

















Head North Philmonters, Head North

by Bill Cass

During my  Philmont
ranger days, we would
occasionally hear some crews
(usually from the upper mid-
west) carrying on about what a
great time they had at some
Scouting regional canoe base
along the Canadian border.
Surely, I thought to myself,
these folks can't seriously be
comparing a few days of canoe
camping out of  some
Minnesota. back bay with a
mountain-top, Philmont High
Adventure experience where
spirits  soar.  Spirits  don't
paddle, do they? And they
certainly don't portage.

Three decades would pass
before 1 would learn why those
campers from that distant
summer were indeed
comparing our High Country
with the Great North Woods.
And with good reason, too.
Heresy? "There are High
Adventure bases and then
there's Philmont," you say. But
you won't know until you load
those Duluth packs into a canoe
and paddle up Moose Lake for
your enlightenment. As our
council's High  Adventure
Chairman, it occurred to me
that even though we send
around ten crews to the Ranch
every summer from Chester
County Council, [ should
experience the other national
bases first hand. Thus, I was off
for my first (and certainly not
last) trip to Northern Tier High
Adventure/Sommers Canoe
Base last year.

To be sure, there are
similarities. We of Philmont
have no monopoly on rocky

trails, bears - (both mini- and
black), or starlit nights so
bright that you almost have to
squint when gazing
heavenward. Tough trails? Yes,
it is tough hauling some 43-
pound pack up the southwest
side of Mount Phillips or the
eastern rim of Wilson Mesa,
but not tougher than hauling an
80- pound, hip-belt--less food
pack over some high grade
portage trails. For sure.

Come with me now to the
North Woods by paddle. To a
place where you can still hear a
howling timber wolf at night.
And listen to the common
loon's eerie tremolo on a moon-
light-silvered lake. Or camp
within earshot of Basswood
Falls' mighty roar. Watch the
sun-glittered droplets fly from
your paddle as you cruise
below the magnificent cliffs on
the northern end of Sarah Lake.
On many rocks in those
timberland lakes, you can still
see "pictographs" left by the
Chippewa hundreds of years

ago as they celebrated
successful hunts and paid
homage to their forbearers and
holy spirits.

Camp where you will.
Invariably below soaring bald
eagles. In little clearings above
rocky, lakeside bluffs. Inhale
those vistas of sunlight dancing
on sparkling waters along deep-
forested shores. Relax in pine
needle-softened settings that
will make you think of Copper
Park or Old Abreu. Pitch your
tent on a lake's southeast shore
S0 as to enjoy a sunset that only
Florida Sea Base or Mount

Membership has its privileges
by Chuck Rose
Honestly, I didn’t know. But when the sirens flashed, 1
glanced at my speedometer. Yep, too fast.
“May I see your license?” the officer said. After the usual
exchange, he continued, “Well, everyone appears to be buckled
up tight and anyone from Sommers can’t be all bad so I'1l just

give you a warning.”

He had seen my HOL-RY! bumper sticker and Sommers
Alumni Association membership decal. Seems that he had
been to the Base three times as a Scout, he obviously had a

good time.

If you haven’t already, join the SAA (your membership

benefits may vary).

Phillips can rival.

Listen to the night sounds
the wind in the leaves, the
splash of water just yards away,
the loons chasing their demons
(or is it vice versa), and the
great horned owls hooting close
by as the first hint of light
streaks the eastern sky.

Bring your compass. You
will need it in the morning
since we cannot navigate as
faultlessly as some of the
wildlife we have seen and

heard.
Paddle on all kinds of
water: mostly smoothwater

(sometimes so still you'll swear
you're skating on ice or
skimming across glass) same
fastwater, a little
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Portage over
trails used by the C
French  Canadian ... __...
Forget about the crowds. Trail
signs. Waiting in line. The
phone. The fax. It's just you.
The crew. Canoes. And the
Great North Woods.

Think about cooling off in

that natural rock bowl half-way

up Louisa Falls where laughter-
drenched waters splash over
your shoulders, now toughened
by a week of paddling through
the world's most pristine canoe
area wilderness.

Maybe even learn to speak
Minnesot'n, y'know.

Like  most  Scouting
summer camping experiences,
our Northern Tier expedition
#807-A concluded much too
soon, but created a lasting
impression, new opinions, and
the urge to share the adventure
at that Northland paradise.
When you arrive there, you will
not be met by a ranger. Rather,
it will be an “interpreter," a

lindred enirit wha'e Iankino for

Scouting,” a book about a
Jormer ranger (Bill) as he
returns to Philmont as an
expedition advisor and father
(Wilderness Adventure Books,
ISBN:0-923568-29-8).







