REFLECTIONS ON A CLUB ACTIVITY
MP-17 (MILEPOST 17) RUSSELL PARK, SCOUT JAWBOREE CONTROL STATION

“H3ALS, YOU’'RE ASSIGHED STATIOMN ’'BAKER-NORTH’ ALONG WITH SHELDON,
THE SCODUT LEADER"™., BARKED KBSPH (DOM), THE COORDINATOR. ALL THE HANS
AHD THEIR SCOUT PARTHMERS HEADED FOR THE BOART RAMP TO BE DELIVERED TO
HENR SR EGEECTIVE STATIORS WITH THE EXCEPTION OF WYSELF, BEING TOLD
THAT MY STATIOHN HAS JUST A SHORT WALK DDOWN THE HIKIHNG TRAIL.

RIGHT AWAY I KNEW THE FEELING OF APPREHENSION WHEN SHELDON WAS
MOWHERE 70 BE FOUND! IH ANSHER TO MY FRANTIC GUESTIONS., ORE SCOUT
LEADER SAiID. "OH, YEAH. HE ALREADY LEFT ABOUT AN HOUR AGOD."
STRAEIGHTEHING UP MY SHOULDERS, GRABBING MY GEAR AHD WHISTLING A HAPPY
TUHE., I EHMBARKED OH THE TRAIL LEADING OFF INTO THE SHADOWED WILDERMNESS
BEEFORE WE.

AFTER WALKING THE TRAIL FOR 15 MINUTES OR S0, IT WAS COMFORTING
TO HEAR FAMILIAR VOICES BREAKIKNG THROUGH THE DEAD SILENCE OF THE
FOREST OH THE HANDY-TALKIE STRAPPED AROUND HY CHEST.

“HSCHG, OH STATIOK®"., "ROGER., HNSCHG"., "WSVYHN, WE'YE ARRIVED".
“ROGER, WSYHH", "WDSHGH, CHECKING IH". "ROGER, WD3HG@H, THIS IS KBSFH,
HET CONTROL, STANDIKNG BY.® STUMBLING OYER THE ROCKY TRAIL. TRYIHNG TO
AYOID THE SHEER DROP-OFF ON MY LEFT, I PICKED UP MY PACE IN ORDER TO
HEET UP WITH HY PARTHER AT HIS (OUR) STATIGN.

"HeaLs, THIS IS KBSPHM....ARE YOU ON STATION YET., JERRY?"

“"KBSPM, HSALS. .. .HEGATIVE, DON. JUST PASSED MILEPOST 16.
HOW HMUCH FARTHER?" CPAUSED." . CSTLENEE ). . .

"H5ALS, KBSPH....JUST A LITTLE FARTHER, JERRY. CALL IN WHEN
YU GET THERE"™. "ROGER, HN3ALS, CLEAR."

HLE QST 15! SWEAT WAS TICKLING MY WAIST AS IT RAN DO¥N MY

BACK AMD CHEST. HMHMMP! SOMEONE HAD MADE AN "X" WITH TW0 STICKS IN
THE MIDDLE OF THE HIKING TRAIL! HOPE NONE OF THE SCOUTS STUMBLE AND
HURT THEMSELVES. ... . WATER ON MY LEFT, SHEER BLUFF ON NY RIGHT.

BOY! SURE HATE TO THINK I’'D HAYE TO CLINB SOMETHING LIKE THAT!
BIESEERISN OV E NS ASFMIE TS -GETTING "SHORT . .=

AHOTHER TWEHNTY MINUTES OF WALKING IN SEMI-DARKNESS. WATER
THERMOS GETTING HEAVY. CAMPING STOOL BEGINNING TO RUB OH MY
SHOULDER. TRAIL BECONMING HARD TO DISTINGUISH. SWEATING PROFUSELY.
HOW . WONDER HOW MUCH FARTHER?

SC0UTS UP AHEARD. ONE STOPS AND WAITS FOR ME TO CATCH UP.
"QRE YOU SUPPOSED TO FOLLOW US?" I FELT HAKED UNDER HIS SCRUTENIZING
GLARE. "HO, I'M JUST WALKING AROUND OUT HERE.® I SAID AS APCLOGETICALLY
AS PUBSIBLE. HE RAN OFF TO CATCH THE OTHERS, GLAHCIHG BACK OVER HIS
SHOULDERS SUSPICIOUSLY. I STOPPED AND WAITED UNTIL THEY WERE SWALLOWED
UP BY THIS IHFERHAL HIKING TRAIL.

G RPN ST N EY CONTROL . . . . NO ANSHER. .. .. SIGNAL CAN’T PENETRATE
THESE SOLID ROCK HOUNTAINS SURROUNDING HE. KEEP WALKING....FLASHES OF
AIR FORCE SURVIYAL TRAIHING RUN THROUGH MY MIND.....



AHA! TYWO MORE SCOUTS SITTIHG ON THE TRAIL, OBVIOUSLY AWAITIHG

MY ARRIVAL. "SaY, MISTER, YOU KNOW WHERE ’'BAKER-NORTH’'’ IS?*
YAMTIME TO KEEP MY POISE QS AN ADULT., I CLEARED MY THRDAT AND SAID IN
Uy DEEREST-SUUINDING YUOILE, "SON, YOU'LL JUST HAVE TO LOOK FOR THE

RAIL SIGHS."® LOOKING AT ME IN TOTAL DISGUST, THE TWO SCOUTS FORGED
UNYARD, LEAVIHNG ME THE SOLE CUSTODIAN FOR THIS GIGANTIC FOREST.

WHY DO HIKING TRAILS ALWAYS HAYE TO GO UP AHND DOWN? WHY DOESN'T
SOMEDNE INVENT A FLAT, SHMOOTH ONE?

MELERPE T 14 11 LEGS BEGINNING TO GET NHUMB. (MEHTAL NOTE:
COUBOY BOOTS NO GOOD FOR HIKIHG!) "KBSPM., JHIQLS. . NO EGNTVACT ON
"BAKER-NORTH’ YET. I“M AT HWILEPOST 14. WHERE IS THAT COTTON-PILKER?®

“H5QLS, KBSPM...(SHNICKER TRANSMITTED /VERY WELL ON THIS RIG)
[T SEBRECK AT WILEPEST 15. YOU HMISSED IF. CaLl BACK IN UH&N You
GET JHERE. . * “¥BSPM, WDSHQH.. . DON., I THINK WE SHOULD AWARD HSALS THE
FATHFIHDER AYARD., DON’'T YOU?Z2® “YE3, BOB, (SHICKER. AGAIN) THE OHE
THAT HAS THE CONPASS WITH THE BROKEN NEEDLEL™

GRITTING MY TEETH, SHIFTING THE CAMPING STOOL 7O OTHER SHOULDER,
GEBATING WHETHER OR NOT TO ABANDON MY THERMOS, I TRUDGED BACK UP THE
TRGIL THINKING UP DELIGHTFUL PHYSICAL TORTURES FOR WDSHGH........

AT LONG LAST, THE FAMILIAR HMILEPOST 13! THE *X%: STILL IN THE

FATH . gRaY, PLAY LIKE AN INDIAK ... .LOBK ARROUND. .. 'UATER ON ONE SIDE,.
SHEERSBIHEESON "THE . ., .AHA! MID-WAY UP THE MOUNTAIN, B FORKED BRANCH
$ITH & LIMB THROUGH THE MIDDLE, POINTING SKYWARD. BITH FADING HOPES,
I RATIONALIZED THAT WO0OD DOESH’'T NORMALLY GROW LIKE THAT. IT’S & SIGH,
AND HO DOUBT IT WASN'T LEFT THERE BY GERONIMO...... GULPING., SUEAT

IMNHING INTDO MY EYES AS 1 LOOKED UPWARD, WITH SINKIHG HEART I KHNEY THAT
~HELDOH, DRAPED IN HIS AWBITIONS OF EQUALING FEATS DOHE BY DANIEL BOOKNE,
WAS PATIENTLY AWAITING ME ON TOP OF THE MOUNTAIN........

RISKING LIFE AND LIWB, ANALYZING MY LIFE AS IT FLASHED BEFORE
MY SEGE =PRI B O R ED UP THE 100 FOOT HIGH CLIFE. ("NEVER LOOK DOWN", AS
THESC IS HMSIRNTHE “NOVIES ! ) SEITHERING GVER THE CREST OF THE HILL.
EATHEDL IHN SWEAT, I CAME FACE TO FACE WITH SHELDON.. .AND STATIOH

'BAKER-NORTH' !

(PANTIHG) "KBSPHM, NSALS... . HAVE MADE CONTACT ¢(GASP)Y...WITH |
"BHKER-HORTH’ . ® |
“HSALS, KBSPM....THAT’S FINE, JERRY. ALL THE SCOUTS ARE THROUGH |

THAT AREA HOW, SO YOU CAN CLOSE THAT STATIOHN AND HEAD BACK.........

NSALS
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