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Today’s Weather: High of 80° with 
partly coudy skies
Sunrise: 5:49 am Sunset: 7:44 pm

Rarely on time, and always accurate, 
if it ain’t in the papes, it ain’t news.

Messerstockapaloozathonfest Returns
One last night of rock and roll

by Benito Scaramucci; photography by Waffles

Come raft away

     On Thursday Rec Night, Cadets and Juniors were eligible to attend a raft-building period. Out of the total 110-120 eligible CJ campers, be-
tween 70-75 showed up. Using only sticks and rope, the army constructed 20 boats. Most of them successfully carried the dodgeball in the water, 
as challenged by leaders.
     “We had an absolute crowd of campers, ready to have a blast,” said LC Peter Blackburn. “This proves that a ton of people built boats on Thursday 
night, with one of the highest attendance rates for any period all summer around 60%. One heck of an atmosphere.”

by Thomas Raymond and David Garner

by Ben Roeltgen

     During the first woodcraft of 4th Ses-
sion, Besserer DH Jackson Frampton lied 
on the ground and screamed, “NIMBUS” 
every time another leader said what the 
clouds looked like. Nimbus and Nimbo 
(according to The Science Corner’s “Cloud 
Classification and Characteristics,” written 
by Ted Funk) are cloud types associated 
with rain or precipitation. 
     Did it rain that night? Was Frampton 
telling the truth?
     “No, I came up with it on the fly,” said 
Frampton, who also confirmed that he was 
actually predicting the weather. 
     Seems contradictory from Frampton, 
who then added that he has zero experience 
predicting weather, but has seen others do 
it before and therefore “mimicked them.”
     Someone needs to hold Chester ac-
countable. 
     On the topic of weather, LCs Matt Col-
lina and Peter Blackburn commented that 
“Mammatus clouds are sick, while Fractus 
clouds are more like ‘fartus’ clouds.”

N I M B U S

U ACHN  JHX Ç ≈Ω≈Ω≈≈ÇÇO≈≈≈˛˛˛Ø¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸¸         HJ[[[[[                            
77up mmuossc bf             j8bt;’............................./

We gave Shea Nowak 30 seconds 
on the computer keyboard:

Frampton was also a presence during the leader dance 
team performance at Messerstock (Photo by Waffles)

The Belknap Camper Band 
opened on Friday, playing 

Seven Nation Army, 
Free Fallin’, and 

Wagon Wheel

Vocals: Christian Burke, 
Liam Sakakeeny, 
Noah Kassels

Guitar: Nathaniel Croteau

Keys: Hayden Burke
Drums: Tobin Kassels

Bobby Belknap 
and the Loons 
headlined the 
event, rocking 
hard all night. 

 left to right: 
Jay Pier, 

Jack Carrol, 
Harrison Flagg, 

Charles Tantum, 
Dacha Thurber, 
Matt Harrison, 

(hidden drummer: 
Nolan Dickinson), 

Liam James, 
Henry Tantum

     It was a dangerous night. 
    On top of the rock concert, minigames and bug juice kept the boys busy on Messer Field. 
Timothy Kung made everyone cry with his classical piano, James Pirozolo made everyone laugh 
with his one-liners, and Jack Reaney and Matt Harrison made everyone go to the camp store, 
after dropping their freestyle rap, “F$FTY.”
     Program Directors Trevor Schofield put his heart and soul into the event, with support from 
music technician Harrison Flagg and assistant Program Director Matt Harrison. 
     “What a night,” said former Program Director Nick Nowak. “The ice man 
has filled my shoes.”
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by Nick Roeltgen and Luke Mahoney
Typical Y; Juniors playing cards

     Imagine this: a dark cabin, with string lights wrapped around the rafters, and 
flashlights hanging over tables (trunks) in the middle of the cabin, with blankets 
covering them and lanterns as the centerpiece. Stanley Chamallas sits outside on 
the doorstep, keeping total capacity to 23. Are you feeling lucky?
      During GS on August 10, Cabin Y in Juniors opened a casino. In the follow-
ing 30 minutes, two other cabins (N and C) opened casinos, respectively, and by 
the end of GS, a bustling network of casinos existed in the Junior Division. 
      Here are some stories from the workers of the Cabin Y casino. 
     Mason, the DJ, likes to play chill, laid-back songs. Rap songs just aren’t casi-
no-ey. His favorite song is “UCLA,” by RL Grime. 
     Will, casino owner of Y, thinks that he has the best casino because “we had the 
idea originally, and every other casino popped up after we started.”
     To navigate the competitive landscape, Will made some deals. 
     “At first, we were open during 2nd GS, and [Cabin C was] open during 1st,” 
he explained. “But now, we open whenever we want; when we’re closed, we tell 
them to go to Cabin C.”
     Will described Cabin C’s casino as “our little cousin, as in we’re supporting 
them, but we’re still better.” He refused to comment on Cabin N. 
     You’ll find Will at the Blackjack or Presidents table. He also clarified: no, you 
don’t need to place any bets inside the casino, and that neither he nor his VP 
Paddy accept any desserts from their cabin’s earnings. 

For premium subscribers only: 
- Pirozzolo and Carroll overthrow Harrison and Reaney during 
dinner announcements; forget Billy Cashel’s birthday
- Mountain Day reviews: Major, Knob, Welch-Dickey, Chocorua
- Shediac appearing to take day off “at will” 

     The gusts of wind were as strong as the Belknap Spirit during third 
period on August 12, 2022. 
     50 unlucky boats capsized, per reports, and some never made it past 
Farm Island. 
     “The winds were 
blowing at 12-20 
knots, 160-degrees 
North Northwest,” 
said Colin Gilmore, 
who helped captain 
the Lund in support. 
Colin further com-
mented that one boat 
had been “de-masted,” and had been towed in from Farm Island West. 
     James Pirozzolo and Colin Gilmore gave it their all in the Lund, tak-
ing turns as frog-man and whipping across the bay. Jack Carroll left his 
lowly-attended Polliwog/Guppy swim lesson in the hands of certified 
clown and lifeguard, Gigi Lannon, and ran to main dock to board Belk-
nap’s newly acquired rescue boat (the Ribcraft) and provide auxiliary 
support in the dreaded vortex. 
     “His help was greatly appreciated,” said Gilmore, “but not necessary.” 
     After siesta, James Pirozzolo declared: “this is my last sailing period 
ever, and I’m going to crush it.” 
     Unfortunately for 46 picos, 4 bahías, and Zolo’s credibility, this wasn’t 
the case. Instead, bystanders said that “the wind went Sicko Mode” and 
“it’s lit; capsizing is fun.”
     Perhaps the funniest event of all was recounted by Colin Gilmore:
“After helping right a boat and lifting two campers into it, I watched it 
flip again seconds later. That’s when I noticed Christian Burke desper-
ately trying to get back, paddling with one arm and desperately trying 
to preserve a non-waterproof disposable camera at the same time.”
    Definitely an afternoon to remember on Belknap’s waterfront. 

Turmoil in the bay 
by Christian Burke and Tyler Stokes

The condiment crisis
by Tagg Clark, Liam Sakakeeny, Mason Coffey, and Bailey Bonus

      On Tuesday, August 9th, the man, the myth, the legend Sava Thurber proved his 
strength by twisting open a bottle of Heinz dill pickle relish, and dumping nearly half of it 
down his throat. Seconds later, the entire dining hall erupted in awe, with the exception of 
Seth Kassels who remained seated in silence, unimpressed.
     24 hours later, at Wednesday’s lunch, Sava rose from his seat yet again, and downed a bottle 
of Monarch-brand ketchup as if it were a glass of water. In an effort to one-up Thurber, Miles 
“Meat” Tiberia enjoyed a mouthful of condiments, this time his own bottle of relish.
     After another eruption from the dining hall, Seth motioned for the crowd to quiet down. 
After a couple more announcements, LC Sawyer Zuzenak challenged the LIT’s to a game of 
Bizou Ball by sipping from a bottle of Cholula hot sauce to prove that the LITs were no match. 
     “Zuz is a beast,” shouted fellow LC Peter Blackburn, as well as Matt Collina who com-
mented “hot sauce is bussin.’” 
     The final straw came next.
     Sava and Luke Farlie, who has since been dismissed from camp, smeared a larger than nor-
mal dollop of sunbutter on their faces as if it were moisturizer. But alas, it was sunbutter, and 
for the main event of the afternoon, Fox Hayes poured a whole bottle of cholula hot sauce in 
his mouth between lines of his announcement.  
     In seconds, Hayes’ face was a brighter red than Ryan Trotzky’s nose after a campout, and it 
would stay that way as the Executive Director dropped his executive hammer:
     “STOP. That’s not OK,” said Seth. “That’s horrible LBE (Leadership By Example). Camp-
ers, never do what your leaders are doing.”
     To this day, Seth is still known as Seth “stop chugging” Kassels, but at least Belknap will 
have enough “prepared yellow mustard” to last through fifth session. 

     The Kitchen Division wakes up at 5:45 AM to 
make food for over 350 people, many of whom will 
eat two servings or more. They wake up that early, 
because it takes three and a half hours to cook. 
     According to Colin Gilmore, Kitchen DH, there 
are 40 gnomes working behind the scenes to cook for 
Camp Belknap. 
     “They 
sleep under 
a mushroom 
and are 
very happy 
gnomes,” 
said Gilm-
ore. 
     Jack Wil-
mot, second 
year leader, added that the easiest meal to cook is cold 
cuts, but his favorite is Mediterranean chicken. 
    “We have to make about a dozen meals for dietary 
restrictions,” chanted the leaders in perfect unison.

Inside the Kitchen Division
by Will MacKay and Moose (King) 


