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For some years, there has been a World War I veterans grave
marker and flag displayed in front of The Pamola Lodge
flagpole at Camp Roosevelt. Observant scouts and leaders ask
about this grave marker and the story is told that when some
local soldiers came back from WWI, they wanted to establish
local Boy Scouts. Of course, Boy Scouts need a camp, so these
forward-thinking veterans established what is now Camp
Roosevelt. To honor their vision, a grave marker was placed in
front of Pamola Lodge to remember their legacy.

REMEMBERING...
A couple of my memories of Camp Roosevelt are: the summer of ‘68 when we had

the Water Competition, including a “greased watermelon” race where the object
was for two members of each troop to try to get the watermelon into the rowboat
before any other troop. The two scouts from our troop were very cagey. One put
the watermelon down between his legs and the other scout said it “went under the
boat” and started to go around. All the other participants went with him and the
scout lifted the watermelon up from between his legs and put it in the boat, which
then capsized and everyone realized they had been had.

Another memory was when the older scouts decided to sneak down to the parking
lot and put the Scoutmaster’s car up on blocks. They had two wheels up and were
working on the third when the Scoutmaster caught them. What a scene! Of course they
put the car back down and came back to the campsite. [I also recall] one night a scout
had some snack food in his tent by his sleeping bag and woke up screaming because
two raccoons were on his sleeping bag fighting over the food!

Gary Noyes
Troop 47 Orono
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Jim McClure of Bangor tells about
his being a camp counselor in the
1920s. “One of my duties was
ordering supplies for the camp chef.
The supplies came in daily by
jigger… horse and jigger.”

Yes, even the road has an interesting
history. In 1921, when Camp Roosevelt
saw its first campers, the trail in was a
mere woods road. I assume it was wide
enough for a horse and wagon and used
for logging, probably in the winter. Log-
ging roads were winter roads as they then
were usually snow packed and easy for
horses to pull sleds loaded with logs. In
the spring, the roads were “mud holes” so
logging usually ended before the thaw.
The Scouts had to walk in and out, and all
supplies had to be packed in — no deliv-
ery trucks in the early years.

According to Fred Otto of Orono, it was
1952 that major improvements were made
on the road. Perry Jackson was the coun-
cil executive and a capital fundraising
campaign had taken place. Although
motor vehicles came in prior to this time,
it was one-way traffic with turnouts at
various spots for on-coming traffic. Perry
had the road widened.

An interesting observation regarding
the road comes from J. Richard Tonini,
camp ranger from 1958 until 1974, some-
times affectionately known as “that Mean
Old Camp Ranger.” He actually wasn’t
mean, really very kind hearted.

“When I landed at KSR, there wasn’t
any road that you could use in the spring.
During the winter the first year I was
there, the road would wash out. From the
bridge at the end of the lake and down, the
water would come down that road and
wash that hill all out so that you could
hardly get up there with a four wheel
drive. So, we had to fix it. We got H.E. Sar-
gent in there with some equipment, put in
the culverts, and graveled the road.”

Ken Liberty tells of driving in to see To-
nini in the spring. He got in as far as the
turn at the bottom of Black Cap. Walking
the rest of the way, he looked back and saw
his car sinking into the mud (all four
wheels) up to the axles. It took Tonini’s
WWII 4-wheel drive truck to get him out.

Also during the early 50s the Seabees
came in and assisted on the road and many
of the buildings. One of them, Leslie Smith
of Phippsburg, remembers when he and
some others of his unit put in the bridge at
the end of the pond.

“We had to take out the old bridge com-
pletely and it sure made the camp ranger
nervous. His anxiety stemmed from the fact
that while the bridge was out he had no fire
protection from the town fire department.”


