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the g-forces and providing a softer landing pit than the old bone-jarring sawdust. 
Jeffrey passed the time by riding his cycle around the dining hall in first gear, all 
decked out in his helmet and goggles. That’s just who he was. A Piney drove up one 
day and heard the kids shrieking with delight as they flung themselves into this inflat-
able pit. “Those youngsters of yours are pretty wound up, huh? Sounds like they’re 
bouncing off the ceiling.” I just smiled and sent him on his way. Some things you just 
don’t try to explain to a Piney.

Once I finished paneling the dining hall, I decided to shingle the outside to maintain 
a rustic look and give some cold 
weather protection. Then I moved 
on to doing something about the 
cabins. They’d been constructed 
of cedar tongue-and-groove board, 
but the knotty cedar wood had dried 
out, and the knots had dropped out 
of the boards. As a result, all the 
cabins looked like they’d been built 
of Swiss cheese and weren’t long 
for this world. As Mark pointed out, 
the holes were great for air con-
ditioning but did nothing to keep 
the bugs out, especially the Jersey 
mosquito, which had a talent for 
biting you where you didn’t want 
to be seen scratching in public. The 
only sensible solution was to cedar-
shake all the cabins to cover the rapidly increasing number of holes. Barry was going 
to help, but this was a major undertaking, so I also hired some of the teenage boys 
from the Priest family. Working every weekend, we finished the job in just over a 
month, and the completed cabins looked great. 

Since my Priest family connection allowed me to tap into a cheap, reliable work-
force, I decided on another major project. I’d painted several of the cabins red, but 
though they looked pretty spiffy, they stuck out like large, inflamed thumbs from the 
rest of the unpainted cabins. Why not paint all the cabins red and establish a cheerful 
uniformity? 

Little did I know what I was in for as I negotiated a good price on the paint and—no, 
I wasn’t drunk at the time—bought a compressor to spray paint the cabins. After 
several days, a third of the cabins were finished, and the camp began to take on a 
uniform, cohesive appearance. Then things began to unravel just enough to worry 

Barry shingling campers’ cabin.


