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to fill the contract—guess who’s on the bus? Yup, the campers who’d thought I was a 
nasty backcountry drill sergeant from hell. 

“Why’d you come back, if Kamp Olympik was so horrible?” I asked.

“Mrs. Fiore’s food,” said one.

“The cool motorcycles and swinging in the trees.” 

The others said, “I dunno,” and stared at me like I was crazy. I guess the fact that 
they were bored out of their gourds back home made plenty of food, unusual activi-
ties, and just plain fun look damn good. 

Q
One thing we learned fast was that it was pretty much a full-time job 

making sure the kids stayed put. The deep woods presented a tempta-
tion to wander off, and if a child was homesick, he seemed to think 

that a five-minute walk would bring him back to his house in Newark or wherever. So 
we kept our eyes open day and night. Which is why all of the staff looked like extras 
from the film Night of the Living Dead.

We featured a chocolate-brown pony, 
Choo-choo, in one of our classes that first 
year, but he required year-round care. In fact, 
if we weren’t shoveling food into him, we 
were shoveling away little gifts from his hind 
end. It was more than we could handle. But 
even while Choo-choo was with us, I created 
something the kids liked even better than the 
pony. Upstream and immediately contigu-
ous to the camp was a two-acre island I also 
owned, just loaded with towering old cedar 
trees. Some of them were fifty feet high and 
boasted a diameter of two feet, and they reminded me that I’d decided to create a 
special playground for the Kamp Olympik kids. If the Outward Bound camp used a 
series of rope swings to boost their campers’ agility and self-confidence, I could do 
the same or better for our little guys. 

And so Tarzanville lived again. To gain access to Tarzan’s island kingdom, the camp-
ers followed a narrow path from the beach to a tall cedar at the edge of the camp 
property, maybe twenty yards from Tarzanville Island. It was an easy climb to a log 
spanning the intersecting river. The kids crossed the log, aided by a rope suspended 

Choo-choo (pony) with Don and son Mark.


