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about three feet above and parallel to it as a guide rail, and once they crossed that 
log, they arrived at the commodious crotch of a stalwart cedar, the takeoff point for 
the first rope swing.

Of course, installing the swings was no slam 
dunk. The trees in our cedar lowlands were 
tall but had no large spreading branches to 
attach the ropes to. It was up to me to provide 
what God had left out. Targeting all the trees 
within ten feet of each other, I proceeded to 
create my own branches. My idea was to sus-
pend a log or a pipe between the trees, wrap-
ping the center of the suspension with pieces 
of inner tube to eliminate friction on the rope. 
There was no way I was going to replace the 
damn ropes every other week. 

Do you know what it’s like to climb to the top of a fifty-foot tree? Damn scary. I 
wondered what would happen if I fell. Would I be lucky and go splat on the ground 
below, or would I get impaled someplace painful on a branch halfway down? I wasn’t 
being paranoid, either. Not only did I have to get to the top of the tree, I had to drag a 
substantial log or pipe with me, which was damn near suicidal if there was any wind. 
Most of the counselors turned varying shades of green when I asked for help, but one 
actually volunteered to give me a hand. It was Barry Ross, whose dad was Olympic 
distance runner H. Browning Ross. This Olympian had offered me my first scholar-
ship in pole-vaulting to St. Joseph College when I was a junior in high school. A great 
guy—and Barry took after his father. Barry eventually became assistant director of 
the camp and my all-around confidant, but I think at the time he might’ve wondered 

why he’d volunteered to leap around in a 
tree with a wild man named Bragg. As we 
worked on the highest and longest swing, 
a stiff wind kicked up. In the top of the tree 
where we were perched, it felt like a baby 
hurricane. With our tree swaying wildly, it 
was all we could do to finish our job. We 
managed to jam each end of the pipe close 
to a stumpy branch on each tree, and then 
we fastened them to the main trunks. This 
was not too hard, and easy to get right. But 
we had one last fun chore to accomplish.

“We have to climb out and attach the 
rope right in the center,” I said.

Counselor swinging on Tarzan ropes. 

Counselor balancing on log over stream.
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