
T
he T.M.R. Scout
Museum has acquired
the bell from the now-

crumbling Protestant Chapel
that served camps
Kernochan and Lakeside on Crystal Lake.
The bell is in fine shape and will be a great
addition to our collection.  We previously
acquired (and currently display) the stained-
glass window from the nearby Catholic
Chapel.

New Exhibit Explores
History of New York

City Scouting
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Welcome Home!

From the Editor

I
would like to take this opportunity to
Welcome Home all my brother and some
sister Alumni to Ten Mile River.  Lots of folks

both Professional Scouters and Vo l u n t e e r
Scouters have put hours and hours of work
into making Alumni weekend 2007, the 80th
Anniversary of Ten Mile River Scout Camps,
the greatest anniversary of all to date.  In
addition to this being the 80th Anniversary of
TMR it’s also the 75th Anniversary of the
Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC) which
began in the 1930’s and built most of TMR.
And last, but certainly not least, this is the

Tenth Anniversary of the modern incarnation
of the Ten Mile River Scout Museum.

It’s hard to believe that ten years have
passed since the day Bob Madsen and I were
having coffee and talking about how nice it
would be to have a Museum that could
preserve the history and memories so many
share of TMR.  Ten years later, we have a
fabulous Museum at camp due to the hard
work of 35 Trustees and 3 very hard working
Professionals of the GNYC Camping Division.

Ten Mile River is really about 3 things.  One
is the memories of the camp; the way you
remember it whether you camped on these
“hallowed acres,” regardless of whether it was
80 years ago or just 8 years ago.  The
Memory of the Physical camp, the dining hall,
the waterfront where many of you learned to

I
n a major new exhibit the T.M.R. Scout
Museum chronicles the history of New York
City Scouting from its origin in 1910 to

1960.  This is the first serious examination of
this subject as we approach 2010, the 100th
anniversary of the Boy Scouts of America,
both nationwide and in New York City.

The exhibit mostly consists of a timeline
with over 1,600 entries covering key volunteer
and professional staff, major and minor events
and activities, both for N.Y.C. and the five

W
elcome, everyone, to the 80th
Anniversary Celebration of Ten Mile
River!

This edition of Smoke Signals will be
distributed at TMR  Alumni Day on July 14, but
will also be mailed to all subscribers.

Whether this is your first visit to Ten Mile
River, or your first visit  after forty years, we
are pleased that you are here!

The purpose of this newsletter is to
remember, yes, but also to inform.  As you
read these pages, imagine what it was like to

be here twenty, forty, or sixty or more years
ago. Take a tour (either actually, or through
these pages) to many of the places within the
Reservation. Perhaps you remember
canoeing down the Delaware, or swimming in

By: Fred Gervat
fgervat@gmail.com



TEN MILE RIVER SCOUT MUSEUM
Board of Trustees Contact List

General Questions: 
questions@tmrmuseum.org

Chairman of the Board of Trustees:
Dr. Gene Berman 

Treasurer:
David Malatzky

Recording Secretary:
Mike Drillinger

Corresponding Secretary: 
Karl Bernstein

Curator: 
Bernie Sussman 

GNYC-BSA Professional Staff:
Director of Camping: 

Charlie Rogers
Asst. Director of Camping:

Cedric Bodley

Archivist & Historian:
David Malatzky
Ed Winters

Editor-in-Chief:
Fred Gervat 

Facilities:
Building and Construction:

Robert Chiusano
Jesse Metz

Outdoor Projects:
Mike Drillinger
Ira Nagel
Jake Pontillo

Physical Plant & Plumbing:
James Gallo

Security:
Frank Rickenbaugh

Signage:
Stu Goldberg

Financing:
eBay Sales:

Stu Goldberg
Bill Mulrenin
Bill Sbarbaro

Endowments:
Bill Mulrenin
Ed Winters

Fundraising, Creative Ideas: 
Morty Fink
Ira Nagel

Journal Advertising/Wall of Fame:
David Malatzky

Order of the Arrow Plaques:
Morty Fink

Trading Post Sales:
David Malatzky

Vintage Ritual Booklet Sales: 
Morty Fink

Historical:
Bird Displays:

Mike Herbert
Cinematography Chairman:

Mike Moskowitz
Historical Records: 

John Dowd
David Malatzky

Memorabilia: 
Frank Mullane 
Bill Mulrenin
Johnny Gonzalez

Paper and Photos: 
Co-chair, Hal Rosenfeld 
Karl Bernstein

Preservation and Conservation:
John Dowd

Woodbadge Displays:
Marty Poller

Publicity:
Mitch Slepian

Recognitions:
Karl Bernstein
Johnny Gonzalez
Hal Rosenfeld

Website:
John Dowd
David Malatzky
Hal Rosenfeld

Members at Large:
Tom Bain
Bob Buonvino

Howard Pickett
John Romanovich
Mark Weisburger

Representatives of Related
Organizations:
Brooklyn Arrowhead: 

Karl Bernstein
Morty Fink
Larry Leshay
Hal Rosenfeld

Friends of Ten Mile River: 
John Tosto
Mike Moskowitz

GNYC Camping Committee:
Karl Bernstein
Hal Rosenfeld

Jack Kohler Campership Assoc.: 
Mitch Morgenstern

Ranachqua Foundation: 
Jay Schnapp

Staten Island Good Guys: 
Robert Chiusano
Jesse Metz
Frank Mullane 

T.M.R. Alumni Association: 
Honorable Arthur Schack

E-Mail Addresses:
Tom Bain:

bain@acm.org
Dr. Gene Berman:

gberman@webspan.net
Karl Bernstein:

Louella558@aol.com,
D1boyscout@aol.com

Cedric Bodley:
CBodley@bsa-gnyc.org

Bob Buonvino:
SPLBOB@aol.com

Robert Chiusano:
BCHIZ43@msn.com

John Dowd:
J.D.Dowd@ATT.NET

Mike Drillinger:
Mdrillinger@optonline.net

Morty Fink;
fink101@gmail.com

James Gallo:
jgallo@brooklyncouncil.org

Fred Gervat:

FGervat@gmail.com
Stu Goldberg:

EYESAIL@si.rr.com
Johnny Gonzalez:

Juan.R.Gonzalez@Att.net
Mike Herbert:

MikeyBSAED@yahoo.com
Larry LeShay:

Laurence11@aol.com
David Malatzky:

DMalatzky@aol.com
Jesse Metz:

CHUPPECAT@msn.com
Mitch Morgenstern:

M524MORGEN@msn.com
Frank Mullane: 

TheTrader112@aol.com
Bill Mulrenin:

Billmul@mindspring.com
Ira Nagel:

RAMAPOS@aol.com
Howard Pickett:

itllab@aol.com
Marty Poller:

MDPSCOUT@si.rr.com
Jake Pontillo:

Jakepontillo@yahoo.com
Frank Rickenbaugh:

REOSPW@aol.com
Charlie Rogers:

CRogers@bsa-gnyc.org
John Romanovich:

JohnV1255@aol.com
Hal Rosenfeld:

PHIL32262@aol.com
Bill Sbarbaro:

billsbarb@sr.rr.com
Honorable Arthur Schack:

ASchack@courts.state.ny.us
Jay Schnapp:

jschnapp@pipeline.com
Mitch Slepian:

olaf93@earthlink.net
Bernie Sussman: 

Berneez@webtv.net
John Tosto

joe.tosto@hp.com
Mark Weisburger:

mbweis@weisburger.com
Ed Winters:

ecw10@optonline.net

T.M.R. SMOKE SIGNALS
The Ten Mile River Scout Museum is a not-for-profit entity interested in collecting artifacts, documents, audio and video media illustrating the camping experiences

of the Greater New York City’s scouting heritage.

T.M.R. Smoke Signals (ISSN 9999-9999) is published in the spring, fall and winter by the Ten Mile River Scout Museum, 1481 Crystal Lake Road, County Route

26, Narrowsburg, NY 12764-4414. A subscription is included with the $25 dues paid by museum membership (U. S., Canada, or Mexico delivery).

Periodicals class postage paid at New York, NY 10001-9999 and additional offices. Prices for foreign address and/or other class of mail higher, depending on

actual cost; consult publisher. Subscriptions for outside the United States should be paid in U.S. funds drawn on a U.S. bank or by international postal money

order.

Ten Mile River Scout Museum Copyright 2006. All rights reserved. T.M.R. Smoke Signals is registered with the Copyright Clearance Center. We do not give

implied or other consent for copying for anything more than personal use and specifically require that appropriate fees be paid to the Center for copying for general

distribution (including classroom use), for advertising or promotional purposes, for creating new collective works or for resale. However, the publisher of T.M.R.

Smoke Signals encourages the use of materials contained herein for other nonprofit organization publications.

Opinions expressed by the authors are their own and do not necessarily represent those of the Ten Mile River Scout Museum, publisher or editor.

Correspondence concerning editorial matter, including the submission of manuscripts or queries, should be sent to Mr. Fred Gervat, editor-in-chief, at

fgervat@gmail.com or by regular mail to 548 3rd Ave, Pelham, NY10803-1120.

POSTMASTER: Send change of address to T.M.R., 1481 Crystal Lake Road, County Road 26, Narrowsburg, NY12764-4414.

2 Summer 2007 - TMR 80th Anniversary Issue l T.M.R. SMOKE SIGNALS



from the
chairman’s desk

swim or rescue people or canoe, the
handicraft lodge where you probably cut your
finger doing woodcarving (or was it finger
carving merit badge), the nature lodge where
you brought the snakes and frogs (I think we
all took home our red efts),  the rifle range and
archery range where many of you fired a rifle
for the first time or shot a bow and arrow.

The second is the sights, sounds and smells
that conjure up all those days of yesteryear
like it was only last week.  The smell of the
pines in Kunatah, the sights one can see from
the picture window and the Indian cliffs, the
night sounds of an owl and the taste of TMR
food (well maybe not that)....all bring a rush of
memories to me as I am sure that it does to
you.  Also, the events. For me, watching Neil
Armstrong set foot on the moon at Wolffe’s
Hillside Inn,  getting ready to stand Guard as
1969 Rifle Range director of Kunatah against
the onslaught of Hippies overflowing from the
Woodstock concert of that year.....and of
course the smell of donuts from the donut
farm as well. I remember the Kunatah great
fire of 1965 and the following year Camp
Director George Renwick (Keowa) being
chased by a horse that had gotten loose from
the Ponderosa and traveled undetected all the
way to Keowa.

But the third is the most important and that’s
the friendships we all made at TMR.  Some of
them have become life long friendships that
last to this day.

That is really what it’s all about.  Trees are
trees and lakes are lakes but good friends are
the essence of what TMR was all about for the
vast majority of us.

While I personally maintain many
friendships from my many years at T M R
(rookie in 1956), there are so many of you I
have lost touch with, and I am so looking
forward to re-uniting with so many of you that
I knew “back in the day.”  It’s an exciting time
to be at TMR and I welcome back all the
Alumni to a place many of us called home for
many, many years.

In closing,  I would like to say, on this Alumni
weekend you will have a chance to visit three
different TMRs.  The first TMR is the TMR of
y e s t e r y e a r, unchanged from the way you
remember it.  This you can do at the TMR
Museum today and all summer and on our
website tmrmuseum.org any day any time
24/7.

Staff photos, stories, history, Memorabilia

such as staff patches and neckerchiefs are all
there.  Photos of the camps as you remember
them are all there.

Please take a moment to see if you have
any additional photos (we just need copies -
we do not need originals) you could donate, or
perhaps supply missing names to our staff
photo section or even fill in staff photos from
years we are missing.  Also please see if you
can help with missing staff neckerchief
information posted by me at the Museum.

The second TMR is the TMR of today. A tour
of the active camps and where possible even
the closed camps will show you what is going
on today.

Yes we have basketball and softball on our
fields (no longer forbidden as it was in the
1960’s).  Yes we have a motorboat on Crystal
lake and Scouts take water skiing merit badge
and Motorboating badge.  Yes we have
climbing towers and slip and slides, and
rappelling from Indian Cliffs and pedal boats
for beginners as well as sailboats and
traditional rowboats and canoes and so much
more. While we no longer have 12 or 13
camps the boys of today are getting an
incredible Scouting experience as you will see
as you mosey about the reservation.

And the last is the vision of TMR for
tomorrow.  By talking to our TMR Director
Cedric Bodley, our Director of Camping,
Charlie Rogers and the Camp Directors they
can tell you about plans for the future.  A very
bright future I predict.  We hope that now you
have come home you will join the Museum,
the Alumni Association and rekindle your
youth in this magical kingdom many, many
times.  Alumni, I welcome you home. 

D r. Berman is founder of the Ten Mile River
Scout Museum. 

from the editor
Crystal  Lake, or hiking one of the many trails.
Did you take your Order of the Arrow Ordeal
here?   What new friends did you make?  Are
you still in contact with them?  What changes
have occurred since your last visit?  These
are cherished memories of many Scouts and
former Scouts.  Perhaps, too, when you
remember what a great time you had, you
may, if you wish, either make a donation to
insure that a Scout can repeat the same great
time you did.  Or, perhaps, maybe, a donation
to the TMR Museum is more your style.  In
any case, enjoy your stay here today, and
come back and see us again!

I look forward to seeing you at TMR at
Alumni Day or any other time!

F red Gervat is editor of T.M.R. Smoke Signals.
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T
he shell of the 20 ft. x 28 ft.  Museum
extension was completed in January
2007 at a total cost of $25,000.  I would

like to thank everyone that contributed to our
extension fund.

The next step is to improve the shell by
adding internal walls, doors, windows,
insulation, floor tiles, electricity, plumbing,
heat and air conditioning.  

The Museum has started a fundraising
campaign to pay for these improvements. We
need your financial support to make them a
reality.  Donors will be recognized on a plaque
in the Museum.  

When completed, the extension will include
an expanded office, storeroom, workshop,
bathroom and utility closet.  By moving non-
display functions to the extension we will
increase the display space in the rest of the
Museum.  Our growing library will get a room
of its own. The success of the Museum will be
ensured for years to come.

See the extension flyer elsewhere in this
issue of T.M.R. Smoke Signals and please
support the Museum’s Extension Fund.

By: David M. Malatzky
archivist@tmrmuseum.org

Museum Begins
Fundraising Campaign
to Complete Extension
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TEN MILE RIVER SCOUT MUSEUM EXTENSION FUND

YES, I support the new Museum extension.  Enclosed is my donation in the amount of (check one):

[  ] $50 Donor    [  ] $100 Friend [  ] $250 Patron    [  ] $500 Benefactor   [  ] $1,000 Leadership

Name _______________________________________________________________________________

Address______________________________________________________________________________

City____________________________________________ State _____ Zip _______________________

Telephone No.___________________________________ E-mail Address _________________________

Credit Card #: __________ – __________ – ____________ – _____________ Expiration ____________

I authorize Greater New York Councils, Boy Scouts of America to debit my credit card account in the amount
indicated above and credit the Greater New York Councils, B.S.A.
Signature ____________________________________________________________________________

Make check or money order out to the “Greater New York Councils, B.S.A.” Write account #1-2306-723-00
in the memo part of the check and mail to: Ten Mile River Scout Museum c/o Greater New York Councils,
Boy Scouts of America, 350 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10118-0199. 

We are Growing Again . . . And We Still Need Your Help!

We would like to thank everyone that contributed to the construction of the shell of our new $25,000
20 ft. x 28 ft. Museum extension, completed in January 2007.  Future improvements will include
internal walls, doors, windows, insulation, floor tiles, electricity, plumbing, heat and air conditioning.  

We need your financial assistance to make these improvements a reality.  Donors will be recognized
on a plaque in the Museum.  

When completed, the extension will include an expanded office, storeroom, workshop, bathroom
and utility closet.  By moving non-display functions to the extension we will increase the display space
in the rest of the Museum.  Our growing library will get a room of its own. 

This extension will provide greatly needed expansion space for our growing Museum and ensure
its success for years to come. 

Please support the Ten Mile River Scout Museum by donating to our extension fund.  Fill out the
form below and send it in today.  We also accept PAYPAL payments via our web site tmrmuseum.org.
E-mail questions@tmrmuseum.org in case you have any questions.

Design PlanExtension Shell Museum
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COMING AND GOING
By Bill Dixon

The great thing about memories is that they
are exactly what you recall, no proof needed.
I do not remember ever taking a bus from
around the George Washington Bridge, but
that is not to say I did not. 

I know I took the train in 1944 and think I
took the train in 1945. You took the ferry
across the Hudson to get to the train. The
locomotive seemed gigantic with the stream
coming out. It was very exciting. I also always
loved the sound of those trains at night at
camp. While I do not recall where I got the bus
in Brooklyn, the most important part of the bus
trip was the stop, The Red Apple Rest.
Probably it was less then an hour, but we
rushed off that bus as if we had been on it for
twenty-four hours, without food or water. The
Red Apple Rest was always jammed with
cars, buses and people.  A fun place and it
was the last stop before leaving civilization. It
certainly was the last stop with flush toilets! I
more recall the buses when I was a staff
member. That is... the buses coming up to
camp with the kids or them leaving. Kids in the
same troop were always put together. I always
wanted kids from my own troop 240 in my
camp. Others did not want kids from their
home troop. So we started horse-trading right
way and scribbling on those sheets. 

Now the buses pulled up. There was a
logical method and then there was the method
I used as a Director. The logical method had
someone like the Chief Clerk sitting at a table
and the kids would line up to find out what
camp they were assigned. I preferred that the
kids just run around the field asking each
Scout Master if their name was on their list.
This confusion took no longer then the logical
methods. It had the added benefit of wearing
down some hyper kids after the bus trip.
There were always some kids who, for what
ever reason, did not like the camp they were
assigned. An example... they thought they
wanted to go to Kennebec but found Tim
Lawerncelle was Scout Master of a different
camp (from prior year) and wanted to be with
Tim. Good move on the part of the kid since I
was Scout Master of Kennebec that year! For
the two years I was a Director, I always moved
the kid to where he wanted to be. I figured the
first night every scout should go to bed happy.
Now for leaving... a bit easier. Only breakfast
on day of departure and a trail lunch, cheese
and raisins. Bernie just mentioned apple
butter. Think of how much apple butter was
consumed by a division in summer. We are
talking big numbers! There were also a few
s t a ff that talked their way into an early

departure, not the fun guys. After breakfast
the kitchen staff was closing the dining hall
down. The waterfront guys were also closing
it down. It amazed me the amount of clothes
that kids left behind. TMR was actually great
with no one, or hardly anyone there. I do recall
in 1949 I had got to know Harvey Smith well
and he and his family stayed. I moved into the
very nice Rabbi cabin and we all ate together.
Marv Antonoff and Dick Weidman had also
stayed. I walked down to the Division 2/3 ball
field and they were living in a lean-to camp
across the road. When I arrived they were
cooking over a small fire and looked liked
hobos. I brought them back to the first class
accommodations at Division 1. TMR was
always a great place at any time of the year.

A. T. SHOREY
By Art Adelman

I attended Winter Camp just one time and it
was great. The legendary A.T. Shorey was
running it. He was already an older man, but I
remember very well that one of the activities
was shooting 22 rifles and he did a demo by
setting up a playing card down at the end of
the range, on edge! and shot it in half with one
shot! It was the most impressive shooting I
have ever seen, before or since and that
includes two years in the army, where I was
on the divisional pistol team and training at the
Westchester Police Academy, including 40
hours of firearms training (I am an Auxiliary
Police sergeant in the North Castle (Armonk)
Police). Really an incredible feat. 

I remember A.T. had with him a porcupine
he had trained/tamed and it would climb a
rope he held. We were able to pet it, so long
as we petted it “with the grain.” We also
feasted on venison, courtesy of poached deer
State Troopers had confiscated and delivered
to us. It was a great time.

THE BURROS
By Richard L. Weidman

Got your message about the Burros... I had
responsibility for six of those little beasts and
they were used primarily to teach Scouts how
to use them for overnight and extended trips
around TMR. The diamond hitch was taught
for packing the gear on the Burros so less was
carried by the Scout troop on long overnights.
They came to TMR from Philmont Scout
Ranch in New Mexico for the purpose of
promoting Philmont and getting more leaders
and teenage Scouts to want to attend a trip to
that place. I remember Joel Holibar had gone
out to Philmont and returned to TMR to work
on the staff.

MY NIGHT IN THE MONTICELLO JAIL
By Art Adelman

The summer of 1955 I turned 16 and after
five years as a camper I was finally on the
TMR staff, at Division 1. My job? Apprentice,
one of the first hired into that dreary program,
marked by a period or periods in various camp
jobs, including a required one as a Pot Boy!
During that Pot Boy period, I got a day off and
a fellow staff member, Herb Miller and I
hitched into Monticello to pick up girls. 

We were successful and spent the day with
two girls we met who were staying with their
families at one of the bungalow colonies in the
area. As night fell, so did the rain, in buckets
and Herb and I had to get back to camp or
Camp Director Frank Swiatokos would tell us
PYT (Pack Your Trunk!). Hitching was out of
the question, the torrential rain was making
rivers of the Monticello streets, and there was
not a car to be seen. 

We went to the taxi office to get a taxi to
camp, truly a desperate act for penurious
staff, but the taxi started to get water coming
into the cab floor and turned right back around
and left us stranded. We decided to go to the
Police Station for help. We took off our shoes
and socks to cross the street to the station
house, as the street was now a swollen river.
When we got to the station looking like two
drowning rats, the Police took pity on us and
offered to put us up at the jail. 

However, the jail was not in the Police
Station, but in the Court House, on the other
side of the street, so we forded ‘the river’
again and presented ourselves at the jail
entrance in the Court House basement. 

This turned out to be the drunk tank, where
for some reason, there was a washing
machine with a mangle dryer, and a semi-
sober man walking/staggering around. The
officer in charge welcomed us, and while the
officer gave us coffee and reading material
(the Police Gazette), the man ran our
drenched clothes through the mangle. 

When we awoke in the morning, the sky
was clear, the sun shining and we hitched to
camp, marveling at the damage the
rampaging water had done, including causing
Rock Lake to burst its dam and course all the
way down to Highway 97, where canoes and
row boats from Rock Lake had been carried
down in the channel cut by the rampaging
water and were now strewn on and around
Highway 97. This total experience has lived
sharply in my memory these nearly 50 years.

Memories of T.M.R.

Continued on Page 7
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Join the T.M.R. Scout Museum
Join the T.M.R. Scout Museum - Support the Ten Mile River Scout Museum by renewing your membership and keep informed
about our latest acquisitions and special Museum activities.  Give your time. The Museum needs enthusiastic, knowledgeable
volunteers to help in many different ways.

Ten Mile River Smoke Signals - T.M.R. Smoke Signals is the official publication of the Ten Mile River Scout Museum.  Published
three times each year, it is filled with articles on T.M.R. camp history, camp stories, the latest Museum and T.M.R. Alumni
news.

Levels-of-Giving - You can also support the Museum by donating to our “Levels-of-Giving” program. You will receive all of the
benefits of Museum membership and be recognized with an engraved metal plate mounted on a plaque, prominently displayed
in the Museum.  You have two engraving options: 1. Your name and the year. 2. Three lines of 24 letters, numbers and spaces
of your choice to recognize you or someone else. 

Donations - Donations of T.M.R. and other Scouting memorabilia to the Museum by individuals like you are the main way the
Museum grows. These include, but are not limited to: photos, color slides, 8-mm film, videos, patches, neckerchiefs,
neckerchief slides, uniforms, banners, menus, paper items, etc. We can also photograph items and return them to you, or
photograph notable items at your home.

Ten Mile River Wall of Fame - Do you want to recognize some individual, group or organization for their contributions to the
Ten Mile River Scout Camps and/or New York City Scouting. A custom-engraved tile on the T.M.R. Wall of Fame, located at the
Ten Mile River Scout Museum, might be right for you. Once the tile is installed, a private or public recognition ceremony can
be arranged, typically on T.M.R. Alumni Day in July. Tiles are available in a variety of sizes, colors and materials. Prices range
from $100-$1,000 per tile. Laser-engraved granite tiles can depict photos, line art and small lettering. Profits from tile sales
supports the Ten Mile River Scout Camps and the Ten Mile River Scout Museum

2007 TEN MILE RIVER SCOUT MUSEUM MEMBERSHIP FORM

Become a member of the Ten Mile River Scout Museum and receive the following:

Name _____________________________________________________________________________________________
Address ____________________________________________________________________________________________
City__________________________________________________ State ____ Zip ______________________
Telephone No.______________________________  E-mail Address __________________________________________
TMR Camp(s) __________________Years _____ to____  Staff Position(s)______________________________________

Check one:
[ ] $25 Membership
Levels-of-Giving (includes Membership)
[ ] $50 Donor 
[ ] $100 Friend 
[ ] $250 Patron 
[ ] $500 Benefactor 
[ ] $1,000 Leadership 

[ ] $_____ Money donation enclosed.

I can help out in the following ways: [ ] Audio-visual [ ] Computers [ ] Displays [ ] Other_______________________
[ ] I want to donate T.M.R./Scouting Memorabilia.   [ ] Send me a tile order form for the Ten Mile River Wall of Fame.

Credit Card #: _____________ – _____________ – _____________ – ____________ Expiration Date____________

I authorize Greater New York Councils, Boy Scouts of America to debit my credit card account in the amount
indicated above and credit the Greater New York Councils, B.S.A.

Signature _________________________________________________________________________________

Make check or money order out to the “Greater New York Councils, B.S.A.”  Write account #1-2306-723-00 in the
memo part of the check and mail to: Ten Mile River Scout Museum c/o Greater New York Councils, Boy Scouts of
America, 350 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10118-0199.

■ A membership card.
■ Three copies each year of T.M.R. Smoke Signals.
■ A free ad of about 50 words in one issue of T.M.R. 

Smoke Signals.

■ A free lunch on T.M.R. Alumni Day.
■ 10% discount at the Museum shop (no mail order).
■ A special Member’s patch.

c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c 
c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c 
c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c c 

Recognize yourself or someone else! Fill in up to 24 letters, numbers and spaces per line (3 lines).
Leave blank and your plaque will consist of your name and the year.

Levels-of-Giving Plaque Engraving Form
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TALEQUAH
By Bill Dixon

Talequah had the Fire Bell. The Bell we
could all ring on Wednesday, August 15,
1946... the end of WW 2. We were down there
for many hours. And Talequah had the
flagpole where we did a retreat every two
weeks. The last Saturday of the period, all of
Camp Brooklyn was there. And the retreat
was so very nice, before the campfire, which
was a camp highlight. In my last year or so
when I was in charge of Division I, I was really
moved by being the person who stood in front
of the Division and reported our presence.
Sitting here I believe I went to 30 of those
ceremonies. As a youngster I was so
impressed. And then there is a host Division
each period, it worked out well with four
divisions and when I could participate as the
host—it was very moving to me. And of course
there were the campfires themselves, which
should be told as separate stories. 

But the really great thing about Talequah
was not manmade. There was a little brook
that ran through the lawn and down to Rock
Lake. That brook was the best place in the
whole world to find frogs and salamanders.
But the best part was when the sun went
down. Looking up from the Talequah lawn and
out across Rock Lake there were more stars
then any other spot on the face of the earth.
The Big Dipper was bigger there and the
North Star was brightest. And also with my
friends we could lay there and wonder about
the extent of the universe. The real
intellectuals of the world are 12 and 13 year
old boys who seek knowledge only for the
sake of knowledge. That was Talequah!

CAMP MAN - 1944
By Bob Levy

In the summer of 1943 I went to Boy Scout
Camp, Camp Man, one of five camps, one for
each of the boroughs, in a huge wooded, lake-
filled area southeast of Narrowsburg, the Ten
Mile River Boy Scout Camps.  To get to scout
camp we rode for hours in big old buses
(similar to the one in “It Happened One
Night”), with one stop at the Red Apple Rest.
The first trip I went with others from my troop,
and in all the excitement I left my sleeping bag
on the bus.  When I went back to get it, it was
gone.  All sorts of other luggage had been
piled by the side of the bus, but not mine.
Fortunately I had a couple of blankets in my
foot locker, and my friends loaned me some of
theirs.  The foot locker had come up by
Railway Express.  In that two weeks I learned
to swim, and how to paddle a canoe.  I also

learned the disadvantages of pit privies, and
the advantages of throwing up bad food,
rather than letting it get into your digestive
tract.  They fed us something which was bad,
and I threw it up.  Most of the others suffered
with acute diarrhea for several days.  There
was always someone getting up from
wherever we were, the dining hall, the craft
center, or the council fire, and withdrawing
rapidly but as circumspectly as possible.
Then there’d be the thunder of hoof-beats off
towards the privy. At one point things were so
bad, there was a waiting line for a seat.  It was
a six or eight holer, so I also learned that one
couldn’t be discretely private about bodily
functions.

The following year I went for four weeks, the
first two without anyone I knew.  I had a better
time those two weeks than the following two,
because then I could do what I wanted, when
I wanted, rather than having to consider what
the others wanted to do.  Also, as I was a
second-year camper, the Scoutmaster of our
unit gave me a job as a waiter.  I had to wait
on table every meal, but I never had to pull KP
and clean up or set the tables.  I also got to
eat before all the others, so things were really
hot, and plentiful.  Eating with the staff also
made me more recognizable to them, so
when the cooks had a night off, and the units
had to cook for themselves, I managed to be
invited to share the waterfront staff’s surplus
of food and also get a canoe after the hours
when they were normally available.

I think that two weeks of camp cost about
twenty-two dollars, and that included the bus
fare to camp.  How they got the gasoline I
don’t know. I guess that bus companies were
allocated enough so they could stay in
business.  I have no idea how the camp got
their food.  I have no recollection of having to
send in ration stamps, nor were we asked for
any while we were at camp.  But the food
wasn’t bad, either in quality or quantity.

WHAT I REMEMBER ABOUT TMR
By Harry W. Hoffman Troop 20 College Point, 
Queens circa 1957 to 1964

Going to Lakeside campsite Hilltop.

Retreat at days end at the Lakeside
baseball field/parking lot.

Going on a “round robin” of activities also at
the Lakeside baseball field/parking lot.

My Dad, Russell A. Hoffman then Troop 20
Scoutmaster, spending many summers for 2
weeks at Lakeside with the boys from my
Troop while my Mom, Florance Hoff m a n ,
Troop Committee Member, was at Zumi
Family Camp making many new friends.

My first fishing trip at Hilltop 7 catching a
“Sunny.”

Eating the food at the Lakeside dining hall
with a drink called “Bug Juice.”

The rotation basis that was used at the
Lakeside Dining Hall for “waiting” on the
tables. Doing dishes if you were the last
person to clean your area, you got to clean the
“Wash Area” or cleaning the entire dining
room floor.

Going to the PX to get anything.

Going to the lake for swimming with the
areas broken down: nonswimmers,
beginners, & swimmers and going to and
getting various merit badges especially the
aquatics family: i.e. swimming, canoeing,
lifesaving.

Taking hikes the length of TMR to Bob
Landers for a 20 mile hike.

The nature walks that were abundant with
animals, tracks and nests.

The hikes to the wilderness area with
dehydrated food in our packs.

Sunday being “Visitors Day” with an easy
going schedule.

A latrine made of wood and doing laundry
with brown soap and lots of elbow grease.

Going to the Skeet and Archery ranges.

Having a campfire at the Amphitheater with
the telling of jokes, doing skits, songs, and an
OA“Tap Out” for new OACandidates.

Having a fall in camp and spending time at
the infirmary with my parents bringing me
comic books: “The Last of The Mohicans” and
another about Niagara Falls.

Waking up to “Reveille” in the morning and
going to bed with “Taps” at night.

MEMORIES OF M Y S E A S O N S AT T M R
By Mike Lee

1967 - Camp Kiowa - Swiss Navy Nights
for the Dining Hall;  Willis the Cook and his
Red Foxx tapes;  Closing up the Canteen after
dark and hearing for the first time a deer in the
crab apple orchards sounding a call; Being
inducted into the OA just before becoming a
S t a ff member; Watching my home Tr o o p
leave while I remained to be on Staff;  The
rope swing under the Narrowsburg Bridge.

1968 - Camp Aquehonga - The smell of a
brand new camp;  A Lightning strike that hit
the power transformer between the Service
Center & Pool that set my vending machines
chattering & flashing before we lost power;
checking campsites after the storm for
damages & injuries and one of the Staff
finding an electrocuted squirrel and his trying

Continued from page 5

Memories of T.M.R.

Continued on Page 9
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Welcome 2007 Members!
Marv Abrams
Edna Acquafredda
Joseph Acquafredda
Robert E. Adel
Tom Bain
Morton A. Berger
William & Mary S. 

Berger 
Gene Berman
Karl Bernstein
Joseph P. Bohn

Benedict G. Breitung
Lawrence B. Brown
Bob Buonvino
Robert Chiusano
John Dowd
Mike Drillinger
Martin M. Fay
Jaime O. Feliberty, Sr.
Morty Fink
James Gallo
Fred Gervat

Stu Goldberg
Juan R. Gonzalez
Charles M. Greinsky
Dr. Reginald C. Grier
Rheinhardt H. Hassler
Mike Herbert
Peter  J. Hermann
John C. Hirschi
Brian Yank Kandell
Stanley Kuperstein
Larry LeShay

David Malatzky
Jesse Metz
Martin Milden
Mitch Morgenstern
Mike Moskowitz
Frank Mullane
Bill Mulrenin
Philip Nelson
Richard A. Neustadt
Ira Nagel
Howard Pickett

Marty Poller
Jake Pontillo
Frank Rickenbaugh
John Romanovich
Hal Rosenfeld
Mark Alan Ruskin
Bill Sbarbaro
Hon. Arthur M.Schack
Bruce Schacter
Jay Schnapp
Clifford E. Schwartz

Dave Silberstein
Mitch Slepian
Okpoti Sowah
Ronald W. Stingelin
Mitchell Strauss
Bernie Sussman
Scott J. Thorner
Joe Tosto
Mark Weisburger
Ed Winters
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to skin it;  Homebrewed Root Beer -
fermented for most of the season;  Going to
Wolfe’s Inn on nights off.

1969 - Camp Aquehonga - Watching a
g r a i n y, little, portable, black & white T V
broadcast of Neil Armstrong walking on the
Moon when I had night office watch;
Watching for Lost Hippies disguised as
Scouts at the Camp entrance (I remember
that several of the TMR entry roads being
blocked to limit those folks looking for back
ways into Woodstock.);  Wondering if I’d ever
see the camp again once I was drafted or
enlisted.

RANACHQUA - 1940’s
By George Greenstein, Scout Troop 127

My most vivid recollection of Ranaqua in the
40’s, is of the “snake pit.”  There really was a
snake pit and we used to go out on the trails,
hunting for them. We had a snare, a 3 or 4
foot pole with a rope attached to form a loop
that could be pulled tight from the far end of
the pole. We find snakes hidden under rocks,
captured them, and turned them into a burlap
bag.  Back at the camp, they were tossed into
the snake pit. I remember an occasional
diamond back rattler being caught. I cannot
recall a scout ever capturing one, and assume
that they were caught by staff members.

FAMOUS LAST WORDS - TMR 1965
Pat Cello - ‘Let them eat cake’
Dr. Kuhns - ‘It won’t hurt - much’
Wally Friedman - ‘BRILL!’
Bob Carr - ‘But you don’t understand’
Norman Brill - ‘Out Scout’
Richard M. Ruffino - ‘Don’t worry, it’s in
Pennsylvania’
Joe Sonneborn - ‘How are things?’
Alvin C. C. West - ‘Keep off my fence!’
Brendan Sheedy - ‘Do it !’
Norman Russakoff - ‘Step into the Vi l l a
Olympus’
Jake Pontillo - ‘Conserve’
Wayne Tzall - ‘Don’t call me Poo’
Joel Levine - ‘S-T-A-N-LEEY’
Stanley Rosenberg - ‘I didn’t do it’
Shelly Solomowitz - ‘Tom’s?  What’s Tom’s?’
Sam Paskin - ‘One-two-three jolly coachmen’
Lew Smith - ‘Great Program’
Steve Aigen - ‘Will somebody please tell me
my job?’
Richie Manus - ‘Where are my elves?’
Ed Johnson - ‘Beer, beer, beer, said the
privates’

TMR FIRES
By Cliff Schwartz

My most memorable memory is as a first
year CIT in 1965 when a severe drought
condition led to the spread of fires throughout
TMR, especially near, I think Kunatah.

The unusual nature of this situation wasn’t
just that we were recruited to help put them
out, but the kind of fires they were were so
insidious.  There was a massive spread of
underground fires, spread through the roots of
trees and shrubs.  We were herded in various
vehicles and rushed with “Indian Pumps” to
the burning sites.  (Indian pumps are the
precursors to what now may be called “Super
Soaker” toys.  The difference was that these
were metal, and had hand pumps connected
to a reservoir of water, worn on the back).  

We’d take turns digging up the roots where
we saw smoldering above the ground or
pumping water on the exposed smoldering
once uncovered.  The work was hard,
exhausting and a bit scary. At the end of the
day however, you felt like a man and a
contributing hero.

VISITOR FROM EUROPE
By Colin Blowers, Kunatah Staff 1964

I went to TMR through a scheme whereby
young people from Europe paid their
passages to the US and went to work as
counselors in summer camps all over
America.  The scheme later became known
as Camp America, I think.  My stay at TMR
was an unforgettable eight weeks of my life
(topped and tailed by spending time in New
York before the camp opened, and by short
stays with several of my new friends
afterwards).  I had such a great time that I
returned for two weeks the following summer
and met up with many of the staff and
campers from the year before.  One of the
highlights from the 1964 season was when
Larry Weiner and myself took a party of the
boys for an overnite hike right around Rock
Lake, staying the night at a disused camp
(whose name I forget) about halfway round.  I
don’t think Bob Carr (the Camp Director)
really approved of the jaunt!

But my greatest memory from 1964, when
an Order of the Arrow investiture ceremony for
Suanhacky Lodge 49 took place.  Towards the
end of the camp period, on a quiet, warm
evening, everyone formed a large circle in the
centre of the camp and stood silently, waiting
for the entrance of the officials in their
ceremonial costumes.  Norman Russakoff
welcomed us, and explained what was to
happen.  These kind of ceremonies don’t
really take place in England, so I was intrigued
to see what was to follow.  Norman slowly

walked round the circle, placing his hands on
the shoulders of the chosen new members,
and I watched to see which of my new friends
were being selected.  To my absolute
astonishment, he stopped in front of me, and
touched my shoulders.  In a daze I joined the
small group that had been picked out, and we
walked to the worship centre, where we spent
the night in a vigil before the investiture the
next day. The details of that event are less
vivid in my mind, but I still have the sash,
neckerchief, ribbon and lapel pin for the
Order, and they are among my most prized
possessions, together with a large TMR cloth
medallion.  

T H E O F F I C I A L C A M P K U N ATA H
LAST WILLA N D T E S TAMENT - 1965 

The staff leaves Brendan Sheedy one pile of
rocks.

Brendan leaves the inhabitants of staff row
rock-proof lean-tos.

The camp donates to Norman Russakoff a
spare set of lungs.

Jake Pontillo leaves in the camp one
chipmunk.

The Kunatah staff leaves the latest issue of
‘Playboy’ to John Le Velle.

The Scout Skills staff leaves Richie Manus
a foam-rubber padded desk (complete with
radiant sunlight).

The staff leaves to Chuck Fliegler a lifetime
supply of Baby Oil.

Lew Smith leaves the camp a full Scout
Skills Center.

The staff leaves to Ed Johnson – Albert
Kruger and Elliot (blowtorch) Klein.

Mark Dubin leaves the camp a handful of
wood shavings.

The staff leaves Colin Blowers an English-
American dictionary.

The camp staff leaves to Wayne – Joel; to
Joel – Stanley; to Stanley – sympathy.

The staff leaves Don Murphy a burro and a
pick.

The staff leaves Rick Warren a pair of long
pants.

Barry Siegal leaves the camp one swift
K.I.C.

The staff leaves to Sam Paskin one voice
softener.

Al Limata leaves the camp one day’s (two
hours) hard work.

The staff leaves Arnie Feldman high C.
The staff leaves Shelly Solomowitz a

guiding star.
The waterfront staff leaves Marc Rothstein

some T.L.C.
The staff leaves Gary Witlen a direct line to

headquarters and unit one.

Continued from page 7

Memories of T.M.R.
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D
o you want to recognize some individual, group or organization for their
contributions to the Ten Mile River Scout Camps and/or New York City
Scouting?  A custom-engraved tile on the TMR Wall of Fame might be

right for you.

The TMR Wall of Fame is located at the Ten Mile River Scout Museum,
Headquarters Camp, Ten Mile River Scout Camps.  It consists of two parts:

The T.M.R. Monument - A monument to all 20 T.M.R. camps that operated
since 1928.  Each tile includes the camp name, Unit and Division names, years
of operation and traditional camp logo. On the reverse side is an engraved
T.M.R. Map, depicting all of the T.M.R. Camps, trails and local landmarks.

The Memorial Wall - Personalized tiles recognizing some individual, group or
organization for their contributions to the Ten Mile River Scout Camps and/or
New York City Scouting.

Once the tile is installed a private or public recognition ceremony can be
arranged, typically on T.M.R. Alumni Day each July. Tiles are available in a
variety of sizes, colors and materials.  Prices range from $100-$1,000 per tile.
Laser-engraved granite tiles can depict photos, line art and even small lettering.

Profits from tile sales support the Ten Mile River Scout Camps and the Ten
Mile River Scout Museum.  For complete tile order information mail in the query
form below.

The T.M.R. Wall of Fame

Please send me custom-engraved tile order information for the TMR Wall of Fame.

Name________________________________________________________________________________________
Street________________________________________________________________________________________
City_________________________ State________ Zip_______________
Telephone_______________________________ E-Mail Address_____________________________

Mail to:  TMR Wall of Fame, c/o David M. Malatzky, 2332 Holland Ave., Bronx, N.Y. 10467

boroughs.  Individual entries are color-coded
by borough for easy review.  Small
photographs document much of the timeline. 

There are also charts on the changing
organization of N.Y.C. Scouting, the steady
rise in membership (from 6,000 in 1916 to
83,000 in 1960) and the locations of the city
and borough offices.

A display case is filled with original
documents and artifacts that illustrates the
history of New York City Scouting. 

A lot of what the N.Y.C. Scouts did during
the early years would astonish us today.  For
example, Scouts were asked to patrol the city
parks and “arrest" anyone that littered or
damaged park property.

When WWI began in Europe a flood of
refugees arrived by ship on the piers in
Manhattan.  Teams of specially trained Scouts
met the refugees and helped unload their

History of N.Y.C.
Scouting Exhibit

Continued from page 1

luggage and give them directions to local
hotels and railroad stations.

To help fight unemployment during the
1 9 2 0 ’s, N.Y.C. Scouts visited employers
asking if they had jobs and reported this
information to city agencies.

Of particular note is the considerable
service provided by N.Y.C. Scouts during both
World Wars.  It seems that the Scouts were
continuously collecting something (paper,
aluminum, scrap metal, rubber), planting
victory gardens and always distributing the
latest government-issued posters to local
merchants for display.

The exhibit also documents certain annual
commemorative events that the N.Y.C. Scouts
participated in.  For example, every Armistice
Day (now Memorial Day) all traffic (both
automobile and pedestrian) was stopped in
Times Square at 11:00 am and Boy Scout
buglers sounded “Roll Call” from the marquee
of the Hotel Astor.

On George Washington’s birthday a large
group of Scouts marched to the Sub-Treasury
Building (now Federal Hall National Memorial)

David M. Malatzky researched and organized
the exhibit: New York City Scouting - The
First Fifty Years (1910-1960).

on Wall St. and placed a wreath before his
statue.

On Scout Sunday in February, thousands of
Roman Catholic Scouts marched down Fifth
Avenue and attended special services at St.
Patrick’s Cathedral.

Every October, thousands of Scouts from all
over the Eastern U.S. attended a pilgrimage
to Theodore Roosevelt’s grave at Oyster Bay,
L.I.  Until he died in 1941, these pilgrimages
were led by Dan Beard, National Scout
Commissioner and Queens Scouter.

The exhibit also includes local Scout
involvement in the 1939-40 World’s Fair in
Flushing Meadows Park, Queens.  Local
Scouts were trained as safety monitors and
provided service throughout the Fair. An
estimated 50,000 Scouts attended Boy Scout
Day at the Fair in 1939.

It’s an amazing, previously unknown history,
well worth a visit to the T.M.R. Scout Museum
this summer.
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Where Are They Now?

Where Are They Now? - Alumni News Submission Form

Name ___________________________________________________________________  Telephone No._____________________________

Address ____________________________________________________________________ E-mail Address __________________________

City__________________________________________________ State ____ Zip ______________________

Dear Karl,  Please include the following Alumni News in your  “Where Are They Now?” column in T.M.R. Smoke SIgnals:

___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________

Michael Drillinger

I was a T.M.R. camper in 1969 & 70 and on
staff 1971-1975. During that time I worked at
Kunatah, Keowa, Aquehonga and Davis Lake.
For the past 24 years I have been a partner in
a technology company providing custom
software and computer systems for
businesses.  Scouting, and especially T.M.R.,
have made me a life long hiker, camper,
bicyclist and kayaker. More important though,
T.M.R. and Scouting have made me
passionate about the environment and
conservation.  

I am an active member, and currently the
chairperson of my town’s volunteer committee
that oversees recycling and environmental
matters.  I most recently contributed to a new
web site hosted by the Weather Channel
dedicated to the issue of global warming.  I
love to travel, and last year my wife, two
children and I hiked the Inca Trail to Machu
Picchu. I continue my links to Scouting and
T.M.R. as a proud member of the Brooklyn
Arrowhead and a board member of the T.M.R.
Museum.

Fred Gervat

A member of Headquarters, Keowa and
Kunatah staffs for several years. He also ran
the “Trail to Eagle Camp” at T.M.R. for 7
years.  He is currently the editor of the T.M.R.
Museum Newsletter, Smoke Signals and is an
A.S.M. of Troop 240 in the Bronx.  Most of his
present Scouting activity is with the
Westchester-Putnam Council where he is a
Training Chairman, and course director for
their National Youth Leader Training Course
among other things. 

He is a retired N.Y.C. Public School teacher
and is married to Joan, also a teacher, and the
father of Tom, who is now doing graduate
work at Iona College. Tom is an Eagle Scout
like his father.  Some of Fred’s other awards
include Order of the Arrow Vigil Honor,
Founder’s Award, Silver Beaver, the District
Award of Merit and the St. George Award.

Hal Rosenfeld

Sixty years in Scouting and “Trying to give
back a fraction of what I got.”  Retired Deputy
Chief Engineer MTA, NYC Transit, BCE,
MCE, PE (NY& NJ), Captain, US Army Corps
of Engineers.  Fellow and Life Member
ASCE.  Eagle ‘54, Vigil Honor ‘58, Bischuwi
Chapter Chief ‘54 - ’55, Shu-Shu-Gah Lodge
Chief ‘57 - ’58, SM T381 Brooklyn ‘58 - ‘59.  

Also T.M.R. Scout Museum Tr u s t e e ,
Brooklyn Arrowhead, Brooklyn Council
Executive Board, James West Fellow,
Brooklyn Heritage Society, G.N.Y.C. Camping
Committee, NESA Boards Brooklyn,
Theodore Roosevelt and Gulfstream (FL)
Councils. Nassau County Council Executive
Board (‘74-’75).  Married 46 years to my
childhood sweetheart Irene with wonderful
memories of our son Philip and enjoying the
challenges of our wonderful daughter Laura.

If you worked on staff or attended T.M.R, we want to hear from you as well, even if you are not a member of the Museum.  Send us
information on where you camped at T.M.R., what you are doing now, where you live, etc.  Also, please share your knowledge of others
such as births, deaths, special awards, careers, etc. for other staffers you might know about.  Please E-mail Karl Bernstein at
louella558@aol.com or mail the form, below, to Karl Bernstein, 558 Barnard Ave., Woodmere, NY 11598-2708.
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Blister Rustlers and the Acorn Patch

A
s you probably know, about half the
trees on the reservation are white pine.
The ones there today are pretty healthy.

You can see whole forests of new growth at
the old Kanohvet ball field down the service
road from the “Picture Window,” and at what
used to be the Tahlequah lawn at the head of
Rock Lake.  Some of us campers of the 30’s
can claim a bit of credit for this.

White pine is susceptible to a devastating
plant virus, the so-called “blister rust” disease.
The virus raises blister patches on the bark on
the infected branches, and turns the needles
brown or rust-colored.  The disease
progresses through the branches, eventually
killing the tree.

I was in Accaponac in ‘34, and that year
blister rust was rampant.  In particular, many
of the white pine in the river valley were
turning brown and dying, and there was
concern that the disease would make it up the
mountain.  The forest ranger (Pete, as I
remember) called on Brooklyn Camps for
help, and the camps promised him several
patrols a week for the summer.  Our feckless
patrol leader, “Whitey” Rossman, decided that
we would be among the first to volunteer, and
not knowing better, we didn’t object.  

After breakfast and inspection, we
assembled at the mess-hall kitchen where we
filled our canteens with Epco, and Sam, the
assistant cook, made up sandwiches for

lunch.  Following a send-off by Murray “Duby”
Duberstein, our Camp Master, we hiked down
the Wildcat Trail to the valley. This was my
first trip down the Wildcat, and the short legs
that I was equipped with at the time made it
extremely interesting.  After a rapid descent,
we passed by the Tusten graveyard on our
way to the flats.  We didn’t have to worry
about crossing 97; it wasn’t there yet, it was
only a local country road.

We met up with Pete and the other patrols
at the Ranger lean-to down where Ten Mile
flows into the Delaware. (Both rivers were
already there.)  Pete sat us all down and gave
us his briefing.  Blister rust is an unusual plant
disease, inasmuch as the virus is not
transmitted directly from tree to tree, but only
by way of an intermediate host.  This host is
the gooseberry bush, which was well-
established in the Delaware river valley flats in
the ‘30’s.  According to Pete, the only effective
way of controlling the spread of white pine
blister rust was to destroy the gooseberry
bush.  This meant uprooting the bushes up, by
hand, if possible, or by digging, which is what
Pete told us we were there to do.

Pete took us out in the veldt, and after
making sure that we could tell a gooseberry
bush from poison ivy, announced that there
would be a prize for the patrol that got the
most bushes.  Each patrol was assigned
about a half-mile square area, and we split up
into two-man teams and set out.  We
immediately learned that it took both of us to
get a bush out of the ground.  One of us then

had to run it back to the drop area for later
burning.  

At first, this routine was fun, but as we ran
out of local bushes and got further and further
afield from the base, the shuttle trips under
the summer sun got to be a sweaty grind.
After several hours of this, we had run out of
gas, if not gooseberry bushes, and Pete finally
sent word for us to meet back at the lean-to.
Pete then led us to a pool in the Ten Mile,
where we stripped (sans willow tree) and were
all formally baptized in Ten Mile ice water as
blister rustlers.

Following the wade-and-splash party, we
repaired for lunch. One Oseetah patrol had
pulled over twenty-five bushes, and was
awarded the usual 1934 prize, a watermelon.
We got the losers share for dessert.  The trip
back to camp took three hours, what with
meandering over the valley, plus the slow trek
up the Wildcat, with detours to look in several
caves for rattlers or whatever.  But we did get
back to camp in time for dinner, which was our
patrol motto.

The acorn patch?  I’m not sure whether it
was the acorn or a tree patch, but in the
depression years, the only patches we got
were the ones our mother sewed on over the
holes we had worn in our uniform pulling up
those gooseberry bushes.

By: Bernie Lerner

Bernie Lerner, with his legendary memory,
was a camper and staffer in the Brooklyn
Scout Camps during the 1930’s. He is a
member of the Brooklyn Arrowhead Reunion. 

Shelter Cabin, Old Camp Aquehonga

Camp Kunatah Assembly Camp Manhattan

Ranachqua Blockhouse

Chappegat Dining Hall
and Sign

Tower Of Friendship, 
Camp Man

T.M.R. Photos
from the Museum’s

Archives
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Thomas H. Batchelor, Sergeant, CCC

R
esident of Narrowsburg for sixty-two
years Tom served four tours in the
Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC)

from July 8th 1935 through May 11th 1936. At
eighteen he joined with an initial assignment to
CCC Company 229 working at soil
conservation in Massonvile, near his Utica, NY
home.

The purpose of the CCC was both economic
and conservation. Economic because
Enrollees, as they were designated to
distinguish them from soldiers, were expected
to send most of their earnings, a dollar a day,
home to their family. Tom’s twenty-five dollars
per month allotment went to his cousin,
Genevieve Bourgeois in Utica. With the
remaining five dollars he could spend as they
wanted. Enrollee’s had some colorful terms for
the monies earned.

Tom reenrolled with his company in October
1935 and again in January. Enrollees could
earn more money by getting a rating for
specific skills. Cooks being the highest in
demand at all CCC camps. Tom was in a field
work crew on January 1936, when the
Company was ordered to send a group of

Enrollees to a project in
Narrowsburg.

Accidents were
uncommon because of
the high safety standards
imposed by the
woodsmen who
supervised the enrollees
during field work. To m
was ten feet from
another enrollee’s airborne felling ax, hit him
in the thigh, causing a quarter inch deep, two
and a half inch long gash. 

That camp was in Beaver Brook, just off
Blind Pond Road and across from the Roberts
family farmstead. Tom’s Company arrived by
special train at Tusten Station, the same
station used by the Boy Scouts coming up
from New York City. His stay was short
because the work Project P-85 was
terminated with the camp being closed in April
1936. Tom reenrolled for the last time and was
promoted to Sergeant and sent to
Johnsonville, Town of Schaghticoke,
Rensselaer County, Company 3204 for tree
planting Project P-114.

Though his stay is short, it was quite
productive. The Robert’s farmstead was
directly across from the entrance to the CCC

camp and not that far from the Brooklyn Scout
Camps on Mahl’s Pond Road. The farm was
popular with the CCC boy’s because it served
up ice cream and sold sundry items like
cigarettes. There Tom met Dorothy
Buddenhagen. He came back to Narrowsburg
from Utica and they were married on
September 10th, 1941, moved to Utica where
he worked for Savage Arms until WW II
ended. The family returned to Narrowsburg,
where he became custodian for the
Narrowsburg Central School. His daughter
and son-in-law, the Nuttycomes, also live in
Narrowsburg.

The Army designated it as Camp Ten Mile
River. The Army Corp of Engineers Lt. Schultz,
who arrived in October 1935, with orders to
have the camp ready for winter occupancy,
one of the worst on record. To begin the
building Lt. Schultz was sent twenty-five
experienced Enrollees from Oregon and he
hired local residents many who later worked in
the camp. Construction materials were
purchased locally and Peggy Runway Lodge,
just on the other side of the bridge on Beach
Lake Road, was used for accommodations
until the barracks could be used. 

Thomas H. Bathchelor will be recognized at
T.M.R.’s 80th Anniversary on July 14th.

By: John Dowd
J.D.Dowd@att.net

Thomas H. Batchelor

T.M.R. Museum Heritage Society
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Alumni may recall the buildings at Turnpike
Lake, which looked liked Army barracks, one
hundred feet long and twenty feet wide with a
wood burning stove near the center.

In fact these were built by the Army Corps of
Engineers between November and December
1933, one of the worst winters on record for
the area.

The reason for construction was President
Franklin D. Roosevelt’s newly enacted
Emergency Conservation Work program,
more popularly know as the Civilian
Conservation Corps (CCC).

2007 begins the celebration of the 75th
anniversary of the CCC both nationally and
here at the clandestine Camp Ten Mile River,
name assigned by the U.S. Army.

Clandestine because it was the result of
F D R ’s Executive Order in June 1933
authorizing the placement of an Army run
camp onto private property. As of this writing
it appears that the Executive Order applied to
one location, the Boy Scout Foundation of
Greater New York, Ten Mile River Scout
Camps. Subsequent attempts by the New
York State Conservation Department and the
Army to close this camp were denied. It is

likely neither entity was aware of FDR’s
affiliation with the camp he was instrumental
in establishing before becoming Governor.

Enrollee’s, the term specified by President
Roosevelt, (ENROLLEE. n. The off i c i a l
designation of the young male (junior) in the
CCC.  This term evidently distinguished the
CCC-er from the Army private, who was,
before the draft, a recruit, or an enlistee, or
simply a soldier.) for individuals who served in
the CCC, emerged from their camp
experiences with a greater understanding of
America and a faith in its future. They learned
to cope with different kinds of situations,
coexist with people by cooperating within a
group and respecting the rights and opinions
of others. Enrollee’s appreciation is a mirror
image for those of us who were able to be in
scouting.

Here is some of what we know to date.
Three Companies, (COMPA N Y. n. A n
administrative unit based on the A r m y
organization of a body of soldiers, generally of
strength of up to 200.  One company occupied
one camp site.) of CCC Enrollees, occupied
Camp Ten Mile River from October 1933
when Twenty-five boys from Oregon arrived,
to begin construction. The last solider left in
April 1936 when the camp was turned over to
the Foundation. The Companies assigned to
Camp Ten Mile River include

• 1245, Juniors from Yaphank, Long Island,
were first.

• 2214-V, world war veterans replaced the
Juniors and were themselves replaced by

•  299 from Masonville, New York.

Each Company had about 160 members,
typically below authorized strength.

The Rattler was
the Company 2214-
V camp newspaper
of which the
museum has a few
issues. T h e
museum also has
all of the CCC
articles published in
the Delaware
Valley News,
Narrowsburg local
n e w s p a p e r. Both
journals give us a
picture of what life was like in Camp Ten Mile
River.

What it was Like in Camp Ten Mile River

O fficial reports quantify the work done
including

• fighting white pine blister rust (disease

brought from
Europe, caused by
an organism, which
lives part of time on
the earth and on wild
currant and
gooseberry bushes,
and then travels to
the white pine, which
is seriously damaged
or killed) T h e
Brooklyn Camps had
a Blister Rust patch.

•  creating fire breaks,
•  opening roads and horse trails,
•  planting trees,
•  fighting forest fires, and
•  twice assisting the State Police and Game

Protector in searching and finding persons
loss in the woods

•  public camp grounds planned and laid out
for each of the borough camps.

Some interesting national CCC statistics.
More than two billion trees planted;
Consumption of eggs, nine million per month
along with six million potatoes.

CCC Meals

The Army daily food allowance was thirty-
two cents per day, per man, five cents more
than for an American soldier. Meals were
heavy with meat, peas, beans, macaroni and
cabbage, a diet calculated to supply the
necessary minerals and vitamins. A typical
breakfast was eleven pancakes per enrollee.

Mess, (MESS.  n. Food, quantity of food; a
group that regularly takes its meals together;
the kitchen and dining hall.  Of late Latin
origin.  Military lingo.), had descriptions not
unlike our camp. Scout camp has bug juice
while Enrollees had SLOUGH-WATER.  n.
Soda pop. Enrollee’s also had

•  CHOKE BUTTER.  n. Peanut butter;
•  GRASS.  n. Lettuce or cabbage;
•  GRASS AND MUD.  n. Salad and coffee;
•  O’CONNERS.  n. Potatoes. SPUDS; 
•  SOWBELLY.  n. Fat salt pork, mainly fat with

hardly any pork, served in ample amount
with Navy beans, characterized as having

The Other Camp Ten Mile River 
A History of Headquarters Camp 1933 to 1936

By: John Dowd
J.D.Dowd@att.net

Figure 5: Company 2214-V
Newspaper The Rattler.

Figure 6: Brooklyn Scout
Camps patch for scouts
participating in the eradication
campaign.

Continued on Page 15

Figure 1: Barracks

Figure 2:  Winter 1933 Camp Ten Mile River Co 1245

Figure 7: Picture of Mess Hall at Camp Ten Mile River

Figure 3:  our CSP

Figure 4: Main entrance off Blind Pond Road near Beaver Brook
Four Corners.
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thousands of things to eat;
• SPUDS.  n. Potatoes.  (Brooklyn youths,

roasted “Mickey’s,” i.e., whole potatoes
alongside the curb of a Brooklyn street.  The
whole potato was placed on the burning
embers from wood gathered in the
neighborhood and turned frequently with a
stick. Sprinkling the thoroughly charred
potato with salt (borrowed from the family
kitchen) was pure delight.);

•  SUBMARINE TURKEY.  n. Fish,
• SLUMGULLION a cross between a watery

stew and hash made of leftovers from the
day before.

Survival Gear

In October 1933 the Quartermaster Corps
went into the market for special types of winter
clothing including, per enrollee, two flannel
shirts, overcoat, six pair wool stockings, Navy
pea coat, chopper mitts (CHOPPER MITTS.
n. Gloves.  Presumably for those wielding an
ax or other hand tools.), winter caps, felt
jerkins, arctic overshoes.

The camp looked like a small village
complete with an

•  infirmary,
•  kitchen,
•  canteen at the end of the recreation hall,
•  education building,
•  officer’s quarters,
• gasoline powered generator for electric

lighting plant,
•  wood power for heating and cooking,
•  storehouse and
• crude laundry facilities, tub between two

rocks with a fire and stick for pounding and
later a Maytag wringer-type washing
machine.

One building still stands, the well house.
The Erie Railroad contributed cinders for an
athletic, softball and football field. A contest
with nearby community teams was common.

A Typical Day

Morning bugle sounds reveille at 6:00 AM,
Taps at night and in between, sick call, work
call, mess call and then retreat. Evening meal
after 5:30 PM. Spare time was spent writing
letters, reading, playing musical instruments
or hiking near the camp along the Ten Mile
River, Turnpike Pond or Fox Lake. Enrollees
could leave camp provided they were back by
light outs, 10:00 PM. Public halls like the
Beaver Book Casino was a rendezvous for
gaiety and unrestrained dancing.

Open house was held for local residents
with a banquet and dance. Many of the boys
joined in local activities, went to parties and
have dates in the nearby Beaver Brook, Yulan
and Narrowsburg hamlets. Movies, radio,
music and recreation activities were in camp.
Arts and crafts courses often included what
sounds like merit badges, woodwork, leather
work, metal work, wood carving, weaving
basketry, photography, stamp collecting.

Initiations were common. An old timer, ten
days into the camp, would take a rookie into
the woods for snipe hunting instructions,
giving him a bag and posting him beside a log
to wait until the “snipe” was chased into his
bag. Others would hold a tree on their
shoulders until the sky hook came by to pick it
up. Guarding the flag pole at night was a
common ruse as was a sleeping enrollee
waking up to find himself in the center of the
parade ground or find his shoes nailed to the
floor. Tripped bunks and short-sheeted were
well know.

Lexicon

The CCC developed some of its own
lexicon such as Fainters and Housewife.

Fainters were Enrollees who pass out when
getting shots. Jokesters would feign death
after having passed before the doctor, just to
see the effect it had on the line of men still
waiting to pass before the needle.

Housewife was a little gadget, which
contained white and olive drab spools of
thread, a little phial of needles and a thimble.

Others can’t be published in TMR Smoke
Signals, a family journal, but for the curious
we have a copy of the entire lexicon.

FDR and the Conservation Movement

F D R ’s involvement with the Boy Scout
Foundation of Greater New York is well
documented at our web sites. Less know is
how FDR became so interested in
conservation. He inherited his father’s estate
in Hyde Park, Duchess County in the Hudson

Va l l e y. His father James Roosevelt had
preserved some of the fines groves of trees.
FDR learned what each wood produced,
whether they grew fast or slow and needed
shade or full sunlight.

FDR is a strict Jeffersonian in his belief that
a rural existence was the best of all possible
worlds. In his view nothing benefited, mind
and body more than a life lived close to
nature. Reforestation, he believed, could save
the nation’s natural resources as it had saved
Hyde Park.

FDR was saddened by the deterioration of
some of the estate’s farmland losing topsoil.
Where corn had formerly grown, he planted
great trees, working out which varieties were
best suited to different sections of the land. He
understood that trees help hold moisture in
ground and roots keep soil from washing
away on hillsides. Tree Farmer Roosevelt,
occupation he listed when voting, planted
8,000 trees the first year and 250,000 by
1944.

Senator Roosevelt was appointed
Chairman of the New York State Senate’s
Fish and Game Committee and in 1928
became Governor after convalescence from
polio frequently blamed on contact with the
scouts at Harriman State Park. In 1931
Governor Roosevelt successfully sponsored
the amendment giving the state the authority
to purchase marginal land for reforestation.
Money was provided by a bond issue and in
1932 was made part of New York’s relief
program.

That same year conservation camps were
established in Austria, Bulgaria, Denmark,
Germany, Netherlands, Norway, and Sweden
for the unemployed. Less than thirty days into
office, April 1933, President FDR opened the
first CCC camp in the George Washington
National Forest in Virginia.

We are fortunate to have at least one
Enrollee, Thomas H. Batchelor with us for our
anniversary celebration.

The full history of the Emergency
Conservation Work legislation is still being
written, one camp at a time, by those with
some affiliation. To date more than four
hundred books and articles about the CCC
have been prepared.

Additional information about CCC Camp
Ten Mile River will appear in TMR Smoke
Signals and at our TMR Museum Wiki web
site. We hope others will be adding to our
knowledge of this historic part of Ten Mile
River’s history so that the whole story can be
told.

Continued from page 14

Figure 9: 1959 aerial photograph

Figure 8: Cutting wood in winter

The Other Camp Ten Mile River 

John D. Dowd is a TMR Museum trustee,
Camp Kernochan 1953-1961, retired systems
analyst and collector of post cards mailed
from scout camps.
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