
O pening day arrived July 1967 in a flurry of last-minute chores, like 
remembering where we’d put the toilet paper and telling Theresa’s 
mom that, no, we didn’t need fluffy curtains in the cabins. I was calm 

and cool, but when the kids and their parents started to arrive, I got goose bumps. 
Parents were excited and obviously felt secure about leaving their children in our care. 
That in itself was reassuring. 

But there was still no sign of the kids from Newark, and the other campers were 
getting restless. All the campers were hollering that they wanted to go swimming, and 
who could blame ’em? It was ninety degrees and as humid as only the East Coast can 
get. So we got suited up, performed the first of many head counts, and raced down to 
the lake for our first official dip. The kids had just started into the water, when they all 
turned to face the growing sounds of Armageddon coming from just down the road.

We heard the incredible racket 
of shrieks and howls and just 
plain bedlam before we even 
saw the bus, and when I did see 
it, I didn’t believe my eyes. Yup, 
it was the kids from Newark. Pop 
bottles, wads of paper, and shoes 
were shooting out of the bus like 
shrapnel from the kids hanging 
halfway out the windows. As the 
bus came to a stop, the children 
came scrambling all over each 
other to get out the door. After 
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Campers arriving.


