:

‘Tune: "Turn, Turn, Turn"
There is a season =-- camp, camp, camp,
During the summer -- camp, camp, camp,
There is room for every person at Runoia;

time for joy,

time for friends,

time of luck,

time of fate,

time of love,

time of friendship,

time to meet new friends and greet the o0ld ones.

Ll

Activities -- camp, camp, camp,

Down at the waterfront,

Sailing, diving, waterskiing, and canoeing,
Land sports we have are just as fun,

Riflery, tennis under the sun,

In all these things we take a part,

There's never time to say "What shall we do?"

There is a place in our hearts,
Reserved for Runoia, Runoia, Runoia,
All our lives we won't forget you, Runoia. (repeat last verse)

Tune: "Right Now"
Right now, I'm here at Runoia,
And from the first I've felt,
It's here I belong.
Don't tell me tomorrow,
I'11 change the way I've felt,
For me it's Runoia, from now on,

Up above the stars and crescents

Are shining on Runola happiness,

Nothing in this world can here love destroy,
I know that in the days to come

Skies may look gray,

But for today I'll not cry.

(repeat first verse)



Fifth Shack Songs:

Tune: "I'm a Hayseed”
We are the campers
Of Camp Runoila
And every day we have the time
To laugh and play and sail and climb
And then at EP,
It's really easy,
For all in all we have
A great camp you see,,.CR.

Tune: "Born Free"
Blue or white, we belong to Runoia,
We gather new friends here,
As the days go by. 2
Memories, we'll cherish forever,
We'll be so sad when we all say good -bye,

Sportsmanship will lead us through

We're so glad that we can be with you - -
Counselors and campers true,

Many years we'll come to you,
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Tune: "In A Cabin"

¥ In a shack, in the woods,
Little campers by the window stood,
Saw dear Schrader going up
To the counselors room,
"Goodie, goodie!" the campers said,
Now the fun will soon begin,
Seventh shack come over now,
Till the counselors come,
"Help us, help us!" here comes Tup!
Now'we're in a terrible jam
Seventh shack eget out of here
Before it is teoo late! 2272722,

Sixth Shack:

Tune: "Listen Children”
Camp Runoia, time is passing,
And so very soon we'll leave,
Cherished memories of our friendships
Ties between the blue and white teams.
Eight long weeks have passed so quickly,
Very soon we'll have to leave,
All the pline trees and the water,
All the good times we had here,

CHORUS 3

Camp Runoia we leave you and we take our memories, too,
Memories of good times and all the friendship true,
Memorlies of congo bars and all the scrumptious food,

A warmth will ever linger in our hearts for you.

As the end of camp draws nearer,

All the friendships closer come,
Sports week brings the teams together,
In battles lost and battles won.
Cotillion night now soon will be here,
Camp will draw to a close,

All the summer's good and bad times,
Mixed in with the bonfire's glow.

CHORUS



ey

. Seventh Shack:

Tune: "Do the Moon Walk" (Tang Commercial)
Runoia is the place for you,

Lots of things that you can do,

Tennis, riding under the sun,

Everything for you to have fun.

¥

Ru-ru, noli-noi, e-e, ya-ya,
Ru-ru, noi-noi, e-e, ya-ya,

:
1
i

Sailing, canoeing and the clean air,
Swimming and riflery and archery's there,
Blue-white competition we have,

E Fighting for our mascots, 1t's true.

CHORUS

We make friends in our short time here,
They come from every place you can find,
We all play in harmony,

In 1little shacks we live happily.

CHORUS

Tune: "So Long, Frank Lloyd Wright"
So long, Runoia,
The days are drawing nearer to leave,
We don't want to go from you, from you.

We'll remember everything,
Tennis, swimming, archery and riflery, too,
And all the friends we knew, them too, them, too,

Runoia, we'll remember,
Runoia, we'll cherish and never forget about you,
When we leave you, everything will stay, it's true.

So long, Runoia,

Blue-white competition we'll recall,
We'll do it with a tear, a tear, a tear,
Goodbye, goodbye,

So long, Runoila.






Senior Oak Trips

Group number one went to Oak Island on an overnight trip,
The paddle over wasn't all that difficult and we came to a cove
and stowed our canoes on land, We were sent out by Yatesy to
# collect firewood, but instead I put all the sleeping bags in
the tent, Then Celia and I set out to dig the pix hole, which
wasn't the easiest thing in the world due to the millions of
tough roots we found everywhere we started digging. Everyone
had a part in meking supper and Maggie and I got to make the
delicious lemon ple dessert. Our menu consisted of beef stew,
noodles, salad, pie, and lemonade, Delicious! We all relaxed
after dinner until we heard trip number three singing "Little
Playmate". We answered and sang a few more songs. It seemed
to be a good idea so we planned that we would sing the Pine
Island camp song, "acka=-lacka-ching" but we settled down and
roasted doughboys instead., Mm, mm, good! When we thought
we were settling down for a good night's sleep we were mistaken.
Yatesy came in and told ghost stories. We talked for awhile
and finally fell asleep, one by one, We woke up at six o'clock
and made the traditional bepo for breakfast., Boy, was it ever
good! We cleaned up and at about 12:00 we were all set to
canoe to Jody's campsite, We all had lunch there and a little
reunion, Soon we were ready to leave. The wind was high and

| .80 were the waves as we paddled home.

Gwyneth Hamel



Parts of fifth and sixth shack which was group one went on

VRN

%ﬂ a canoe trip across the lake to Oak Island. When we landed some

. went to dig a plx, and others a garbage hole.

Others put up

& the tent and a few bullt a fireplace while some people gathered
=
j{ gsticks, After we settled down, we brought our things in the

~ tent and fixed them the way we wanted them. Then we went for

a swim and started thinking about maklng dinner, It was delicious!

We had stew and noodles and lemon pie for dessert, When it

started getting dark, we cooked our doughboys and sat around the

fire and sang songs while the other groups answered, In the

tent Yatesy told us some ghost stories of which a few were

supposedly true. We woke up hurriedly the next morning and

took soaplies. Breakfast was hot chocolate and bepo. After

that we loaded the canoes and paddled down the group two's

campsite and had a really good lunch. We had lemonade, potato

chips, and tuna fish and peanut butter and jelly sandwiches,

When lunch was over we paddled back across the lake to Runoia.

Celia Spanel



We started for Oak on a sunny day
The sky was clear, the campers gay,
Out on the lake trlip three set off

While the other trips were way behind (cough, cough).

With Schrader, Marcie, and Cindy Tower
We stroked and feathered with all our power,
Soon we got to the middle campsite

Unloaded the canoes and fastened the tent down tight,

While some gathered wood or prophesized the weather,
Three dug the pix which was the most ¢lewver: one ever!
The menu that night was noodles and beef stew,

But into the fire half of that flew,

After supper and mushy dough boys,
We settled down to sleep with a little noise,
The campers, they slept in the uncomfortable tent

While to the counselors the mosquitoes were sent.

The morning was greeted with bepo and julce,
Then we packed our things and loaded the canoes,

We got to Runola as tired as could be

80 we settled down for rest hour and a refreshing soapie.

Claire Treves



"It Ain't Gonna Rain"

et out for Oak one day,

> waves looked mighty rough,

ut we all paddled with all our strength
ecause we're rough and tough!

UsS:-
it ain't gonna rain,
ain't gonna rain,
- ain't gonna rain no more,
he angels all wear diapers now,
t ain't gonna rain no more!

he weather looked so fearful,
thought the rain might fall,
But we knew whether rain or sleet,
e'd all have a ball!

any pixes we tried to dig,

1ie roots were mighty strong,
We knew we had to get one done
se we couldn't wait too long!

RUS

had a lot of beef stew,

‘We had a lot of noodles,

1d then we had some lemon pie,
er dough boys we'd had ocodles!

they sure didn't last,
2y went into the tent real quick
the mosquitoes started coming fast!

uito he fly high,

ilto he fly low,

squito fly on me CLAP!!
uito fly no mo'







The €.L:1. T¥ip To Long 'Lake
The C,I.T's, along with Annle-Mac and Yatesy and a little

help from Peter, put in at Castle Island to start our trip to
the Kennebec campsite on Long Lake, We arrived at about eleven
thirty., After we unloaded the canoes we had lunch and ‘took a
swim which was followed by a paddle around the lake to look at
different campsites. After we looked at three campsites we
returned to our own and hunted for wood, Yatesy found a dead
birch tree. We limbed it down and cut it up into separate logs.
With all the logs that we had, we started a flre for our dinnér
of Bubble and Squeak, After everything was cleaned up we found
a road right behind our campsite. We all walked up it but half
the group got tired and went back, The other half kept on
walking to the end where they found out that they were dividing
21l the land around us into separate lots for people to buy.
That made us all sad, After we walked down the road agaln, we
had s'mores and watched the moon come up, then went to bed.

The next morning we had bepo, peaches, apple Jjulce and cocoa,
then after breakfast we packed up and left for Belgrade Stream.
We paddled until we reached Wings Mills where we had to portage
across the dam. Then lunch, followed by a paddle on to another
campsite that we were checking out for the junlors., Finally we
reached the end of the stream where we got picked up by Peter

after an altogether teriffic time!

Marion Van Ingen




Second Long Lake Trip
Off we pushed, off to Long Lake,

Many things we took and some were to bake,

r'»
.
£

Some were to wear, to cut and to play,

But first to get there. . . a whole long day.
Off we paddled, sometimes stopping to rest,
When we got to the portage I felt like a squished tube of Crest!
After lunch we started off again,

Switching places for those in pailn.

Paddle and paddle all day and all night

We never did find the right campsite!

But after we got there it was fun that we had,

The paddling was sure worth it-- we were glad that we had.

When we were back in Runola cove,

We were hot and dirty so for soapies we dove.

Sarah Williams
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Junior Long Lake Trip Song

Tune: "0Old Mac Donald"
Camp Runoia had a trip, e-i, e-i, o
They sent ten people on this trip, e-i, e-i, o
And when they ported there was a man, e-i, e~-i, o
He told us there was a moose feeding around the bend,
No moose here, no moose there,
No moose, no moose, no moose anywhere, e-i, e-i, o,

Tune: "0il in My Lamp"
There were people at our campsite, they kept coming, coming,
coming,
There were people at our campsite, we won't say hallelujah,
There were people at our campsite, they kept coming, coming,
comling,
They kept coming till the break of day.

Tune: "How I love Ya"
Yatesy, how'd ya do it, how'd ya do it, our dear old Yatesy,
You took the poles from us,
And left us with a funny looking tent between two trees,
Oh, how'd ya do it, how'd ya do it, our dear old Yatesy,
We'd give the workd to see, the tent you've nestled in your
campsite on Long Lake,
Oh -- Yatesy =-- give us back our poles and stakes but do not
fear,
For Yatesy we'll do fine with what we have here.



Junior Trip To Fairy Ring

When we got to Fairy Ring the first thing we realized was
that there was a tent all pitched and waiting for us. Jody said
the fairles had put it up, but I didn't believe her! First we
looked for firewood and some of us had a neat time "loving" trees.
After that laborious task we cooled off with a refreshing swim
in Sandy Cove. When we got back to the campsite we started
making rice krispie treats. Then we had a delicious supper of
hot dogs and beans., Following supper we played all sorts of
games, including the favorite "hotsy-totsy-po-po-po"! Ve ate
our yummy rice krisple treats and sat in a circle around the
fire telling ghost stories. We weren't scared until Jody told
her story and then practically everyone jumped into the fire!
When we went to bed that night we each made two s'mores and had
a glass of lemonade. We couldn't get to sleep for a while, but
finelly we slipped into dreamland. In the morning no one slept
late because of the birds and also because of a couple nameless
people who awoke rather early! The breakfast of scrambled eggs
and peaches and bacon was delicious! When we were eating we
saw Diane and Mark coming through the woods. They joined us
for breakfast and then headed back to camp. We packed and rolled
our sleeping bags while the others did their dishes., Then we
took down the tent, covered the pix, and played some more games
for a little while. Then we were ready to leave, On our "long"
hlke back to camp we practiced our trip song, and after a fantastic
time we reached the boathouse just in time for swimming lessons.

Kirsten Platt



Junior Fairy Ring Trip Song

[ ane: “The Sun Is A Masgs"
B Fairy Ring 1s a place
. Where imaginations race
Where gnomes and fairies dwell
Where we can be happy and play all day
And everything is just swelll -

Yo-ho it's neat,

Rice krispie treats

And lots of hot dogs, too,

Where tents are pitched before we come
And we're a merry crew!

Tune: "Beep-beep, There Goes A Satellite"
0oo-o000, 000-000, the ghosts are out tonight,
Ooo-000, 00O-000, they gave us such a BRlgbt,
Ooo~0c00, 00c0-000, around the fire they flew,
Ooco-000, 000-000, and our suspicions grew,

Tune: "A Shooting Star is not a Star"
Our cemping trip was quite a trip, was quite a trip for all,
Our camping trip was really great, and we all had a ball!



Junior Trip To QOak Island Or

Second Junior Trip To Fairy Ring

On Thursday afternoon a group of seven junior campers, two
counselors, two aides, and one C.I.T. set out for Oak Island
for an overnight., Very shortly, however, the plans changed.
The canoes were just leaving the cove when Schrader spotted
white caps near Oak., She smartly decided to detour to Echo
Cove and spend the night at Fairy Ring. We paddled to Echo Cove
but only stopped for a minute for there was much work to be done
at Falry Ring.

As soon as we got there a group of three was sent to dig
a pix. The counselors set up the tent and all other empty hands
gathered wood. The wood pile left for us was small and rotten
so we cleaned the whole pile out and got a lot of new good wood,
Schrader started preparing the congo bar mix, which was being
used for the sole purpose of trying the new reflector oven.
Meanwhile, Martha Hester and Laura laid the fire, Soon the wood
pile was large and the dinner was on it's way, so there was now
time for a swim., All the hard work and the swim got our stomachs
really up for dinner. We had hot dogs, potato chips, julce (not
much) and delicious congo bars. After dinner we listened to
Betsy Rowell tell “"Bluebeard" while we:.all shivered with fright,
Then our stomechs called again and were answered-- s'mores for
all, Then off to bed with a few stomach aches but mostly con-

tented ones.






Mt. Phillip Trip Song

"On Top of 0ld Smokey"
top of Mt. Phillip

l covered with leaves,
climbed through the caves,
looked through the trees.

saw sallboats racing
the Belgrade Lakes

k's sails were luffing,
11, them is the breaks!

~ When we got to the torET
o
G ggocolate bars was our snack

- Around our heads flies were buzzing,
“About to attack,

And Indian approached us
And gave us a fright

When we saw who it was

We knew things were alright,

"You can't get to heaven"
We sang the way home

Poor Yatesy was picked on
Right down to the bone!



First Senior Beach Trip

It started off as a sunny day that Monday morning when the

geniors piled into the blue truck and two wagons and headed for
Popham Beach., Upon arrival, the first thing on the list was

\i food. So we plopped ourselves at the picnic table and‘hurriedly
~ devoured PBJ's and tuna fish sandwiches until our stomachs

:: were most definitely contented. Then to change and run real
fast to the beach to catch those intense rays. Intense? Who
sald intense? Well, maybe they would have at least been strong,
if it hadn't happened that a few black clouds blocked their way.
But what are a few clouds to hinder the merriment of a group of
enthusiastic seniors and their Jjust as effervescent counselors?
And so on to fun and games! A few brave souls made a daring
plunge into the lecy ocean breakers and proceded to ride the
waves and play in the water until their skin began to take on a
bluish tinge. Then 1t was off to the candy store in groups of
five, It's amazing, the collection of neat stuff one small
dollar can buy! We had licorice of varying hues, ranging from
groovy grape to rosy red, long strands of which, when tied to-
gether, produced the most incredible jump rope ever dreamed of!
And of course, what is the beach without having the beloved
counselor buried in the sand? So Courageous Chris volunteered
her services and settled back to enjoy the campers' devoted
attention as they packed her down into the beach until only a

nose, eyes, and a few strands of halr were left visible to onlookers.




b stamae»ha "

A musquido
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Junior Trip To The Beach

The Jjunlors in camp were all excited

Because to the beach they had been invited!

They ate their breakfast and packed out their lunch,
And then off to the beach in one great big bunch.
The whole day was spent under the sun

And when candy time came-- oh boy! What fun!

Alice Gleghorn

On July 7th, third and fourth shack went to the beach.
We went swimming, if you want to call it that-~ some of us only
went up to our ankles, it was so cold! The salt water stung
my cuts, of which I had many. After we got dressed we ran
hurriedly to a delightful supper of hamburgers and cupcakes,
A couple of people including me walked to the far part of the beach

and climbed the ragged rocks. It was a great day!

Pam Cobb

The beach is fun when you lie in the sand and sun with
the blue waves beating against the rocks and the mist in your

face, This is the beach,

Jenny Hamel



is for sunburn
is for eating

is for ants

is for seagulls
is for happiness
is for oranges

8 for running

B W oM e o e

is for the end of the day
Muna Shehadi

Today at Popham beach we had fun! There were big, bilg
waves, The water was freezing! The cook-out was fun. I
especlally liked the dollar everyone got! It was spent at a
1ittle store far down the beach, A little while after lunch,
Mary Moebus took a few girls on a walk. We saw another part
of the beach and climbed up a rock with a nice view. Then
we walked back and had one more swim, got dressed, ate dinner

and left for camp. On the way back, we stopped at the Dairy

Queen and got ice cream. Yum! When we arrived at camp we were

greeted by the jealous seniors!

Lorri Miller



Eirst Tumbledown Trip

We left on Thursday, July 15th, for Tumbledownvmountain.
That night we camped at the base and had a good time singing
around the campfire. An early rising the next morning found
us climbing up Tumbledown. It took us only two hours to climb’
to the top where we found a lake where we went swimming and
ate lunch, The scenery was just breathtaking!

Going down the mountain only required an hour's time due
to the pouring rain which sort of rushed us along, The long
ride home brought ice cream and plenty of time for everyone to
sleep. Though tired and somewhat grubby, we'd had a wonderful
trip!

Janet Corrigan



Second Tumbledown Trip
A group of girls from Runoia set out for a trip to Tumble-

74

2
§ﬂown Mountain, We plled all our stuff into the truck and after

‘a long drive, finally arrived at our campsite~~ after Sue Schoen's
lihat went flying out of the truck along with a few other things!
,;ﬁear our campsite there was a stream. A man told us that there
was a natural pool upstream and he said that you could swim in
@ty So Jody Ring and I wenf swimming while some others waded.,
The next day we started our climb up. It was a well marked path,
8t1ll we lost our way. Finally, after about an hour and forty-
five minutes, we reached the small lake. We didn't go all the
way up.
After lunch and a bit of exploring and some paddling
around in a canoe that was already up there, we started down
the mountain, We went in three groups: fast, medium, and slow.
When we got back to camp, we all had tired bones and muscles,

And that night we all had a good night's sleep.

Sue Dickson

On the morning of July 20th, we packed and got ready for
our trip to Tumbledown, Bruce and Diane drove us up after lunch.
On the way we sang songs and played games. When we got there,
We made camp and cooked dinner., Then we had a small debate

about who sleeps where, and as it ended up, all campers won the



we )

ot to the top, there was a lake and a small

We stopped for lunch and then headed

eﬁﬁm@ﬁ&ﬁe. On the way back we stopped for ice
led us off after the long climb,
appy crew tumbled out of the truck when we

AL'm vsﬂuz}é everyone had great fun on Tumbledown

quia Spanel




The Aziscohos 1 Outing Club

"Who needs a hat?"

g dony L dob”

"Go get 1it-- everyone ready? Okay, hands int"

With this, the trip set out for Aziscohos while wearing
our voices thin for two and a half hours in the blue truck.

One, two, three, Ranger where are you? When there was no
reply, instead of wasting time, we made use of his pix and ate
lunch. When he got home from his lunch break, we asked for
the fire permit only to find we didn't need one, It was a
nice place to eat lunch anyway, and we received some useful
information. "Don't worry," he sald, “the lake ls practically
uninhabited."

After lunch we drove to the lake and met a somewhat grungy
boys camp who used six trip boxes or wanagans (to our surprise
and prlde at having packed eleven meals into one trip box). We
started out for a strenuous five minute paddle to the island
campsite and contrary to popular belief, found it occupied by
a true outdoorsman roughing it with his motorized canoe., "And
What tribe are you from?" he asked, "Is this an outing?" There's
2 campsite at the other end of the lake, but you can't get there
by car, We were so disappointed as we paddled (100 yards from
shore) to the middle campsite! We got out, saluted the mariner's
flag, and took off for the high class outhouse! We set up camp

after a loud dinner of beans and franks and many backrubs, then



: settled down to ghost stories from Edgar Allan Poe narrated by
Bruce. We piled into our sleeping bags with eerie thoughts of
the murders in the Rue Morgue,

Pitter, pat, pitter, pat, SPLAT! When we woke up it appeared
to be raining., For awhile we couldn't decide whether to stay or
g0, but a loud clap of thunder answered our question quite nicely.
As we were making breakfast, company came and we entertéined
them with songs a la Runoia., The rainy weather did not squelch
our energy though, and as the rain let up we left for the end
of the lake.

After an enjoyable lunch and a trip picture, the sun bégan
to .appear. We got to our campsite about two and laid out our
various assorted soaked belongings and set up camp., Much to our
dismay, we found that we had left a tent pole at the other camp=
site. Although we wished Yatesy had "done it" on this trip, we
found 1t wasn't crucial. We then went for a swim. The afternocon
was spent playing the campers' form of twenty questions., "Annie
Mac, what's for supper?" "Yatesy, what time is it?" "Annie Mac,
what are we doing tomorrow?" At about four o'clock a pair of
fishermen came and we had to move our home away from home to the
other end of the campsite. We didn't mind though, because it
was elther that or keeping quiet at night, which we knew would
be somewhat impossible., We had an interesting supper of ham-
burgers and trimmings rolled in tin foil, It was delicious, but
the tin foil could have been a little stronger.

After dinner, some of us went on a walk, where we saw a

swamp and some animal tracks, We then settled down to s'mores




and ghost stories, courtesy of Bruce. We all looked up at the
sky, which was particularly beautiful that night. We saw twenty
six falling stars.

When we woke up the next morning, we didn't know what we
were in for in the way of exercise. We got up, made breskfast,
and set out for the Magalloway River, On the way, Wwe saw a
moose who, although it was a moose, it was definitely a quiet
one, and very thirsty. When we arrived at the "river" (it was
more of a brook) we found a portage trail that went to the next
lake-~ Parmacheenee, We had heard the trail was a mile and a
half, but after walking for four and a half miles we decided
something was wrong., It was a fun hike though, eating all the
rasberries in sight and singing every Beatle song in the book.

Afterwards we paddled to our campsite, took down the tent,
and set off for the middle campsite, When we got there we found
that someone else had occupied it and we weren't quite sure what
to do, However, we had dinner and then voted to go on to the
end of the lake, It was the most fun we had on the whole trip--
Paddling by moonlight. We thought we would never lose our energy.
But when we got to our campsite at about 10:15, we found we were
tireder than we thought and we all sacked out the minute we lay
down. We had planned to sleep late, but at seven A.M. Charlie the
Chipmunk decided it was time for us to rise and shine., He also
decided it was time for him to have breakfast, and he did his best
to empty the trip box. However, we decided that we wanted to
empty it and we devoured "brunch" which was an approximately two

hour meal, It consisted of toast, eggs, cocoa, PBJ's, beefaroni,



corn, coffee, and birthday cake for Nanecy St. Lifer's thirteenth
birthday.

After brunch, we cleaned up, packed out and began the
strenuous five minute paddle to the truck. When we got in the
truck we all sat down or lay down and in some form or another
everyone went to sleep. When we got back to camp we shouted
"We're here because we're here!" It had been a great trip and

we were glad to be here,

Meg Tabell



First Aziscohos Trip Song

fynet "Titanie"
Oh we started in the blue truck, for Aziscohos we're bound,
And the forest ranger, he could not be found,
We thought we were in a fix, until we found his pix
And then the blue truck wouldn't turn around
Aziscohos we found
With boys camps around
And the waves looked like Long Island sound,
For a campsite we were scouting
There were people on an outing
So this is what we were a-shouting-- to them:

Tune: "We Are The Blight Team Counsglors"
We are the great big -- UGH -- Runola tribe,
UGH -~ Runola tribe, UGH =-- Runoia tribe,
We are the great blg -- UGH -- Runoia tribe,
Going for an outing,

flune: "Titante"
To the middle campsite we went and put up our tent,
We had beans and franks and everybody stank,
In the morning when it rained, the company then came,
And the dripping tent caused us such a pain.
It was sad, it was sad,
It was sad when we left the tent pole there,
(spoken) BUT THE CONSENSUS OF OPINION WAS, DESPITE THE SLIGHT
INCONVENIENCE, THAT IT WAS OF LITTLE CONSEQUENCE.

Tune: "Noah's Ark"
Sun came out and dried up the sleeping bags,
Sun came out and dried up the sleeping bags
Swimmin to the island was not a drag cuz

Tune: "Rock Island Ling"
Oh the Rock Island isle is a mighty fine isle,
Oh the Rock Island isle is the place to swim
If you want to swim get your counselor to let you in,
Grab a buddy and head out for the Rock Island Pile,

Tune: "Three Jolly Fisherman"
There were two jolly fishermen,
There were two jolly fishermen,
Fisher, fisher, men men men
Fisher, fisher, men men men
And they made us move our tent.

Thges 'The Alr"



Hello, little mosquito,
Welcome, bug repellant,
The bugs, the bugs, are everywhere,

Tune: "Snoopy vs. Red Baron"

g Ten, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty or more,

) These bloody little buggers are making us sore,
Fourteen Runoians suffered once more

= Until they closed the blue tent door.

E AND THEN THE NEXT MORNING:

Tune: "The Prettiest Girl"
| The prettiest moose

I We ever saw

B Was sipping wa

y ter on Aziscohos

She said to us
MO0O000000000000000! ¢

Tune: "It's a Long Road to Freedom"
It's a long road to Parmacheenee, winding steep and high,
But when you walk with raspberries by your side
Your feet start to feel more dead than alive
And you can't wait to sit.

Tune: "I Want To Go Back"
I want to go back to the bugs again,
To the old campsite,
Pack up our gear and get away,
To the middle campsite right away
BUT WHEN WE GOT THERE--

Tune: "Hey-Ho"
Hey-ho, somebody there,
Counselors coffee decided where
We put up our blue tent
And where the night was spent
Campers vote to go all the way
Campers shout -- Hurray --
And we are on our way.

Tune: "Pizza Pie Song"

When the moon hits the sky like a big pizza pie,
Let's go paddle

"Haley's M-0 -- don't wait to have = PAEBY) to try 1ty
"Harriet shakes out white and turns blue"

!"Stronger than dirt -- that's a spicy meatball,"
"Look Ma -~ no cavities, Milky Way."

Tune: "Stodola Pumpa"



Second Aziscohos Trip

Monday's weather brought rainy skies and fog, much to the
misery of those fourteen of us due to leave for Aziscohos that
morning, We were all packed and ready to take off,. but the
weather delayed us until Tuesday. That was okay though! As
was proven by the rest of the trip, 1t takes an awful lot more
than something like a little rain to get us discouraged! And
so on Tuesday morning we piled into the Runoia Hilton and be-
gan our two and a half hour journey up north. Our arrival at
the ranger's station meant all sorts of good thing, including
a pix stop, lunch, and on top of everything, a visit from
Uncle Ralph, And that was the most exeiting thing of all! Sure
enough, 1t was Uncle Ralph from Philly pulling alongside of us
in his cadillac, then hopping out to ask a kiss from a very
stunned Laura Kind! Needless to say, we laughed over the inci-
dent for some time after!

We reached our destination at the top of Azisochos sometime
after noon and paddled the two hours to the middle campsite. We
hadn't quite made it there, however, when the floocds began, And
they were floods! We were a pretty soggy crew that hauled their
six canoes up on the beach that afternoon, only to be met by
another camp from Vermont already occupying our source of refuge,
But share and share alike, as the saying goes, which was exactly
what we did. While they crept into their shelters in theilr

birthday suits (don't peek, Gary!), we attempted to make a fire,



A pretty feeble attempt for awhile, there, with the rain pouring
down from all directions. But thanks to Annie Mac's resource-
fullness and skill, we did manage to get our hot dogs down. And
then off to bed, the kids sleeping in a puddly tent and the
counselor's in their canoe shelter with the wind reverberating
against the canoes in a dull roar!

Alas, the next day_did not bring sunshine, but the rain
had sort of stopped so we went on our wet and merry way. Another
seven miles to the campsite at the point, this timegreeted by a
shy guy, two friendly fishermen, and a horde of black flies. We
set up camp and did a little exploring, It was at this time
that Seymour made his glorious entrance, Seymour is a frog, But
Seymour is no ordinary frog. He is what one might call a hungus
frog, sort of the frogs legs type. Maggie transported him from
the water's edge to the tent in order to introduce him to us all,’
and we were quite intriqued. Then Seymour returned to his native
habitat and was not seen again., We did hear his croaking later
on that night, however, and it was a comfort to us all to know
that Seymour was safe and happy.

: Sunset came upon us splendidly that evening. The view be-
fore us was'a tremendous one, and the sky was one mass of pinks
and blues and oranges. We sat around the fire making fudge and
dabbling with our trip song, then went to sleep for the night.

i Rise and shine, six o'clock'in the morning, everybody up.
Brrrr, is it ever cold! Could those be snow clouds in the sky?
Could be, we've had every other kind of weather imaginable, why

not a little snow! . So it was breakfast, clean up camp, and off



on a cold lake, We started out in relatively calm waters, but
before we had completed a third of our voyage, the waves picked
up, as did the wind, and we found ourselves in a pretty ridicu-
ous state by noon. There we all were, in the month of August,
bundled up in sweaters and jackets and two pairs of socks, piled
on top of each other and all snuggled into our sleeping bags on
the beach. And we were still freezing! For three hours we
remained like that, lunch and all, huddled close together to

try and'keep warm., When the wind seemed to have let up a bit,
we set off again. There were a few tight =8pots, cutting across
the coves when that old north-south wind did it's job by coming
at us with waves in three different directions. But we made it
back to the truck and startéd home. Luxury was in store for

us in the form of supper cooked over coals in a rest area. With
beefaroni and spam in our stomachs, tired muscles, and happy

thoughts in our sleepy heads, we were homeward bound.

A Musquido



Second Aziscohos Trip Song

| Tune: "Barnacle Bill the Sailor"”
B Who's that coming from the car,
I Who's that coming from the car,
| Who's that coming from the car,
[ Uncle Ralph from Philly,

Don't you have a great big kiss,
Don't you have a great big kiss,
Don't you have a great big kiss,
For Uncle Ralph from Philly,

Is Uncle Phil right there with you,
Is Uncle Phil right there with you,
Is Uncle Philcright there with you,
Asked Uncle Ralph from Philly.

Tune: "One Lollypop... Don't throw your junk... Fish and chIne it
4 One raindrop, two raindrops, three raindrops, four raindrops,
Five raindrops, six raindrops, seven rain rain drops.

Don't spend the night in our campsite, our campsite, our campsite,
Don't spend the night in our campsite, our campsite's full,

Hamcand cheese and egg salad, egg salad, egg salad,
Ham and cheese and egg salad, juice, juice, !juice, oranges.

Tine: "Bring out the scalpel"
Bring out the butts, girls,
Bring out a match,

Do you want a cigarette,
The answer to that is natch!
TAKE FIVE!!

Tune: "Dem Bones:
Took off thelr clothes because they're wet,
'dem girls are nude again,
Looks are what they're gonna get,
'dem girls are nude again,

We saw 1t, saw it, indeed we saw it, Gary,
We saw i1t, WHEE, 'dem girls are niude again.

Gary took a look and saw it too,
'dem girls are nude again,

Flips are what we saw him do,
‘dem girls are nude again,



We saw 1t, saw it, indeed we saw it, Gary,
We saw it, WHEE, 'dem girls are nude again,

21 "Flicker"

The flicker of our campfire came and went,

We couldn't get it started is what we meant,

But Annie finally did,it, she used some birch bark,

And boy were we excited when we saw that first small spark,
Do-do~do~do~do~do~do-do~

une: "Praise ye the Lord"
Praise ye to you, Annie Mac,
. Praise ye to you, Annie Mac,
I Praise ye to you, Annie Mac,
; Hot dogs at last!

fune: "It's raining, it's pouring”
& gt's raining, it's pouring,
But Schrader keeps on snoring,
We're all sopped,
So into bed we flopped
And didn't get up till the morning.

Tune: "Happiness"
Azlscohos is losing your lighter, reaching a campsite, finding

a pix,
Aziscohos 1s drying wet wood, catching your zipper, getting it

fixed,
Aziscohos is watching the rain as it comes right down,

And Aziscohos 1s people all around.

Aziscohos 1s sharing your campsite, sleeping in puddles, a frog

in your shoe,
Azlseohos is having a lunch break, PB and jelly, with a bee or

two,
Azlscohos 1s meeting a frog that we named Seymour,

And Aziscohos 1s more and more and more., . . RAIN!

[une: "Windy"

¢ Windy means a change in the weather,
We sure hope it doesn't mean snow

¢ IS IT MOOSE YET? NOPE!L ¢ ¢

lWe: "The Poor 0ld Slave"
3 The poor old moose has gone to rest,
We heer that he's diseased,

If you love us you'll send another real soon,
We want to see a moose, please!

fune: "I've Got Sixpence"

We found blueberries, lots and lots of blueberries,
We found raspberries, and lots of black flies, too.



lne: "I'm a Little Teapot"

Bume g Jittle chilly,

Add some more shirts

une: "Rock-a-bye Baby"
Cuddle up counselors,

But this is the only

~Tune: "Tell Me Why"

£ Tell us why the wind
Tell us why we're fre
Tell us why the waves
Pon't you think that

S fune: "Daffodils"

I'm a 1little cold,

Time to get the sleeping bags all unrolled,
When the wind picks up it's time to stop,

to your top.

all in a pile,

Even though you're freezing, you must smile,
Rocks are a little bumpy on your chest,

place to take a rest.

must blow,
ezing g0;
are fough,
we've had enough,

We do not have dry sneakers,

Pr - even a dry shirt,
But we can show you w
And lots and lots of

But we are all still
And do not complain,
Desplte the wind and
4nd lots of rain,

Tune: "Mickey Mouse"
And now it's time to
A-Z~I-S~C-0-H-0-S we

et clothes,
ok tian S

ha ppy
cold

say goodbye to Aziscohos this year,
cheer,
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KAY PRESTON

L

At fifteen, Kay Preston is a veteran of Tschaikowsky’s “The Nutcracker” productions.
Beginning as a small child who falls asleep at the Christmas party in a “Nutcracker”
performance in Palm Beach in 1965, then returning wide awake and delightfully
accomplished in the featured role of Clara in Imperial Studios’ 1967 production of the
ballet at the Parker Playhouse, and most recently dancing the coveted role of the Sugar
Plum Fairy in a “Holiday Gala” from “The Nutcracker” presented by Imperial Studios
for the Miami Beach Music and Arts League at the Miami Beach Auditorium in Dec-
ember, 1970, Miss Preston has grown up with “The Nutcracker”.

Kay is a dedicated young dancer, who began her studies with Mrs. Ruth C. Petrinovic’
at the age of eight. Her knowledge of “The Nutcracker” is but a fraction of her build-
ing ballet accomplishments. She danced the soloist role of the Spring Fairy and subse-
quently portrayed one of the Stepsisters in the 1969 Imperial productions of Prokofiev’s
“Cinderella” performed at the Theatre Elegante, Miami, and at the Parker Playhouse in
Fort Lauderdale.

As a scholarship student to Harkness House for Ballet Arts Summer Workshop,
Miss Preston has the distinction of being the youngest talent admitted to the course,
attending her first session at Watch Hill, Rhode Island, in her twelfth summer.

Miss Preston has danced with the Alexander Nigodoff Ballet Company and appeared as a
featured soloist in Imperial Dance Presentations at Fort Lauderdale High School.
Kay is the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Paul Preston of Fort Lauderdale.

6



£ . " :

| STUART COUNTRY DAY SCHOOL students bake cookies for distribution to hospitals and nursing
homes during the holiday period.

Mary Mahan Bride
Of R. W. Campbell

Miss Mary Lynn Mahan, a
descendant of Thomas Hook-
er, founder of Hartford, and
Robert Walter Campbell, were
married here yesterday after-
noon in the Dana Chapel of
the Madison Avenue Presby-
terian Church by the Rev.
Dayvid H. C. Read.

Mrs. Campbell is the daugh-
ter of Mrs. Theodor Swanson
of Falls Village, Conn.' Her
stepfather is a retired senior
public relations executive of
he Standard Oil Company
(New Jersey). The bride, a
graduate of the Brearley
‘School in New York, is a
daughter also™ of "the late
Lynn C. Mahan, a New York
public relations consultant
‘who was a partner of Earl
Newsom & Co.

The bridegroom, whose
previous marriage ended in
divorce, is a son of Walter
J. Campbell of Allentown, Pa.,
and the late Mrs. Catherine
S. Campbell. He is a copy-
writer with the New York
advertising firm of LaRoche,
McCaffrey & McCall.



Mrs. Craig L. Battle, was Miss Morgan

Anne Underwood Morgan

Wed To Craig L. Battle

Miss Anne Underwood Morgan,
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Arthur
Palmer Morgan of Princeton, was
married Saturday toCraig Llewel-
lyn Battle, son of Mrs. James
Francis Calvert of Annapolis, Md.,
and Hyman Llewellyn Battle Jr.
of New York City.

The ceremony took place in the
garden at the home of the bride,

with Dean Ernest Gordon of|N.

Princeton University officiating. A
reception followed.

The bride, escorted by her fa=-
ther, wore a formal wedding gown
of ivory silk organza adorned with
Alencon lace, and a matching man=
tilla.

The bride was attended by her
two sisters, Miss Catherine Mor=
gan and Miss Cynthia Morgan;
also Miss Hilary Drorbaugh, cous=
in of the bride; Miss Nancy King,
Miss Louise Morse, and Miss Lu=
cinda Ziesing, all of Princeton;
and Miss Caroline Stewart of
Pittsburgh, Pa., and Miss Fran-

ces Schaefer of Osterville, Mass.

New York City. His stepfather,
Vice Admiral James Francis Cal=-
vert, is Superintendent of The
United States Naval Academy, An=
napolis, Md.

The bridegroom's grandparents
are Mrs. Joseph Harrisonof Phil-
adelphia and the late Mr, Harrison,
and Mr. and Mrs, Hyman Llewel-
lyn Battle Sr. of Rocky Mount,




efis

PALM BEACH GARDENS ARTIST, Doris Shellberg, will
hold an exhibit of her water colors at The Shop in Port
Salerno on Sunday, Feb. 22 from -5 p.m. She is a
graduate of Pratt Institute of Art, Cincinnati, Ohio;
studied with Elliot O'Hara, at Goose Rocks Beach,
Maine, and has had one-man showings throughout the
eastern United States.




David Frothingham Jr. Weds

Pamela Burgess Kerr, Teacher

Special to The New York Times

PRINCETON, N.J., May 22
—Miss Pamela Burgess Kerr
and David Lydig Frothingham
Jr, son of Mr. and Mrs.
Frothingh of Pri b
‘were married this afternoon.

The Rev. Dr. Ernest Gordon,
a Presbyterian minister and
Dean of the Princeton Uni-
versity Chapel, performed the
‘ceremony in the chapel.

Mrs. Frothingham’s parents
are Mrs. John C. Dielhenn of
Princeton and Clarence D.
Kerr Jr. of Arlington Heights,
Ill. Her stepfather, a pianist,
is teacher and director of the
Dielhenn Music School here.
Her husband’s father is a
partner in the New York law
firm of Jackson, Nash,
Brophy, Barringer & Brooks.

Miss Mary Louise Kidd was
maid of honor.

Constantine P. Ralli served
as the best man.

Mrs. Frothingham, a grad-
uate of St. Anne’s School in
Charlottesville, Va., and of
Skidmore College, is a phys-
ical education instructor at
Bryn Mawr College. She is
a granddaughter of the late
Henry Green Duffield, who
was treasurer of Princeton
University.

. The bridegroom, who plans

m’lmelnih
Mrs. Frothingham Jr.,
was Pamela B. Kerr.

to do graduate work in
September at the University
of Massachusetts, was gradu-
ated in 1966 from the Mill-
brook (N. Y.) School and
last year from Middlebury
College.

Mary E. Young, daughter of

Mr. and Mrs. Wilbur M.

~|Young, 16 Maclean Circle, will

leave on a concert tour of the
Soviet Union this Friday as a
member of the University of
Michigan Chamber Choir Com-
pany. The tour is sponsored by
the U.S. State Department's
Cultural Presentations Pro-
gram.

Miss Young, 21, is studying
for a Bachelor of Music de-
gree in choral music education
at the University ofiMichigan
School of Music. Shelthopes to|
become a high schoel choral
music director. At Michigan,|
Miss Young has won the Fresh-|
man Award in Music and the|
William J, Branstrom Award
for freshmen who attain a 4.0
|average their first semester.
|In addition to her interests in
| art and literature, she has won
Irecognition in sports as a
member of the field hockey,
{lacrosse, basketball and swim-
| ming teams. She is a 1967 gra-
1duate of Princeton Day School.




Margaret Holmberg Engagéd v
To Ens. Roy D. Duckworth 3d

‘Spectal o Te New York Times

LOOKOUT MOUNTAIN,
Tenn., Nov. 28—Mr. and Mrs.
Albert William Holmberg Jr.
have announced the engage-
ment of their daughter, Miss
Margaret Dodds Holmberg, to
Ens. Roy Demarest Duck-
worth 3d, U.S.N.R.,, son of
Mr. and Mrs. Duckworth Jr.
of Bronxville, N.Y. A January
wedding is planned.

The future bridegroom, a
graduate of Dartmouth, is
stationed at Norfolk, Va. His
father is national advertis-
ing manager of The Daily
News in New York.

Miss Holmberg is a senior
at Russell Sage College in
Troy, N. Y. Her father is
president and general man-
ager the Times Printing
b  which _ publist
The Chattancoga Times.

She is the granddaughter
of Mr. and Mrs. Donald L.
McCollum of Naugatuck,
Conn.,, where her grand-
fathers are retired from the
Naugatuck Chemical division
of Uniroyal,

Her fiancé is the grandson
of Dr. and Mrs. Duckworth of

‘Miss Margaret Holmberg

Westhampton Beach, L. I,
and Ponte Vedra, Fla. His
grandfather is a retired phy-
sician.

Engagement of Carol Combes
To Mark Weimer Is Announced

Dr. and Mrs. R. W. Combes,
3723 14th St., Rock Island, an-
nounce the engagement of their

. daughter, Carol Katryn, to
'Mark F. Weimer, son of Mr.
and Mrs. Wilfred Weimer, Can-
" field, Ohio.
. The couple plans to be mar-
ried in September.
_ Miss Combes was graduated
_-from Lutheran High School
_ East, Cleveland, Ohio, and at-
- tended the College of Wooster,
... Wooster, Ohio. She is a student .
. at the Moser School, Chicago.
A graduate of Western Re-
serve Academy, Hudson, Ohio,
Mr. Weimer attended the Col-
. Jege of Wooster and now is
~a student at the University
“ of St. Andrews in Scotland.

| CcAROL KATRYN COMBES



Cémp Directors Meet

Pictured at Wednesday meeting of the Maine
Camp Directors Association at Hinckley
School are, from left: Allen G. Vickers, head-
master of the host school; Richard Krasker
of Indian Acres and Forest Acres camps,
Fryeburg, president of the group; Andrew

Holmes, Camp Ettowah, Fryeburg, legislative
chairman; Helen Rosenthal, Camp Pinecliffe,
Harrison; Betty Cobb, Camp Runoia, Bel-
grade Lakes, and Helen Cohen, Camp Wal-
den, Denmark. (Morton Photo)

Spéc: 1 Guests
‘At Belgrade '
Lakes Church

_The girls from Camp Runoia
will be special guests at the
Belgrade Lakes Union Church
Sunday at the 10:30 a.m. wor-
ship service.

A choir of 25 voices will fur-
nish musical numbers and other
Runoia girls will take over the
‘entu-e devotional service for
the day.

A cordial invitation is extend-
ed to their many friends to
be present at this service.




Mr. and Mrs. John Clarence Dielhenn
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Denuer, Coloracls
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and a happy
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