
Chapter Sixteen

Although our work at Kamp Olympik was one of the most rewarding 
chapters in our lives, after ten years of unrelenting labor, Theresa and I 
were both tired. We realized it was time to move on, and, with incred-

ibly mixed emotions, we decided to sell our camp. 

Suddenly I cannot handle the challenge; I fear the devil might take his revenge. 

—Don Bragg, “Time Out”

During the time Theresa and I ran Kamp Olympik, we crafted an academic program 
to bring our campers up to speed in both math and reading, certainly the two most 
essential elements in building well-educated individuals. Over the years, though, I’ve 
occasionally met people who thought we were short-changing the kids. There was 
one woman who insisted that we should’ve offered classes in geography, history, the 
sciences and the arts. Aahts was the way she pronounced it, turning up her nose at 
my description of our arts and crafts program.

“Look, lady,” I said to her. “We’re talking about a three-week crash course to bring 
kids up to their proper academic level in the basics. If you can’t read, you’ll never 
learn history, and you probably won’t give a damn about geography. If you can’t 
divide or multiply, you’ll never learn the first thing about physics or astronomy. First 
things first, don’t you agree?” Well, she didn’t hear a thing I said, and she went on to 
describe some enrichment program her kid attended for an entire summer, which is 
what she really wanted to do in the first place. That was fine with me, but it got me 


