Loon Lake
Part One: The Advance Party

For me, my Loon Lake experience started
the night before the Advance Party left. |
had to pack all of my stuff that night. Then |
helped my mom label boxes for the Advance
Party’s food. | went to sleep that night to be
woken up at 4:30 the next morning. | had a
small breakfast and then waited for my ride
to come to take me to Loon Lake. It was the
first timein my life that | ever saw the paper
boy go by. Mr. Green came to get me at
5:00. | packed my stuff in the front of the
Buzzard Boat. Then we drove to the In-N-
Out parking lot to meet with the other
people that were going on the Advance
Party. The other people in the Advance
Party were Mr. Arevalo, Brandon Arevalo,
Mr. Deglin, George Deglin, Mr. Farrell,
Ricky Farrell, Mr. Green, Jimmy and Chris
Green, Mr. Weldon, Chris and Eric Weldon,
and Mr. Huffard. Every one except the
Weldons made it to the In-N-Out parking lot
on time. Mr. Huffard said that he would let
one scout ride shotgun with him in his
Porsche Boxster. Brandon Arevalo promptly
volunteered for that.

And we were off. We got out of the
parking lot at about 5:45. At 800 we
stopped to go to the bathroom. We all
arrived at Placerville around 10:00. We went
to Mée’s Diner to eat Brunch. | had a
hamburger and a very small piece of
cheesecake. Many of the boys got cold items
like I did. There were lots of ice creams and
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milkshakes on the check. Then our poor
waitress had to divide our check into seven
different parts. Then we were off for the
fina stretch. Mr. Green’s GPS became very
entertaining during the drive through the
mountains. After an hour drive we finally
arrived. Mr. Green and Mr. Arevalo had
towed the motor boats to Loon Lake. It took
multiple trips for them to bring al of the
stuff to our campsite, which is about three
and a haf miles from the parking lot.
Everything was on the opposite shore by
4:00 PM. Carrying 40 pound boxes through
aforest to the kitchen was one of the hardest
things that | have ever done. We set up one
of the stoves so that we could make our
healthy taco salad for dinner. Then we all set
up our tents and went to sleep after one day
of hard work.

| woke up the next at about 6:30. |
went down to help make the morning's
breakfast. Then we went to work. On that
Thursday, we put together most of the
kitchen, the biffy, and several other tents to
make shade around the campsite. Mr. Green
brought up a machete, and we used it to
clear out various paths to make them more
user friendly. Mr. Arevalo brought up his
entire power tool set, and he was making
tables and other things for the kitchen. We
also set up the tents for the food on that day.
Later we went out in the motor boats and
laid buoys around the water so the motor
boats wouldn't scrape their hulls on the
shallow rocks that are all around Loon Lake.



We just had a couple of things left over to
do on Friday. We finished all of our work,
and fooled around for the rest of the day. |
snorkeled, drove the motor boats, and | aso
swam to balance rock with Mr. Arevalo.
Then we sat down for our last dinner as an
Advance Party. On the next day, we got
ready to receive all of the people that were
comingover. By EdLevin
Part Two: The Camp

So the camp started. On the first day, many
scouts hiked over the lake. Some of the
other people sailed over and others just rode
the motor boats. Everyone made it to the
camp before it got dark. The scouts all set up
on the island and the adults set up on the
cliff overlooking the island.

Many Merit Badges were taught
from Forestry to Lifesaving or from
Basketry to Wilderness Survival. Any scouts
2" Class or lower worked on Trail to 1%
Class. As my 1% time to Loon Lake, | had
been required to do Wilderness Survival and
Canoeing. It was quite an experience for me,
quite. Sleeping in the outdoors | had done
before, but with no sleeping bag or tent was
something that | had never and hopefully
never do again. | put atarp to block the wind
from getting me. Unfortunately, the wind
was going the other way and | got 40
minutes of sleep thanks to that. Canoeing
Merit Badge with Mr. Huffard was
something else, very. But al in all, everyone
passed, and after that was done, | felt as
tired as | could possibly get. It was still fun
though.

| hope everyone that went to Loon
Lake enjoyed being there and everyone that
did Wilderness Survival has a different
impression on Survivor.

Food Drive
Scouting 4 Food

My Boy Scout Troop, Troop 290,
collected over 700 pounds of canned foods
and dry goods. We gave all the food to the
2" Harvest Food Bank.

Troop 290 meets at Bret Harte
Middle School cafeteria, usually meeting on

Mondays from 7:30 to 8:30. Thetroop is
active with over 50 scouts doing a variety of
camping, hiking, and civic activities about
once or twice amonth. Our troop’ s mascot
isthe buzzard. Everyone in the troop wears
an orange shirt with abuzzard on it.

Please come and look at our troop
anytime you please. If any boys from 5"
Grade to seniors in high school want to join
aBoy Scout Troop, you' re always welcome
here at Troop 290, the buzzards.

Scouts holding the food that went to the 2™
Harvest Food Bank.

Birthdays

Chris  Swan, Nicolas Dazzi, Chris
Powell, Alan Chaney, John Shun, Ricky
Farrell, Shane Murray, Thiem Ly, Chris
Nobriga, and James Chen celebrated their
birthdays in June. Nicholas Nobriga, Chris
Katsura, and Thomas Hall celebrated their
birthdays in July. Chris Canham, Tolly
Powell, George Deglin, and Kevin
Ross celebrated their birthdays in August.

The Best Time of the Year

Fall is one of my favorite times of the year.
Camping and traveling adventures were
what madeit fun. My parent’ s parents were
born and raised in Montana, but my Dad’'s
work had moved our family diagonally
across the US to the southern part of
Mississippi in the bayou country. My Dad
worked in aerospace back in the days of the
moon race and the Gemini and Apollo
programs. Because we were so far from all
the rest of our relatives, Thanksgiving was



usually a Green family solo event or with
some other transplanted aerospace families
from similar circumstances. We formed a
tightly knit group of families on our block.
Later, as the space program wound down,
the families moved away but one particul ar
family and ours stayed close even though
they had moved to Houston, TX. Each
Thanksgiving, we'd travel to the other’s
house and have 3 ¥z fantastic days of food,
football games, laughter and stories.

Mr. Cervantes never was much of ahome
repair person and he usually consulted my
Dad on matters before attempting them or
having someone else do them. After moving
away, Mr. Cervantes, in typical can-do
spirit, took on more and bigger home repair
items by himself. Which leads me to the
story of the green grass. After noting that
the toilets were flushing much more slowly
and not wanting to pay the roto-rooter man,
Mr. C. decidesto do the job himself. He
rented a powerful 100’ rooter for the job.
Normally one does this job from an outside
‘cleanout’ on the plumbing run, but Mr. C.
wasn't aware of thisand was trying to do it
from inside the newly remodel ed master
bathroom. As soon as the switch was
thrown, the ‘snake’ got away and proceeded
to thrash around the bathroom, beating and
marking the freshly painted walls. It
chipped the toilet and broke off the toilet
paper dispenser before it was finally under
control. Undaunted and finally getting
control of the beast, he feeds it down the
toilet and proceeds to power root 20’, then
40 then 60’ before finally hitting
something. The CLOG! And it must be big
because he's sweating with the effort it takes
to break through it. A couple of really hard
shoves and he blasted through the
impediment until al 100" were buried down
the toilet and was probably under the street
by now. When heretrieved the snake, he
was mystified as to the clump of fresh, green
grass dirt he had unclogged. He sternly
guestioned each of the teenage children to
the point of tears, threatening them with
weeks of grounding unless someone

confessed to flushing green grass down the
toilets. Mr. C. repainted the bathroom, fixed
the chipped toilet (sort of) and broken toilet
dispenser noting that although the cost was
more than if he'd hired it out, he’'d sure as
hell cleared that clog in the sewer pipe better
than any repair man could.

A week or so later, the neighbor commented
that she had seen the oddest thing the other
day and wasn't sure if she should mention
this, but.... While she was washing dishes
at the kitchen sink, she noticed a gyrating
‘thingy’ come out of the roof vent and
wiggle straight into the air about 15’ before
falling over into the yard where it augured
into the ground ripping clumps of turf from
the lawn. Then it reversed and disappeared
back down the vent taking the grass with it.
As she was relating this to Mrs. Cervantes,
she could only wonder why Mrs. C. was
laughing hysterically to the point of tears.
I’ve | eft out afew details to shorten the
story, but the first Thanksgiving the story
was told to usit practically took an hour
long since the Cervantes couldn’t stop
laughing enough to tell the story. I'll never
forget that Thanksgiving and the many other
great ones we' ve had since then.

Happy Holidays,
Mr. Green, Scoutmaster T290



