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attainments. We all know how much it rained this summer.
Because, why just have a pandemic? We might as well have
abnormal weather patterns too. It would have been easy to run
lodge chills, day after day, but our leaders did not sit back. During
one downpouring on Thursday night rec night the rain came
down in buckets. We were on main dock and from the corner
of our eye watched a Senior cross training group come running
full force onto cadet beach and into the lake with sneakers on.
They then grabbed a canoe to get under the canoe and in unison
started conducting squats under the canoe. Counting and yelling.
Watching 16 year old’s let their guards down, shed stereotypical
norms and immerse themselves in pure blissful Joy was incredible.
The leaders of that period and all the rainy day periods set an
amazing tone all summer, being creative and cultivating joy
through challenging moments.

Directors᾽ Message

A

fter 15 months of preparation and the inability
to run in 2020 we were able to bring Belknap back in
2021. Belknap as a team brought together 400 people
every 2 weeks during a pandemic. This required
manpower, operational shifting, and sometimes daily rule changing.
It was an amazing amount of effort and teamwork each step of the
way. With this incredible undertaking we share some vivid moments
and true messages for all of us.
moment 1 Patience
For the first session of camp, we started doing vespers on Messer
Field—distanced and masked. We determined it was the safest
way to conduct vespers at that time. In reality, this vespers concept
was subpar, did not feel right and half the time we could not hear
the speaker.
At the end of the first week when we had completed day 5
surveillance COVID testing and Seth announced negative tests
in the dining hall, the dining hall erupted with cheers. With the
knowledge of all negative tests and a focus on our community’s
culture, we shifted our vespers back to the chapel—masked and
spaced between our younger and older campers.
That evening as we walked silently into the chapel, the air felt
different, the camp was calm and we knew we were not the only
ones with tears running down our masks. It was that feeling of
being grounded and being “home“ among our pines after 2 years.
We truly believe great things come to those who wait.
moment 2 At Our Best When Challenged
The “lamp of fortitude“ Be Brave. Courage is the noblest of all

moment 3 A Positive Case
We had a case this summer that caused a large group of our staff
to be close contacts. This forced Belknap to move staff into tents,
shift days off, leaders lost free periods and everyone did extra
coverage. Staff were eating outside of the dining hall and we had
continuous testing. It was all hard. But there was an understanding
that this was not a moment about us as a staff but about the boys,
the campers. Every single person working at Belknap got on that
rowboat and we rowed together one strong stroke at a time. It
was clear that everyone understood that we were all working
for something greater than ourselves. That is a true community.
If there are three things that were reinforced this summer,
it would be that a strong community can move mountains and
create Joy under any circumstance. There are many fundamentals
that we instill in every boy that walks under these pines. But this
summer our staff lead by example and demonstrated to the boys:
Patience
Courage Leads to Joy
The importance of the other Fellow & Community
As you read through the remainder of the firelighter, you’ll see
we celebrate the past with the passing of Horace Blood and look
to the future with an update on the Sustain The Joy Campaign.
But above all else, what you’ll see in the following pages is how
strong and connected this community is. How lucky we are to
be part of something where everyone is valued, the other person
is put ahead of oneself and personal growth through Joy is our
core outcome.
Timi-Hi & Seek The Joy,
Seth & Steph
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N may 11, 2021, camp belknap lost a true friend, Dr. Horace Blood. Horace’s passing marks the
close of an astonishing 90-year run of sustained commitment to Camp Belknap, a feat unlikely to
be duplicated. Starting as a Camper in 1931, Horace went on to become a Belknap Leader, Camp
Doctor and then a 40-year Trustee, 27 of them as Chair. Horace Blood may rightfully be called
the Godfather of Belknap philanthropy. He had the foresight and the passion decades ago to stress
the importance of land acquisition, infrastructure maintenance—and the fund raising required to accomplish it.
Every Belknapper today has benefitted from Horace Blood’s work. The numerous touchstones around Camp
bearing the Blood name—Leader Corps Cabin, Besserer Pavillion, Senior Tennis Courts and a Senior cabin, the
Health Center, and more—all attest to his unflagging generosity to Belknap. Beyond his financial largesse, which
in total has exceeded one million dollars, Horace’s leadership by example seeded a culture of giving that has inspired
succeeding generations of Belknap benefactors.
from gene clark iii

former Executive Director 1988-2013
and 2007 recipient of the Horace
Blood Award
———

Remembering

Horace Shepard Blood
1923 – 2021

The Clarks and Bloods go
way, back! Sixty years back to
1960 when Dad came to camp.
We did everything together.
Family visits. Holidays. My
folks and Horace and Gene
Blood playing bridge together.
Dad and Horace golfing. Even
vacations together to Florida
when we stayed with the Blood’s
at their place at the time on
Sanibel island. The Clark and
Blood kids played in the sand on
Cadet Beach together growing
up. We shared bedrooms at
the Wolfe when they stayed
at camp. My Dad and Horace
were best friends, like brothers.
Close in age, and both strong,
and energetic, stubborn, and
opinionated. They loved each
other but also fought like cats
and dogs at times—as brothers
would.
In 1960 when Dad came to
Belknap camp was less than 20
acres. All that we love and hold
sacred about Belknap are on
those 20 acres (Conlon lodge,
Woodcraft, chapel, Messer
field, the waterfront). But, it
was a postage stamp piece of
Land for a camp to run. We
all remember being kept up at

night by the noise of the Shore
acres campground, or the huge
night lights at the golf driving
range that is now Clark field.
Dad and Horace clawed and
begged and borrowed to get the
40 acres where Clark Field, the
wastewater treatment facility,
and Clark Lodge are located,
in addition to the 80 acres
in the Shore Acres deal. By
1988 when I became director
Belknap was almost 200 acres
(and during our tenure more
land purchased to make it the
300 acres it is today).
I remember as a young boy
Dad coming home from a
dinner out with my mom
and Horace and Gene Blood
and being so happy! I was
old enough to understand his
story. Dad showed me a check
written out to Belknap from
Horace for $20,000 (in the
1960’s this was a huge amount).
Dad said Horace waited until
after the meal and then told
Dad “look under your plate“.
And there was the check. Then
Horace told Dad “now go
buy that damn land you keep
bugging me about“.
History will show that
without these two men coming
together as a team at this exact
time in Belknap history in
the 1960’s then very well no

Belknap today. And we would
not be even on these emails!
Belknap won the lottery in the
1960’s and I hope those going
to work at Belknap today have
even a clue how close it was to
all not even happening!
On a personal note I loved
Horace. He is on my short
list of heros. He treated me
as a son, and supported me in
good times and bad, and was a
second father and protector to
me and to Belknap.
I will miss him. But I have
my memories for the rest of my
life. Maybe Dad and Horace
are now meeting in heaven. I
wonder if any land is for sale
up there to start a boy’s camp?
from george berman

former Division Head, Board
member 1989 – 2011 and 2005
recipient of the Horace Blood Award
———

Standing 6’4“, it was not
surprising that Horace could
see things others could not,
but his height alone did not
explain his vision.
Horace looked at the marina
at Shore Acres and saw the
Senior Division. He looked at
the Abenaki Driving Range
and saw Clark Field. He
looked at the swamp behind
the Besserer Courts and saw the

Pavilion. In 1960, he looked at
a 29 year old swim coach with
no camping experience and saw
a great Camp Director. Twenty
seven years later, contrary to the
advice of many, he duplicated
the feat.
It was never wise to stand
between Horace and something
he wanted. Fortunately for
us, what he wanted was for
Belknap to be the best summer
Camp in America. Through
literally decades of dedication,
per se ver a nc e a nd she er
stubbornness, he made it so.
Many others contributed, but
it was Horace who set the stage.
Without him, none of the rest
of it would have happened.
Horace, like the Old Man of
the Mountains, was an icon of
New Hampshire. Of the two,
it is fitting that it was the Old
Man which fell first. The Old
Man was only made of solid
granite. Horace Blood was
made of tougher stuff than that.
from peter otis

since 1957 a camper, leader, Board
member, parent, & grandparent
———

We Otises of (then) rural
Mountain Road, E. Concord,
NH were Horace and Gene’s
neighbors beginning in the late
1940’s. A good ½ mile (and no

Facing page: Horace enjoying the view from the porch of Middler Lodge in 1997.
4 |

The

firelighter 2021

2021

The

firelighter |

5

Hank Adams and Horace Blood, a combined 16 decades of service
(and lifetimes of fun) at Belknap
other houses) separated our two
homes. Theirs was part of the
Blood family’s farm that raised
prize Ayrshire milking cows.
Horace was the first grownup
whom this youngster addressed
by first name!
Both of them cared deeply
about young people having
places to grow up healthy
and strong. We learned to ski
at their backyard “Foogee“
ski club and played in their
fields and barns. Gene was my
mother’s best friend who took
a real interest in my sister and
me and then our 3 kids.
Event u a l ly G ene a nd
Horace built a lovely home
right next to my parents. Our
visits included swimming
and Belknap conversations.
Through the decades we stayed
in touch-my serving on the
Camp Committee; updates
about camp; news about our
10 year camper/ leader Jake;
and annual Christmas cards.
Belknap and many campers
and young adults are still
benefiting greatly from Horace’s
generosity, philanthropy, caring
and leadership.
We were blessed to be with
6 |
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Horace at the 2018 Chief Masqua
Day. He’s now in Heaven and
still sharing the joy with his
robust and affirming smile!
from peter powell

former camper, leader, parent, Chair
of the Board 1993– 2008, and 2003
recipient of the Horace Blood Award
———

Our father’s had both been
Governors of New Hampshire.
Years apart, they sometimes
knocked heads over the politics
of government reorganization.
Years apart, but raised with
common values and experience,
Horace and I never knocked
heads, but joined with hands
and hearts over Belknap.
Belknap was a wonderful
place and a formative experience
for all of us. As the years roll by,
and we meet generations of men
and women who experienced
Belknap at different times and
in different ways, we better
understand with appreciation
and fondness how others have
contributed to the place, and
to our lives.
Without Horace Blood during
the years of his tremendous
devotion and commitment, his
philanthropy and leadership,

Belknap itself may not have
grown as a place, nor thrived as
an experience in the way it has
for so many of us.
We cannot today walk on
ground or pass by buildings
that could have been bought or
built without Horace’s strong
commitment. Philanthropy,
and Belknap’s capacity for
it, has expanded since then,
and proudly so, but nearly
every effort made and every
dollar given today lands on a
foundation that may not be
there except for Horace, and
his partner Gene Jr., during
many earlier days of trial and
challenge. Yes, our challenges
continue as they will for every
generation, but it is those
foundations of Belknap that will
always compel us to meet them.
I believe it was on the
occasion of Belknap’s 100th
anniversary that we held an
evening ceremony and dinner
during which we paid tribute
to Horace. I had taken over as
Chair after his many years of
service, and had the privilege of
sharing remarks to honor him.

I remember closing with a poem
my father used to say, but will
repeat here only a couple of its
many lines:
“I’ve tried for many an hour
and a minute, to imagine this
world without me in it...
My bones may turn to
ash and clay, but I’ll be here,
somehow, some way.“
For those of us who had the
privilege to work with Horace, to
share his friendship and witness
his compassion and leadership,
there is no mystery about the
how or the way in which he will
always be a part of Belknap.
from dr. oge young

former parent, spouse to Board
member Pam Young,
and colleague to Horace Blood
———

Somehow ’Horrie’, as he was
called as a kid, found his own
way living on Auburn St. in
Concord. He obtained his
Eagle Scout attending pack
meetings at South Church.
Graduating from Concord
High, he attended Dartmouth
College where his roommate

Horace and
Gene Clark,
Jr. forming the
historic duo.

Horace and son
Bob Blood, July
2014.

Photo of the 1937 Belknap Baseball team and roster from Horace's personal collection.
Horace is in the backrow, 3rd from left wearing cap.
was a medical student by the
name of Bob Rainie. Many of
you will remember Bob as a
long time internist in Concord.
Bob and Horace remained
friends and sang in the South
Church choir together.
A f ter col lege, Horac e
matriculated at NYU Medical
School, interned at the old
Mary Hitchcock Hospital,
and finally completed a 3 year
residency in Otolaryngology
at Manhatten Eye and Ear.
He returned to his beloved
Concord where he practiced
ENT for 20 years on his own,
before establishing a remarkable
group of otolaryngologists
including Warren Emley and
Bill Stone. Because of his and
his partners excellent training,
few patients ever left Concord
for their ENT care.
I met Horace for the first
time standing by my locker
which was near to his in the
operating rooms at Concord
Hospital. He seemed like a
mountain of a man, with a
strikingly large, bald head,
old and wise 40 years ago.
Extending his big hand he said,
“Ogie, I am Horace Blood.“
Interestingly, he continued to
call me Ogie for the rest of his

life. Like Horrie, I had been
called Ogie as a kid.
At first meeting, I did not
know him, but he seemed
to know everything about
me. He was impressed that
I married my first year of
medical school, and then had
three sons before I had my
first job. He commented, “No
fertility problems around your
household.“ Horace declared
with confidence, “You’ll like

this place. Your partners, Black
and Macomber are good men.“
He had a habit of referring
to others by their last names.
As a shrewd businessman, he
did say, if I ever grew tired of
practicing with them, he had
an office building on Pleasant
St. with an empty suite. He
assured me it was not called the
“Blood Building.“
With time I learned that
Horace was extremely generous

whether he was supporting
a hospita l expa nsion, a
community project, or gifting
his beloved Camp Belknap. He
had an amazing knack for raising
money. Horace would invite you
for lunch, and even though you
knew why he was calling, you
would go anyway. We shared
the same operating day, so I
never escaped his earnest asks
to support a worthwhile cause.
Because of Horace, I was giving
to Camp Belknap even before
my sons were old enough to
attend. He convinced me that
if you want sons to grow up to
be good men, you sent them to
Camp Belknap.
For a man who sadly lost
his daughter at an early age
and his wife not long after
his retirement, Horace could
have felt some bitterness, but
instead he remained grateful.
He was very proud of you
Bob and Jeannine, and his
granddaughter. You three
brought him great joy.
He remained sharp, curious
and always cheerful, even
in old age. My wife, Pam,

Frank Kenison, Seth Kassels, Horace Blood, Steph Kassels in July 2019 marking his final visit to camp.
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Camper, Arthur Dows, Horace Blood, Hank Adams, Gene Clark, Jr. celebrate Belknap’s 75th Birthday.
enjoyed driving with Horace
and his Belknap buddy, Dean
Williamson, to Camp Belknap
Board meetings for years.
They always took the back
roads through woods, and she
loved listening to them share
boyhood stories.
I saw him coming off a golf
course one day after, in his own
words, a “terribly embarrassing
round.“ He was shaking his
head, but with a big smile.
He stopped and told me not
to work too hard for too long.
That retirement for him was
a blast, even if he didn’t play
golf very well. When I visited
him at the Whitaker Place, he
said he had stopped playing
golf at 94, but he continued to
play bridge and was still able to
count his cards!
Horace loved a g a me
and we had planned to play
cribbage whenever I visited.
Unfortunately, Covid changed
that, but the few times we talked
by phone, he remained upbeat,
and thankful he had lived so
long. It is not for any of us to
8 |
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know how long we have on this
earth, but it is for every one of us
to live each day with purpose,
and with kindness and with joy.
Horace did just that for the many
years he blessed us with his life.
Excerpt from his remarks read
at Horace’s Celebration of Life
Service on September 25, 2021.
from steve duprey

former parent and Camp Huckins
Board Chair
———

I met Horace Blood in 1978—
43 years ago, although like for
many of us, it sure doesn’t seem
that long.
At the time he was serving
as the Chair of the NH YMCA,
the governing body for all “Y”
facilities in New Hampshire
and owner of all of the NHbased Y Camps. At that time
the Board was comprised
of representatives from the
different Y Institutions, and
I was there because I was
chair of the Board of Camp
Huckins for Girls, in Ossipee.
Horace was practical, efficient

and didn’t like to hear why
things couldn’t happen. He
was impatient, a good quality
actually on boards. And during
our time together, Horace
came up with one of the most
remarkable accomplishments
that has shaped the Y in NH—
done well ahead of anything
the National Y organization
did, and that was, in a word,
to dissolve the organization
and give every facility and
camp their independence.
As a result, each one of them
is thriving, governed by an
independent board of people
who are local or connected to
that camp, who care the most
deeply. And what a success

they have been —thanks in no
small measure to a man who
had the foresight to eliminate
a hindbound governance
and ownership structure that
was actually holding those
facilities back.
In his obituary, there is a
line—not even a full sentence
— that reads: “Member of
the Board of Directors for
the former NH State YMCA for
30 years (past chairperson“.
Little do most readers know
what a significant service that
was and what a profound
impact that service, on that
one organization, has had on
thousands of kids who have had
the chance to attend and thrive
and grow at those Y facilities
—all made better at what they
do because of Horace’s service.
What is remarkable about
Horace’s lifelong devotion to
the Y and to Belknap and to
the Concord Y is that those
represented just a small fraction
of a life of service.
My friend John McCain used
to say that a life lived best was
one of purpose and that the best
way to achieve that was to serve
causes greater than yourself.
By that measure, Horace lived
best. Every organization he
served in, every board he served
on, every fundraising task he
took on, was more successful
because of the life and service
of Horace Blood.
Excerpt from his remarks read
at Horace’s Celebration of Life
Service on September 25, 2021

Come to camp and celebrate our community,
Sustain the Joy Campaign, and Horace!
Please mark your calendars for

saturday, july 30th, 2022

stj Campaign Update
The success of our campaign launch continues and we are now closer then ever to our
goal of securing Belknap’s future for now and ever more

B

ack in march, many of you joined us, albeit
virtually, as we launched the Sustain the Joy Campaign,
broadcasting live from Conlon and Hall Lodge. That
evening we asked the entire community to do their share
of the work and participate in this effort to preserve and strengthen
Belknap for now and evermore. We are so pleased to inform you
that we have passed the $9 million mark, with gifts received and
pledges from almost 600 donors!
The Sustain The Joy Campaign was born from Camp Belknap’s
first ever comprehensive strategic plan, now five years into our
10 year plan we remain focused on protecting, preserving and
strengthening Belknap for years to come. We remain committed
to our time-honored traditions, while meeting today’s societal
expectations in a balance that ensures Belknap is safe and strong
for all future generations. Support from the campaign will fund
two key components of Camp Belknap: our people, through
endowing Camper Scholarships and our place, in improvements
to our physical plant. Our critical infrastructure upgrades include

updates to our wastewater systems, scolleges, staff housing, program
space and a new dining hall and kitchen. Thanks to the incredible
work of our Board of Trustees, our Sustain The Joy Campaign
Committee and many generous donors we have received support
of nearly $9 million dollars.
To date, completed projects include a new wastewater treatment
facility, a redesign and new scollege in both the Junior Division and
Middler Division, and we’ve broken ground in west camp on more
staff housing and a new air rifle range (which will be replacing the
current riflery range).
Now we ask every Belknapper to contribute to the Campaign.
If we each do our share of the work, we are confident we can reach
our goal of $10 million dollars. Back in April you likely received a
pledge packet in the mail—if not, please let us know and we can
correct your mailing address in our database and send another. You
can also visit www.sustainthejoy.org to make a pledge online. A gift
of any size makes a real impact on Belknap. We promise we will
steward every gift with the utmost of care and intention.

We need your support! Visit sustainthejoy.org to pledge online today. We must reach our $10 million goal by June 2022
in order to bring complete our vital new Dining Hall and secure the future of Camp.

A rendering of the new Dining Hall that will vitally increase
capacity, bring in natural light and allow Camp to open up the
waterfront and Main Street; Right top: the new Middler Scollege;
Right bottom: a permanent scollege being constructed in West Camp.
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family camp & womens� weekend 2021

The Painters

M

ay first is known in many western cultures
as “May Day,” a holiday rich in history and folklore,
celebrating the return of spring, being the halfway
point between the spring equinox and the summer
solstice. For the past 33 years, May Day at Camp Belknap means
one thing is for certain: Gary and Darleen Glidden will be showing
up to put a fresh coat of paint on half the buildings in camp.
The two are married, as well as being business partners. Gary is
soft-spoken and smiley, and it’s hard not to smile while talking with
him. He just has that effect. Darleen is equally warm and charming.
She puts one at ease with her sense of humor and casual nature.
Upon meeting her, she appears equally ready to paint a house or take
on a decathlon. She’s got a strong physical presence and youthful
energy. When asked how they got their start on such a long working
relationship, Darleen looks to Gary, deferring to him to tell the story.
“Oh I suppose one of the first decisions Gene Clark III made when
he took over as Director was to have us paint every year. He’d always
like me, and he’d always liked my work. He told me to order paint
and come by to pick up a check at the end of March. We had from
the 1st of May until mid-June to paint ½ of the buildings in camp.
Then, the following year, we’d paint the other half. About 15 or
16 years ago, we started doing the same thing at Camp Huckins.”
Back in the late 1980s, they started using oil-based paint but we
finally talked Gene III into water-based latex paint, at which point
it was time to hone in on the precise color to use every year. Gary
wasn’t happy with the inconsistency of the oil-based green from
the manufacturer. So he met with Gordon Hunt at Bradley’s in
downtown Wolfeboro to mix the perfect color. “We had to add
different primary colors to get the shade of green just right. And I
knew it when we did. What are you gonna call it? Gordon asked.
“Belknap Green! But when we go over to Camp Huckins, it’s
Huckins Green! Down at the store if any one asks for it they say,

10 |
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“Nope that’s Gary Glidden’s Green. That’s proprietary!”
Darleen is the story teller, eager to share a laugh and quick to wave
her arms and express her joy in the quirkier moments on the job.
When asked what buildings are the hardest to paint—it’s Darleen
who’s got an answer:
“The Health Center is notorious—all those windows and nooks and
crannies are tough. The rails and balusters on the porch of Conlon
lodge are challenging, too—it took us years to figure out an efficient
system.” Then she lights up, starts laughing and lovingly nudges Gary
with one hand. “Ha! Here’s a story! About five years in, so mid-90s
we had both our 32 foot and 36 foot ladders fully extended leaning
on the gable end of the building. That morning, I took all the life
jackets down and put them in a massive pile over on the grove side of
the building just past the corner of the building where the mail slot is.
Gary was up on his toes painting the white trim along the room and
the wind picked up. Huge gust. Typically it takes two people to hold
the 32 and 36 foot ladders but we were both up on them. Suddenly
it got really scary, and the wind blew my 32 foot ladder into Gary’s
36 foot ladder and he was way up high at the top! Before I knew it,
Gary was flying through the air... and I thought he was on his way
to breaking both his legs and then some. But luckily for us, he sailed
through the air and landed right in the pile of life jackets!
No one can argue the importance of a life preserver (personal
floatation device or PFD) on a body or aboard a boat on the water.
But to potentially save a life on land? These hilarious moments only
happen at Belknap, even when no campers or leaders are around.
That day that Gary flew through the air and landed on the PFDs,
Chip Beirweiler was on site and supposedly witnessed the fall.
The people most familiar with camp are often the folks working
hard to keep it looking its best, and Gary and Darleen are special
Belknappers in that regard. We are grateful for their hard work,
loyalty, and for their love for Belknap.
2021
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Two Young Kids at Camp Belknap in the 1950s
By Michael Bosworth & Nancy Bosworth Walsh

W

e had the great privilege and joy of
being young kids at Camp Belknap when our
parents, Bill and Midge Bosworth, were Directors
of the Midget Division (the current Cadet
Division) in the 1950s. We are particularly thinking of the summers
of 1954 and 1955, before Michael was old enough to become a Camp
Belknap camper and before Nancy was old enough to attend our
sister camp, Camp Huckins.
Our older brother Peter was already of camper age, and he would
eventually reach 10
years at Camp Belknap
as camper and then
leader. Our parents
would continue in their
division director (and
parental figure) roles
right through 1961.
Ca mp Belk nap
was our family life for
those 8 years. Not only
would we be there each
summer for the full 8
weeks of active camp sessions, my parents
also needed to come early and stay a few
days after camp ended for staff meetings.
All this amounted to close to 9 weeks
each of those summers. Our dad and
mother were both public school teachers,
enabling such a schedule.
The two of us looked quite a bit alike
when we were kids, despite Nancy being
a year and a half older. Many at camp
thought we might be twins, and in some
ways we played the role of (human) pets
for the adults, particularly within the
Division itself.
Our memories go immediately back to the Cadet Lodge
(formerly known as Midget Lodge). If we saw the space today
we would probably be surprised that 4 of us could live there, but
Bill and Midge slept on the big porch in back and we two were
in the bunk bed in the middle room, right next to the toilet we
all shared. Dad and others would have occasional nighttime staff
meetings in the front room and we would be secretly (at least we
thought) staring at them all through knot holes in the pine walls.
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Leaders like Dickie Drew and John Howard (who would become
Michael's counselors in 1956 and 1957) and Wayne “Smitty“ Smith,
among others, were likely at those meetings.
As kids we managed to amuse ourselves. We made colored
popcorn with an old fashioned popcorn popper, until one time
brother Peter decided to “pop”
his little plastic cars. The main
part of the Cadet Lodge—the
inside activity space for the
division—had old stuffed birds
and old books, and multiple
games for kids to play. We
recall an old bowling game of
some kind as well. The archives
have an early photo of the two
of us smiling broadly at all
our good fortune! On rainy
days we were joined by many
others.
My mother headed up
the crafts program for the
Midgets. This was something
Nancy was particularly good
at and interested in, but
Michael liked it as well. The
“crafts cabin“ was a warm and
welcoming place.
One of the duties our dad
assigned us before camp started was
to set up the “goofy golf” course.
This Michael in particular took
a liking to, scheming some of the
hardest over and under root shots
imaginable. Right next to goofy golf
was the division's big ice vat with the
chunks that kept the drinking water
deliciously thirst-quenching cold.
One educational item that took
firm root was the red flags by the patches of poison ivy. (Courtesy
of Hank Adams?) We've been able to tell that plant easily ever since.
Nancy also remembers how the infirmary had the only hot showers
in camp at the time, and our mother would take us there once a week.
We have vivid memories of the flag raising (and lowering)
ceremonies held in the Division itself, right in front of the lodge.

Also, during our early Belknap years, our dad was still in the
National Guard and was required to head to Fort Drum in New
York for two weeks in the middle of the summer. There was pomp
and circumstance in the division when he returned, and a sigh of
relief from my mother.
Focusing on our own division greatly understates the abundance
of riches that was the main camp itself. The dining hall, the beach,
chapel and vespers, movie night, plays put on by the leaders, the
games at Conlon Lodge. The Saturday night woodcraft councils,
usually ended with Reid Besserer's mesmerizing and scary stories.
Then there were the outdoor breakfasts with each cabin having
their own set up including their own stone fireplace. We learned
how to clean the dishes using crows-feet ground cover or sand at
the water's edge. We hardly knew how lucky we were, but we were
immersed in it and fully enjoying it all.
Even after Nancy began attending Camp Huckins, she insisted
on doing so for only half the summer so that she could be at Belknap
the other half. A special Belknap recognition, the Maid Marion
award, was instituted to honor her prowess with bow and arrow.
Another wonderful memory were the rides in the NYMCAH,
generally in late August after camp was done. Reid Besserer loved
to be at the helm and drive us and others around that part of Lake

Winnipesaukee, and Karen and other Adams would also join in
the fun.
Even before Camp Belknap my parents had extensive histories
at other camps. My dad first worked for Reid Besserer at a camp
outside Pittsfield, Mass. in the 1920s, and then for Harold “Kid“
Gore and Jane Gore as the chef at Camp Najerog in Wilmington,
Vermont in 1930-31. My mother, who attended Sargent College of
Physical Education at Boston University, gained camping experience
at Sargent Camp in southwestern New Hampshire around 1940.
Then, in the summer of 1941, the two of them both worked for
Dorothy Rowe at Camp Sis-a-gie in southern Maine. That's in fact
where they met, and by the end of that summer a romance had
bloomed. They were married in 1943.
Our brother Peter loved Belknap dearly, and actually stayed 2
years longer than the rest of us. He passed away in 1991, a year
before Midge. Bill continued on for another 9 years, finally leaving
us in 2001.
The two of us are in total agreement just how wonderful our
Camp Belknap experiences were. With its life lessons in getting
along with others and learning to serve others, the camp had a
lasting formative effect on us, and we know our brother would
concur. We are forever grateful.
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R etir ing boa r d member s

new boa r d member s

We would like to recognize outgoing board member, Jake Elwell for his service to Belknap.

John DeLong & Shanthi Ganesan join the Board of Trustees

J

ake Elwell arrived at Belknap in 1977 as a 12 year old Besserer camper with his younger brother,
Rick, who was a Cadet. Jake was a member of the 1981 Leader Corps cabin, a LIT in 1982, and
a Besserer leader in 1983. Jake has served as a Trustee for the past 12 years, as a member of the
Risk Management and Development Committees, offering editorial acumen throughout the
years and oversight of Belknap’s archives. All three of Jake’s sons received Senior Recognition: Rex,
Nick (a former Middler leader), and Sam (Senior Division Head in 2019).
The Belknap Community would like to thank Jake for all he has done for Belknap during his time
at camp and while on the Belknap Board. We are grateful for all he has done to help lead Belknap over
the past twelve years. Please join us in saying “Timi-Hi!”

Invocation given by former Belknap Trustee Jake Elwell (1977 – 83)
on the occasion of his final Board Meeting, July 31, 2021.
Bow your heads if you wish and indulge me if you will. Having lived
with (and tried to live by) the Woodcraft Laws for over four decades
I have found the most interesting word in the Lamps to be the verb
Seek. Seek the Joy of Being Alive. Not embrace the Joy, not notice
the Joy, not find the Joy or see the Joy or receive the Joy. Seek the
Joy. It’s a challenge. The bombardment ball of life is in our court
and there’s nowhere to throw it. Action must be taken on our part.
Joy is often not self-evident. We are not entitled to it. It often does
not come naturally and is often not easily grasped, especially when
things fail to go our way. Other people alone cannot give us joy, nor
can a thing or a place—even Camp Belknap, all by itself. With joy,
as with all things, we must do our share of the work, which in the
case of seeking the joy means all of the work.
Where does that leave us? For me the pathway to meeting the
challenge of this work is found in a related pillar of Belknap wisdom
and another personal favorite of mine: that is, Tom Giggi’s “Three
Qualities of Effective Leadership”: Attitude, Attitude, and Attitude.
How are they related? My conclusion from living with these parallel
concepts is this: The attitude that is essential to seeking the joy is
one of gratitude. With that, and with apologies to Ernest Thompson
Seton, I offer a new take on an old theme.
I now light the Lamp of Gratitude which issues three rays.
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THE FIRST: The Ray of the Belknap Mind. By which I mean
Belknap’s high standard of conduct that governs our lives as a
community and governs the way we treat other people. The heart
of it is mostly unwritten and even unspoken -- it is lived and passed
along by action and by example. (Also I hasten to add it is forgiving
and kind to those of us who at times fall short of the high standard.)
THE SECOND: The Ray of the Belknap Body. By which I mean
Belknap people and Belknap the place. People drawn together from
all quarters, not by ability, interest or interest group, race, creed
or geography—welcomed and made to feel they belong, as they
do belong, even if they don’t realize it at first. A place of unique,
ponderous beauty - clean and bright, all shimmering blue and savory
green—a sacred place where nature’s abundance has been curated
by loving human hands for over one hundred years.
THE THIRD: The Ray of the Belknap Spirit. The ineffable amalgam of
these Rays and many more—A mysterious, attractive and benevolent
force of Camp Belknap past, present and future—Greater than
all of us combined. Beyond definition, beyond reproach, beyond
improvement. A Spirit before which these and all words fall short.
When we stand before this Spirit in quiet awe and are given a
glimpse of the joy we seek, only two words seem right: Thank you.
2021
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scouting reports
Please send your news & photos to alumni@campbelknap.org

Josh Crean (left) and his dad Chris Crean pose outside the LC Cabin during 5th session
this past summer. Josh is holding an iron number 8 from the first cabin his grandfather,
Dave Crean, lived in as a camper in the early 1950s. Josh is also wearing Dave’s 10-year
jacket, the first of its kind ever awarded. A big thank you to Chris Crean, a member of
Belknap medical advisory committee, and camp physician during 5th session this summer.

Top: One of many times our Medical Advisory Committee met up on zoom before we
kicked off the summer. Below: Belknappers reunited during the virtual launch of
our Sustain the Joy Campaign in March.

Belknap’s Head Chef and Food Service
Manager, Wilfredo Morales, and his son,
Fredrix Morales, teamed up in the kitchen to
provide delicious meals during Family Camp,
Women’s Retreat, and the Board Weekend.

Matt Shuman, Tucker Briggs, Mike Igoe hiking in Vermont, Fall 2021.

Always nice to have Camp Huckins at Belknap! Heather and Mark met up with Seth, Steph, and Adam this fall.

Ben Starr, Nate Chesley, bride Molly Etters, Jesse Starr, holding
groom Dan Starr.

Sam and Avery Stewart’s wedding, Fall 2021. Back row from left: Will Stewart, James Stewart, Jack Stewart, Colby
Bullard, Gabe Maggiotto, John Murphy, Ian Kenison, John Barbadoro, Jack Colligan, Tom Wraight. Front row
from left: Tracy Monaco, Jack Tracy, Nick Dayno, Sam Stewart, Avery Stewart, Elisa Griffin, Caroline Colligan,
Matt Weinburg, Tyler Griffin, Conor McGoldrick.
2021 LCs showed up to support the Belmont Hill football team
at Governor’s Academy. Left to right: Charlie Wilmot, Marcus
Trabucco, Dylan Roelofs, Timothy Haarmann, Luke Theberge,
Frank Shediac, and Coach Laliberte (2021 LC Director).

Campers Evan Thurston, Daniel Weeks and Bryce Merrin faced off
in October and came together for a picture after the match.

18 |

The

firelighter 2021

Belknappers gathered at Sean McManamy’s memorial service on September 19th, 2021 at the Dartmouth Skiway
in Lyme, NH.

Belknappers at Harry Knudsen’s wedding.

Nick & Julie Nowak with their new baby, Shea!

Geoff Masland reuniting with Christiaan Vorkink during the
Belknap Board Meeting this Fall.
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Third Annual Ryan ‘Happy’ McCormack
Memorial Golf Tournament

O

The annual event honored a cherished life, rekindled the fire of Belknap friendships,
and raised donations for a camper scholarship fund.

n a beautiful, ten-out-of-ten september
afternoon in 2021, members of the greater Belknap
community assembled at Stowe Acres Golf Course
for the Ryan ‘Happy’ McCormack Memorial Golf
Tournament. Through the efforts and generosity of more than 100
families, a camper scholarship has been endowed in perpetuity to
honor the memory and legacy of Ryan McCormack. The Ryan
McCormack Scholarship Fund sustains the joy for boys that would
otherwise not be able to spend their summers under the pines. This
year’s generous donations from tournament participants raised over
$6,100 for the scholarship.
The outing was full of light and laughter. Before the golfers set
out to hit their first tee shots, Ryan’s parents, Don and Maggie,
shared a delightful letter Ryan sent them from his first summer at
Belknap. The happiness from his words as a cadet camper recapping
his swim check and trying out for the 12-and-under baseball team

was palpable and enjoyed by all.
In June 2002, Ryan arrived at Belknap for the first time. Shortly
after arriving at camp, Ryan, who loved to try new things, went off to
play mini golf with new friends. Upon arriving at the first hole Ryan,
always ready to get the laughter going, immediately imitated Happy
Gilmore’s unique form, holding his putter hockey-stick-style for the
entire round. In the eight summers that followed, and in the years
since, Ryan was known to many by the fitting nickname ‘Happy.’
In the years since his days as a camper, LC, and LIT at Belknap,
Ryan’s kindness and humor brought joy to the lives of many. After
graduating from the College of Wooster, he lived in Brooklyn,
NY where he cultivated a group of friends who encouraged each
other in the pursuit of various arts, including comedy and music.
Wherever Ryan lived throughout his life, he developed meaningful
friendships with those around him. Ryan was full of light, and is
dearly missed by his Belknap family.

The golfers produced a dazzling display of low scores, but special mention goes to the following individuals:
Winning Foursome
Barry Daly, Dylan Desrosiers,
Juan Carlos de la Guardia, Samson Lewis

Longest Drives
Kristin Monaco & Pete Marshall

Closest to Pin
Connor Gay

2021 Donors
Aidan Coyne, Aidana Saudabayeva, Andrew Hadley, Andrew Hadley, Andy Miller, Andy Rentschler, The Miller Family, Aysan Rafiei,
Barry Daly, Bill Skarinka, Bogey Foen, Brian Catinella, Brian Gould, Bryan Imbergamo, Connor Gay, Conor McGoldrick, Dave Nardella,
Dave Warndell, Declan Coyne, Dennis Ponte, Drew Moore, Dylan Desrosiers, Erik Akhtar, Harrison Tracy, Jack & Caroline Colligan,
Jack Tracy, Jackie Arakelian, Jamie Perry, Jeb Perera, John Barbadoro, John Colligan, John Murphy, Juan Carlos, Kevin Lubelczyk,
Kristin Monaco, Luke Bachich, Marie Warndell, Matt Flannery, Matt Gould, Matt Kaplun, Matt McGreen, Michaela Grady, Mikey
Lubelczyk, Patrick Colligan, Paul Barbadoro, Payson Lyman, Pete Marshall, Peter Bensen, Ryan Giggi, Sam Donnelly, Sam Polifka,
Sam Stewart, Ted Perry, Teddy Kinneen, Tom Wraight, Victor Gamas, Will Colligan, Zach Abdu-Glas, and The McCormack Family.
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Enduring Legacies & Departed Friends
silas berrier and his beloved dog, Boone, perished in a single
car accident in Ridgway, CO, on June 16. Silas was 26; Boone was
two. Silas grew up on his family’s homestead in Tamworth along
the banks of the Bearcamp River, and cherished the five years he
spent as a camper at Belknap. Silas’s parents Amy and Thad, and his
brother Wyatt will tell you that “Seek the Joy of Being Alive” became
the mantra by which Silas lived. Grateful for his time at camp and
wanting to give back, Silas volunteered his professional DJ services
at the Belknap/Huckins dance over the course of four summers.
hor ace blood see feature on page 4.
mike campanella of York, PA passed away on August 21,
2020, at the age of 40. At the center of Mike's world was his wife
Nicole, step-daughter Sophia, and his son-to-be Dominic. Mike's
sole purpose in life was spending time with and caring for his
friends and family. Mike’s first and only summer at Belknap was
as a 2-week camper in Sean Keogh’s cabin 5 in Seniors. In 1996,
Mike was a member of the 2nd Month Leader’s Corps cabin.
t h o m a s l a s k e y, s r . , 90, of Woodstock, CT, died
peacefully surrounded by loved ones on September 11, 2021
in Dayville. Born in Old Town, ME, Tom was one of nine
children, with many fond childhood memories and remained
close to his siblings his entire life. He was the proud father
of three Belknappers and grandfather of seven grandsons,
whom he loved dropping off and picking up on change days.

se a n mcm a na my was killed, along with four others, in a
helicopter crash on Knik Glacier outside Anchorage, Alaska, on
March 27, 2021. He was 38 years old. At Belknap, McManamy
began nurturing his love for the outdoors as a life skill, leading to a
career as a mountaineer and helicopter skiing guide. In total, Sean
spent 11 years at camp, and was a member of the 2001 LC cabin.
dick melvin, 70, of Concord, NH, passed away on October
23, 2021. Dick’s first summer as a camper was in 1962. He was a
member of the 1967 Hurricaners, and on staff as a leader and Nature
program head under Hank Adams for the summer of 1972. Dick
spent his life and career as a member of the Concord, NH community.
harriett morse, 93, of Laconia, NH, died at her home after a
period of declining health, on July 25, 2021. Harriett was raised in Milton,
MA and in 1948, moved to Laconia, NH, with her husband, Jason. Her
son Gary Morse and grandsons Dustin & Adam Morse were longtime
Belknappers, and in 2010 Harriett became a loyal supporter of Belknap’s
Annual Fund and Camp’s commitment to being technology-free.
chuck thurber, 81, passed away peacefully and unexpectedly
at his home in Buxton, Maine, on February 16, 2021, in the arms of
his loving wife, Marilyn Mae. Chuck led a full and exemplary life of
generous service to family, community, country and God. His college
summers were spent camping in the Whites and working at Camp
Dewitt in Alton Bay, so he loved seeing his two boys (Chris and Byron)
and his two grandchildren Dacha and Sava) fall in love with Belknap.
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2021 chris thurber award
The Chris Thurber Award recognizes past or present Belknappers or members of the
Belknap community who, like Chris, have incorporated the teachings and learnings of Belknap
into a professional or community setting beyond Belknap.

T

Todd Ec k e r s o n

odd eckerson is the eldest of three long-term
Belknap brothers, attending Belknap as a campers in
the late 1960s and leaders in the 1970s. In fact, the
Eckerson and Grossmann families were responsible
for starting a cascade of Belknappers from Manhasset, NY over
the years. Todd was a member of the 1971 Leader Corps and was
awarded the Colin Brown Award for his leadership. He was a leader
in the Cadets for three summers before becoming ADH in the
Middler Division in 1975.
Todd attended Williams College, where he played varsity football
and varsity lacrosse. He is a member of the Manhasset Lacrosse
Hall of Fame. In 1996, he received a Klingenstein Fellowship. After
serving as Westminster’s dean of faculty for more than a decade,
Todd stepped away from that position in 2003 to become director
of the Crossroads Cooperative Learning Program, a nonprofit
organization that assisted students from Hartford Public High
School, where the graduation rate is about 30 percent. Volunteers
with the Crossroads Cooperative Learning Program hold sessions
where the students are—in after-school hangouts or at football
practice—to track their grades, help them prep for SATs and
accompany them on "walkabouts" to meet with their teachers.
Todd is also known for his volunteer work in much the same spirit
with incarcerated prisoners. His time helping others doesn’t stop
there; Todd and his wife, Mary, have five children, Christopher,
Kyle, Anastasia, Katherine, and Zachary.
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S

Sean Keogh

ean was a camper in the late 80s and early 90s and
found a real calling in the Besserer and Senior Divisions,
ultimately working his way up to Senior DH in 1997.
Sean stands out among the most influential leaders
from the 90s for championing the boys who were shy, socially
uncomfortable, or labeled a troublemaker, but only needed a
mentor who could discipline with tenderness and empathy for the
first time. Scores of former campers—and presumably now former
students—credit Sean for discovering their voice in life, during
adolescence in particular.
Sean brought a physicality to his leadership at Camp—as a huge
character actor in Band Reports and as a beloved coach of the 15
and Under baseball Team, Sean used his whole body to display his
wild humor or to run up and down the third base line: throwing
his hat, leaping around to wave runners home, and attempting cart
wheels when they scored.
After a decade teaching at Berkshire Arts & Tech Charter School,
Sean became principal in 2018. He quickly became known for his
humor and theatrical approach to leadership—which delivers a
sense of passion and authenticity his students respect. This year
when covid-19 forced the close the school abruptly, Sean's main
concern was not for the testing or the meeting of State Standards
but for the health and emotional well-being of his students. He
made a video called “Fight the Fizzle.” This is best exemplified by
how he approached the seniors and their graduation. With it being
a small school, he was able to drive around to all 27 seniors’s houses
to deliver a handwritten message to each student rolled up in a
scroll using a grabber hand. These were written on stationery with
the school logo and pictures of yams—an inside joke he has been
sharing with this class for years—a reference to Things Fall Apart
by Chinua Achebe. These visits were videotaped for part of their
virtual graduation ceremony, where Sean gave a heartfelt speech
about loss and hope.

2021 Horace Blood Award
awarded to

br a d n u t ter
Nominated by Bill Perkins and John Wilkins

W

e recognize and thank
Brad Nutter for his exceptional
Belknap achievements over the
years and present him with the
2021 Horace Blood Award.
Brad has always provided innovative
suggestions, rock-solid judgment, and thoughtful
guidance to Board decision-making matters.
Every Board member, present and past, deeply
respect and truly enjoy Brad as a valued friend
and colleague.
He is unrivaled in the amount of Board time
spent, and distance traveled nationally, in his
commitment to success in Co-Chairing the
fundraising efforts of Camp Belknap's current
Sustain the Joy Campaign. No one has been more
dedicated to encouraging friends of Belknap,
alumni, current campers, leaders, and staff, along
with their families to support Camp with their
generous donations.
With Brad's Co-Chairmanship, this campaign
will exceed $10,000,000 for Camp Belknap. An

absolutely unthinkable challenge, until Brad
became involved with the campaign.
In addition to being incredibly humble and
generous with his time, Brad is also unmatched
with his support of Belknap. In addition to
supporting leader salaries at camp, Brad, and
his wife Loren, have also made a substantial
commitment to Camp Belknap's White Pines
Society. This past year, when Camp was unable
to open due to Covid-19, Brad Nutter quietly
came forward and offered more support than ever
before. Brad has done all of these wonderful things
for Belknap without any interest in recognition.
As the Horace Blood Award epitomizes
excellence, in our opinion there is no finer choice
than Brad Nutter for 2021.
Awarded to those members or the Camp Belknap
Board who have demonstrated the spirit of Horace’s
devotion to the improvement and perpetuation of
Camp Belknap, or a friend of camp who exhibits
the same devotion.
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v esper s
1

bat on shoulder
Will Ayscue

C

astellani sets, the pitch, and it’s a slider off
the outside corner, moves the count to 2– 1. Hasn’t
looked like he’s been in command of his slider today,
but it’s been his go-to pitch this season. Castellani,
in another relief appearance with a 2– 1 lead, seems to be in his
comfort zone. He comes set for the 2– 1 pitch, Diaz looks like he’s
running out of room, and that’s gonna get into the seats. 2– 2 is
the count. Tonight at Oracle Park is bring your stuffed animal to
the park night, so you can see a couple munchkins here with their
stuffed animals. Look at that one, it’s a stuffed horse. Castellani
gets a sign, shakes off one, and another, and here comes Vasquez,
they’ve got to get on the same page here for this 2– 2 pitch. Sox up
7– 5, the offensive threat Evan Longoria in the box. Longoria has
done damage against the Rockies already this year, and he’s looking
to do more of that here with two outs in the 6th. Castellani comes
set, and he fires in a fastball for a called third strike on the outside
corner. Not quite sure what Longoria was looking for, but looks
like he didn’t get it. We’ll take a quick break from the Northern
California Honda Dealer’s radio network on KNBR 680.
Giants radio Ad by Skip Spitsman.
I was lying in bed in my college dorm, staring up at the flag on the
ceiling, listening to the San Francisco Giants take on the Colorado
Rockies. It was a cold September in Middlebury, Vermont. I was
tired and wanted to sleep, but my mind was racing from the day
before. I had gotten into a bad habit of waking up too late, falling
asleep too late, and not respecting my body like I should have been.
Remember kids, your body is the temple of the spirit.
John Miller’s soothing voice flowed through the radio as Evan
Longoria, the Giant’s veteran third baseman, took his at-bat against
the Rockies pitcher German Marquez. As the announcer’s words
rolled through my head, I was able to slow down, calm my racing
mind, and recenter myself.
The Giant’s ended up losing that game, a crushing 2– 7 defeat
against their (much lesser) foes in the NL West. Sorry Jackson. I,
however, was asleep before the game ended, and despite the loss I
was thankful to have had the game to listen to.
This past fall at college was particularly hectic. Covid restrictions
hindered social interactions and confined me to the college campus,
from which I wasn’t allowed to venture. We were doing classes
online and I was spending way more time than ever in front of a
screen. For me, I am at my best when I am with my friends, learning
new things, exploring, working hard, and doing things outdoors.
I’m not someone who likes to look at a screen for very long or likes
to feel stuck in one place. This fall, however, I didn’t have much of
a choice on the matter, and I struggled with it.
Although I’ve always loved baseball, it became an especially big part
of my life this fall, listening to or watching games at night. Baseball
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is not always the fastest paced of sports. Although every game has its
moments, it is not uncommon to go several innings without recording
a hit, a strikeout, or a run. At times, games can take hours and run late
into the night. There’s no tackling. There’s no rapid back-and-forth
of teams scoring. And, most importantly, there’s no clock or timer
counting down the minutes until the game ends.
Some might find this boring. However, I think this is where the
true beauty of the game lies. Fielders have time to reset between each
pitch and get ready for the next one. Batters can step out of the box,
take a practice swing, and prepare for their next chance in the box.
Fans can take the time to understand the situation, and what their
team needs to do on the next pitch… or, eat some nachos out of a
plastic helmet (trotzky laughs). Every pitch isn’t hit, but every pitch
has the potential to be, and thus players must be prepared for such.
Baseball viewership has declined in recent years, largely because
people now crave faster-paced entertainment. However, it is this
slowness that we need now more than ever. Baseball, like life, is
not always fast-paced, and that’s a good thing. It gives us time to
enjoy and notice the little things. The shifts of the infield, dirty
uniforms, broken blades of grass, hollers from the crowds. “GET
YOUR GLIZZY HERE, RED HAWT!”
The true beauties in life lie in these little details, that we can only
take the time to notice when we slow down and look around. Then,
during these breaks in the action, life will pick back up again, and
this time you’ll be clear-headed and ready-to-go.
“BONDS HITS A HIGH FLY BALL... THIS ONES
WAY BACK... AT THE WALLL, OUTTA HERE! SEVEN
HUNDRED AND FIFTY-SIX… BONDS STANDS ALONE.
WHAT A MOMENT FOR BARRY BONDS... AND WHAT A
MOMENT FOR THESE FANS HERE IN SAN FRANCISCO.”
–Part 2–
ife, like baseball, can’t always be fast paced. I’ve
found that I, and I think most people, need time to slow
down and reset between the action.
Today, however, there are more distractions to slowing
down than ever before. Phones, video games, and social media are all
things that keep us going at a fast pace. They stop us from stepping
back and resetting ourselves. Slow times, on the other hand, give us
a chance take in the beauty of the little things in life. Many of us,
however, have become used to picking up our electronics to distract
ourselves during these breaks in the action. Although this is the easy
thing to do, it’s often not the right thing to do. Don’t get me wrong,
I love excitement. But when we don’t take time to slow down every
once and a while, think, and observe, we lose touch with ourselves.
Everyone has their own ways of slowing things down and
resetting themselves. For me, baseball is one of the ways I can

L

do this. Whether I’m playing or watching the sport, I feel calm,
content, and happy. Although your method of slowing things down
is probably different than mine, it’s important to have some way to
center yourself and get out of the fast lane.
I’d like everyone right now to take a second to look down at
the ground. Pick a spot and focus on it closely. Look at the pine
needles, and study one of them. Some of these needles took up to
seven years to grow on a tree. Cadets, that’s almost how old you
are! Look closely at one of them. Notice the imperfections, how it’s
different from all the rest.
Keep focusing on that spot. What else do you see? Every piece
of every woodchip, every pine needle, every stick, and every creepy
crawler in that tiny spot has its own story of how it came to be. Look
at the grove around us. Each tree, each bench, and each rock has
its own story too. Thousands of boys have come before you and sat
in your same seat and looked at these same trees.
Maybe some of them studied the same spot you just did. Some
New Hampshire beetles can live for up to 40 years. Next time you
see one crawling, instead of flicking it off your arm, take a second
to think about everything that went into that beetle getting to
where it is now. Who knows, maybe it landed on your dad’s arm

when he was your age!
Now take a second to just listen. Hear every noise around you.
When you really listen, you hear things that you hadn’t even noticed
were there before. Moving at a fast pace isn’t always a bad thing. It’s
important to stay busy and active. But when we move too quickly
for too long, we miss out on the things around us that make life
special. When you really take the time to study every little thing,
you’ll soon find that there’s enough happening in just this chapel
alone that you could never, ever take it all in.
Next time you feel bored and feel that need to distract yourself,
fight that urge. Don’t pick up your phone. Instead, take in
everything that’s around you, slow down, and just enjoy the beauty
in the little parts of life.
At the end of the fall, I decided to take the spring semester off
from college. With Jack Reaney’s encouragement, I followed him
to Colorado to work on a ski mountain. With little time to use my
phone and most of my days spent outdoors, skiing, I was able to reset
myself and relearn how to enjoy even the slower moments in life.
To me, this is what the phrase ‘Seek the Joy’ is all about—finding
beauty in even the most mundane of times.
People often say that Belknap is not the real world. But recently,
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after some good advice from Dacha and Savva’s dad, I’ve come to
realize that that’s false—camp is far more ‘real’ than the world
outside of camp is. Over the next week, each of you will have a
chance to reset yourselves. Take advantage of the opportunity to
get away from your phone or computer or whatever it is that you
use to distract yourself outside of camp. Reconnect with the world
around you, and yourself. And appreciate the slower times, that
give you a chance to breath, take it all in, and find the beauty in
the world around us.
–Part 3–
Casey at the Bat by Ernest Lawrence Thayer
The outlook wasn’t brilliant for the Mudville nine that day:
The score stood four to two, with but one inning more to play,
And then when Cooney died at first, and Barrows did the same,
A pall-like silence fell upon the patrons of the game.
A straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The rest
Clung to the hope which springs eternal in the human breast;
They thought, “If only Casey could but get a whack at that—
We’d put up even money now, with Casey at the bat.”
But Flynn preceded Casey, as did also Jimmy Blake,
And the former was a hoodoo, while the latter was a cake;
So upon that stricken multitude grim melancholy sat,
For there seemed but little chance of Casey getting to the bat.
But Flynn let drive a single, to the wonderment of all,
And Blake, the much despised, tore the cover off the ball;
And when the dust had lifted, and men saw what had occurred,
There was Jimmy safe at second and Flynn a-hugging third.
Then from five thousand throats and more there rose a lusty yell;
It rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell;
It pounded on the mountain and recoiled upon the flat,
For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.
There was ease in Casey’s manner as he stepped into his place;
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There was pride in Casey’s bearing and a smile lit Casey’s face.
And when, responding to the cheers, he lightly doffed his hat,
No stranger in the crowd could doubt ’twas Casey at the bat.
Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt;
Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped them on his shirt;
Then while the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip,
Defiance flashed in Casey’s eye, a sneer curled Casey’s lip.
And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through the air,
And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there.
Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped—
“That ain’t my style,” said Casey. “Strike one!” the umpire said.
From the benches, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,
Like the beating of the storm-waves on a stern and distant shore;
"Kill him! Kill the umpire!” shouted someone on the stand;
And it's likely they’d have killed him had not Casey raised his hand.
With a smile of Christian charity great Casey’s visage shone;
He stilled the rising tumult; he bade the game go on;
He signaled to the pitcher, and once more the dun sphere flew;
But Casey still ignored it and the umpire said, “Strike two!”
“Fraud!” cried the maddened thousands, and echo answered “Fraud!”
But one scornful look from Casey and the audience was awed.
They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,
And they knew that Casey wouldn’t let that ball go by again.
The sneer is gone from Casey’s lip, his teeth are clenched in hate,
He pounds with cruel violence his bat upon the plate;
And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go,
And now the air is shattered by the force of Casey’s blow.
Oh, somewhere in this favoured land the sun is shining bright,
The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are light;
And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere children shout,
But there is no joy in Mudville—mighty Casey has struck out.
My name is Henry Tantum. I’m the second baseman in the Cadet
Division, and this is my 13th summer at camp.
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