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Tecumseh Day is tomorrow, about which you’ll read
much more in our next number. As we close in on the
five-week mark of the season, we thought we’d again
offer you a potpourri of information — covering a brace
of our most venturesome and rewarding wilderness
adventures, together with a review of what was
certainly the most distinctive Sunday meeting of the
summer.

As usual, Pemi’s trip program has been energetic in
2008. Upwards of sixty cabin outings have ranged as
nearby as across the lake to supper cook-out spots at
Flat Rock and the Pine Forest and as remotely as
northern Maine. Fourteen of twenty-three cabins have
completed their backpacking overnights with trip
counselors Nick Fazzio, Andy McDermott, and
Christian Ruf — perhaps the flagship outings being
Upper One’s to the Carter Range just east of Mount
Washington and Upper Two’s to Mts. Garfield, South
Twin, Guyot, and Bond in the Pemigewassett
Wilderness. We’ve also had five groups staying at or
above tree line in various of the Appalachian Mountain
Club’s alpine huts, where a night spent amongst
dashing clouds after a sumptuous five-star mountain
repast has received universally positive reviews. Just
ask Teddy Farkas, David Neustadt, Sam Posner, Scott
Murphy, Aaron Mitrovich, or anyone else who’s
enjoyed this years iteration of the AMC’s fabled high-
altitude hospitality.

At the end of the recently-completed Pemi West
program in Washington State’s Olympic Range,
however, veteran Pemi Trip Leader Mike Sasso
canvassed the participants about which of their camp
experiences had most fired their enthusiasm for PW,
the most ambitious of Pemi’s wilderness offerings. To
a boy, those who had ventured from Wentworth to
Maine for the annual Allagash and Katahdin trips
credited those ventures for whetting their appetites and
shaping their ambitions. Given their response, we
thought is made sense to pass along a few words on the
2008 editions of these banner jaunts. So, with no more
ado. . ..

Thisfrom Allagas leade's Christian Ruf andBrian
Mitchdl.

This year’s Allagash River Canoe Trip was, without a
doubt, an unqualified success. Preparation for the
outing began the week prior, during the canoeing
occupation, in which the ten Senior boys — Ryan
Fauver, Josh Kaplan, Andrew McChesney, Jeff
Polidor, Andrew Murphy, Morgan Wilson, Dan
Willard, Adam Sandler, Jay McChesney, and Wesley
Eifler — learned and perfected the various canoe skills
that would be necessary for completing the trip. On
Tuesday morning at approximately 6AM, the group
packed their Ford van and a 5x8 U-Haul trailer and
headed north for the river.

The first day of the trip was spent entirely in transit,
driving from Pemi to Katahdin Outfitters (in quaintly
named Millinocket) and finally on to the river. Then,
on Wednesday morning, the boys headed straight into
the Chase Rapids. This was the most taxing and
exciting section of the trip, as we were buffeted by
large standing waves and surged through moderate
holes. Everyone left the rapids, though, with a huge
smile on his face and an eagerness to continue on for
the remaining eighteen miles of the day.

Thursday was a day of epic proportions. While the
early morning rain posed an inconvenience, it failed to
dampen the attitudes of any of our intrepid crew.
During the first two hours of paddling, we encountered
six moose and an otter. Waking up at SAM had
certainly paid off! By noon, the group had covered
around twenty-five miles, a feat rarely attained by any
paddlers on the Allagash. The rest of the day was spent
in the lap of backwoods luxury, as we drifted the last
three miles to the campsite at Allagash Falls. After
feasting on three different types of beans, sausage,
pepperoni, and rice (in a spontaneously created
delicacy that masterchef Ruf dubbed “Uncle Ben’s
Bean Burrito Bonanza™”) and a generous showering of
Skittles, the boys hit the sack in preparation for the
final day of paddling.

Our last morning on the river was simply beautiful. The
sun shone high in the sky and everyone was well rested
for the final fourteen miles. We pulled out at around
11AM on Friday, a Camp Pemi record. From there, the
group packed the van and headed back down south to
the land of the pines. Altogether a stellar group, an
awesome river, and one gnarly experience!

And nowto hear from Katahdin sirdar Mike Saso:



This week, eight Senior campers endured an
unconventional form of Tecumseh Day preparation by
climbing Mount Katahdin, the highest point in the state
of Maine and the northern terminus of the Appalachian
Trail. The Katahdin expedition is Pemi’s premier
hiking trip on the East Coast, offering a rugged climb
and spectacular views of the Allagash Wilderness
Waterway and the north Maine woods. The climb
includes ten miles of trail, 3,700 feet in elevation gain,
and (customarily) a traverse across the aptly named
Knife Edge Trail.

On Tuesday morning, trip leaders Mike Sasso and
Andy McDermott woke up the crew at 4AM to begin
their summit attempt of the mountain. Veteran
Katahdin climber Dan Willard assured the group that
the early wake-up was well worth it, based on his
experiences during last year’s ascent. An early start is
standard procedure when hiking a mountain like
Katahdin where weather can change quickly for the
worse with very little warning, especially in the
afternoon. Given the day’s meteorological profile, the
departure time proved to be crucial for the group’s
success.

The morning began with a light fog that quickly burned
off as we approached the trailhead. As we started our
ascent to Chimney Pond, a glacial tarn nestled in a vast
cirque at the base of the mountain, our expedition
naturalists Matt Atkins and Richard Thompson
enlightened the group about the local flora and fungus
along the trail. After leaving Chimney Pond, we began
the strenuous climb towards the summit. As we moved
higher, the winds picked up their velocity and we
entered the clouds, adding to the magic of the mountain
and the adventure of the day. Our approach to Baxter
Peak, the highest point on the mountain, was a mile-
long traverse surrounded by delicate alpine tundra. As
we reached the summit, C. J. Fenix (the son of a Pemi
veteran from Ireland, now living in England) gave a

glad cry as he stood atop his first North American peak.

After the obligatory group photo, we took a few
moments to enjoy our efforts and the beauty of the
summit, engulfed as it may have been in cloud. Ryan
Fauver then expertly led the group off the peak and
below tree line. As we descended into the valley, Eric
Schluntz and Jeff Polidor helped the group negotiate
their way down a steep and slippery section of the trail.

As we headed off the mountain, the rains finally caught
up with us. However, the clouds had risen slightly
higher since the morning, affording us with spectacular
views of the peak. Although inclement weather
prevented the group from crossing the Knife Edge, the
enthusiasm and effort of the boys made the trip a huge
success. Our resident New Yorker Simon Staples-
Vangel best described our experiences: “Epic!”

Manythanks to Christian, Brian, and Mike for ther
leade ship and narrative elan. And nowbadk to the
editorial Owve.O

We’ll close this number with a brief account of the
Sunday Meeting organized by Assistant Director Fred
Seebeck last week-end. This season has witnessed our
Seniors stepping up as leaders in a number of ways: in
the Senior-Junior “buddy” program, in forming the
heart of one of the best corps of mess hall waiters in
recent memory, and in getting the camp prepared and
energized for the Tecumseh competition. It was our
thought, though, that they might also contribute
significantly to the commonweal by sharing some of
their accumulated “Pemi Wisdom™ at our weekly
inspirational retreat to the Pemi Lodge. With his
customary knack for organizing and motivating young
men to push themselves towards significant
accomplishment, Fred framed the terms of the
“discussion” and led the way with a reminiscence of
the way his own experience as a Pemi camper had
shaped his keenest interests and his general character
throughout life.

Fred recalled how, in 1967 after our emphaic loss to
Tecumseh in what was then a twice-yearly compdtition,
swimming coach Terry Sweetser had written a letter to
Bean Soupacknowledging the defeat but praising the
compditive spirit Pemi had nonethdess managed to
show. Building on these words, Terry proceeded to
spend the next three weeks working Fred and his other
swimmers as hard as was humandy possible, applying
then-new interval training methodsto bring them to the
peak of conditioning. When the second day of
competition rolled around Fred®@ team effectively
reversed a lop-sded score. Consequentidly, the
determingion and fervor shown on the waterfront
spread pdpably to therest of the camp, and we won the
entire day 7-5. More to Fred@ point, Terry@ leadership
and the experience tha ensued steered Fred directly
towards sustained paticipaion in both swimming and



waterpolo in high school and college B and ultimately
towards a career in seconday-school coaching and
teaching. His love of everything to do with the water,
manifested even in his teaching a course entitled
Q.iterature of the Sea,Ohas sprung directly from his
1967 experience at Pemi. Fred® broader condusion for
the attentive crowd: QA job tha is worth doing is worth
doingwell.O

Next to spesk was Max Nugiel. Max (now 15) recalled
tha as a ten-year-old Junior and Pemi rookie, he was
interested in nothing but sports. Then, ingired by staff
members Josh Fischd and Jon Lorentz, Max joined the
pyrotechnically inventive Supa Smash Brothers Band,
further refining his interest and skills in percussion
with Lee Seymour and Jack Stratton. Pointing to the
way his current involvement with the Cherry Hill East
Jazz Band and his own rodck group bdance his role on
the JV soccer team, Max testified to Pemi® congstent
ability to encourage boysto try thingsthey might never
have risked elsewhere. As a result, Max himself has
treasured friendsand experiences tha would othewise
have been log to him.

Wedley Eifler was a twelve-year-old swimming agang
Tecumseh in 2005 when he injured his knee in the
medley relay. Forced to drop off the swim team
thereafter, herecaled realizing tha hewould jug have
to learn to pursueexcellence in other fields Asareault,
he@ become a much more committed and, he hopes,
successful pearson across the boad. He recaled last
year@ 15-and-unde contests againg Tecumseh, when
the Seniors split 2-2. Thetie was sweetened, though,by
the redization tha he and his team-mates had left
everything they had on the field, reaping the lasting
bendfits of maximum effort.

Two summers ago, Andrew McChesney was signing
up for occupaions and stalled when he tried to come
up with a second choice for oneof the hours. When his
counslor suggested sailing, GCheeseO agreed haf-
heartedly, sure that he@ get into his clear preference.
Sailing, though is wha he ended up with, and from his
first day at the hem, he knew he was hookel. Ot was
amazing, tha feeling of bang propdled by something
you sensed but you couldn® see.O Althouch he
confessed (to some considerable crowd laughter) to
falling out of the boa when he was earning his skippea
rating, Andrew was there to celebrate for himself and
the others Qha kind of unnotced talent tha | learned
to love at Pemi.O

Multi-talented Dan Willard is one of our more self-
assured Seniors, but he recalled first coming to camp
knotted with anxiety. His dad had loved Pemi, but how
would he himsdlf fit in? Would he have friends? Would
he be goodat anything?He was struck, though,by the
warmth of thewelcome hereceived, and summoned the
gunption to try out for the Gilbert and Sullivan show.
With no aspirations beyond making the chorus, he
found himself cast in a lead role B which raised those
initial anxieties anew. Once agan though,he said, the
bdief and suppot of others gave him the confidence to
plunge on. Opening night, Qvhile | was aone on
stage ODan assured us O had no fear. | hopeeach of
you can offer to those around you the acceptance and
suppot tha | felt outthee.O

(Andrew@ cousn) Jay McChesney® first cabin was
Junior Three. He loved Pemi from the start, herecalled,
but felt certain tha the 3 /2 week season would be all
he@ ever beinterested in. Only last year did Jay findly
opt for al seven weeks. Origindly uncertain that he@
made the right decison, he ultimately realized tha
there® a feeling of GamilyOat Pemi tha, while itG
pdpable in oned very first days, keeps growing and
growing over seven weeks. Whaever your Gomfort
zoneDmay involve, Pemi is the pefect place to step
outside it when you® ready to, because of the
universal feeling of suppot. Never, Jay confessed, had
he redly felt tha kind of emotiond butressing
anywhere outsde his own home. While Pemi is a
wondeful Gafe haven,O he continued, he® come to
realize tha his own special mission now is to try to
make the world utsideOa little more like Pemi than it
would otherwise be. Whaever his success, he knows it
will make him a better person.

Findly, Morgan Wilson reminisced about his first
coming to Pemi as a nine-year-old anxiousto show off
his soccer skills to his new comrades. Tha, he was
certain, was the way to win respect and make friends
In his first game, however, his selfish play quickly
earned him a place on the bench. But it also pushed
him towards the redlization tha team sports are about
team play D setting aside all traces of self-interest that
don®contribute to the success of everyoneon thefield,
whether welde talking about the score or, more
importantly, about the emotiond experience of all
paticpants. Having made this crudal point about the
ultimate sodal value of athletic competition, he then
echoad Wedey in wha was clearly alittle nod towards



Tecumseh Day. When all is said and dong Morgan told
us theonly questionto ask is, QVho gave it ther dl?0

GDut of the mouths of babesC? Not quite. These boys
are our oldest and wisest. But if Pemi works as an
inditution dedicated to the humane development of fine
young men, out best evidence is certainly in the clear,
convindng, and ingiring testimony of Max, Wes,
Andrew, Dan, Jay, and Morgan. Othe campes, tha
Sundgy night, could have taken a full measure of
ingpiration. Among the elders at the back of the room,
though,you could see more than a few little smiles of
satisfaction and pridein these eloquent Pemi Kids

-Tom Reed, Jr. and Jon Fauver, Directors



