Spring 2019

The Old Camp Road and Hurricane Agnes
By Eric Lorgus: Editor/masthead artist of the Camp Echo.

During my years on staff (1966-1977), access to the
camp was by way of Horseshoe Rd, which ran from
US Route 1 directly into camp. It mostly followed
the path of the Octoraro Creek. As beautiful as the
camp was, I felt the drive along the placid Octoraro
rivaled anything else, even the view from the
Chapel. It was always a pleasure to travel on what
is now known as the Old Camp Road.
Because the road was so close to the creek, it
flooded easily. This left the roadway a patchwork
of potholes and rough gravel. As the 1972 camping
season approached, then Scout Executive Walt
Ryan found the money to finally pave the road. It
was completed a week before camp opened and
was as smooth as an interstate! It seemed too
good to be true, and alas, the gods who wanted
Horseshoe Rd to be primitive were about to wreak
their vengeance.
On Thursday of staff week, June 22nd, we all awoke
to another rainy morning. This must have been
before weather forecasting, because we had no
warning of the biblical flooding that was about to
ensue. Camp Director, Ernie Heegard left early in
the morning to attend final classes at Haverford

High, where he taught. He was the last person to
traverse the newly paved road.
During the morning, the call went out for help in
moving the boats away from the edge of the river.
Back then, the boat docks were adjacent to the OA
Bridge. Moving the boats was routine whenever
the river rose. However, no sooner had they been
moved 50 feet inland than we realized that wasn’t
enough. The river was rising very quickly. By
midday we had moved all the boats to the lawn of
Kindness Center. The entire athletic field was
flooded. On the edge near the Dining Hall hill, the
water was waist deep. The footway of the OA
Bridge began to twist as the roaring waves of the
fast moving river clipped its boards. It slowly
twisted to vertical and briefly looked like a picket
fence standing above the water. Then, in the blink
of an eye, it was gone. No sound. No slow motion.
It just disappeared.
Besides the boats, we were able to save all the
archery equipment, and all but one tent from
Shawana, the former tent site next to the pool.
The one tent that got away was a strange sight,
floating on its platform with the two cots still
inside, looked like a scene from the Wizard of Oz.
That evening, Ernie had to hike back into camp
from Gray Horse Chapel. What he found was a
camp in ruins, without electricity or telephone.
Fortunately, the staff was safe, albeit soggy. The
next morning, he led us out the camp road to
survey the damage. We discovered two sections
that had been severely washed out. There were
chasms several feet deep that exposed enormous
boulders. The longest washout was at least 100
feet long, where the river made a sharp bend.

Long sections of the new asphalt lay beside where
the road had been, displaced but too heavy to be
washed away.
Ernie called us around and told us we had a lot to
do since camp opened in two days. At the time I
was puzzled that he didn’t admit it would be nearly
impossible to have the camp put right in a mere 48
hours. Ernie said a full camp was signed up and
looking forward to the first camping week -- we
were not going to disappoint them. It was a lesson
in leadership. Ernie may have privately had his
doubts that the camp could be ready in two days,
but revealing them would have tempered our
ambition.
The call went out (although I don’t know how
without a telephone) and on Saturday, one day
before camp opened, an army of volunteers
appeared, led by the Order of the Arrow. Henkels
& McCoy donated the use of dump trucks and
heavy equipment. Loads and loads of stone and
gravel were transported from the quarry to fill the
gaping holes of the washed out sections.
By midday Sunday, the road had been repaired
sufficiently to allow one-way traffic. As Ernie had
willed, camp did open on time. All departments

had been put back in order except for the pool,
which was filled with muddy water, dead fish, and
a lot of smelly muck. It would take another week
for the pool to be cleaned. The road was never the
same again. Flagmen were used on Sundays when
there was heavy two-way traffic, to get the visitors
through the repaired sections.
That mammoth flood has been blamed on
Hurricane Agnes. It was actually the confluence of
the remnants of Agnes and another system that
tracked up the Chesapeake Bay from North
Carolina. Record rainfall amounts of 7-9” were
posted in places like State College and Altoona.
Closer to Horseshoe, the rainfall was 15” in
Harrisburg and York. The Susquehanna River hit a
record flow which peaked on June 24. Conowingo
Dam opened all 53 of its gates, the first and only
time in its history.
The long term consequences of the flood are seen
in Horseshoe today. The boat docks were moved
upstream, the Shawana campsite was abandoned,
and sadly, so too, the picturesque Old Camp Rd.
Last summer, Jim Goudie and I walked out the old
road as far as we could. It had been 46 years since
that morning when we walked with Ernie and the

rest of the staff to see what was left. The old road
has now deteriorated to a narrow trail. Its beauty
has not changed, nor my many memories of driving
into camp along its winding path, looking for the
signs of the Scout Law. When you saw
“REVERENT”, you knew you had entered the
enchanted land of Camp Horseshoe.

The Echo – By David “Woody” Woodward,
HSRAA Executive Committee
While working on some updates to the HSRAA
Virtual Museum, I came across the exhibit housing
The Camp Echo newspapers. I knew that the
publication had been around for a long time, but
never took the time to do that math. 2019 marks
92nd volume with this year’s issues rolling off the
presses. Volume 1 dates back to 1929, the second
year (first full year) of summer camp at Horseshoe.
Did you know that the Virtual Museum contains
many of these historic accounts of camp life?

the five original campsites. How many of you knew
that Taylor campsite was originally named Camp
Mason-Dixon?
An issue from 1935 reveals that The Camp Echo
was published 3 times a week. In a section titled
Stockade News, there are highlights from the five
campsites. Interestingly, Crockett is missing and
Camp Thomas (new campsite in 1935) and
Wilderness Camp are covered. What happened to
Crockett? No news or did the stockade leader just
miss the deadline for submitting the news? Also in
July of 1935, Scouts from Camp Rodney visited our
camp for a swim meet. Horseshoe overpowered
Rodney scoring an overall victory, 55 to 34.
By the 1940s, The Echo was down to a single two
page publication per week and the content was
very similar to what we find in today’s publication.
It was largely brief summaries of camp-wide
activities and the results of the week’s inter-troop
competitions.

From paper’s first historic year, the purpose is
stated: “The Camp Echo” is to keep every Camper
in touch with the activities of the entire Camp”

The paper was reduced to a single page during the
1960s but was back to two pages in the 1970s.
This issue from July 1929 is four pages long and
reveals a lot about early camp life. Unfortunately,
this artifact suffered some of the ill effects that
time has on paper. A corner chunk of the second
page has completely deteriorated but other than
that, the articles are pretty much intact. One of
the articles outlines the history of the Horseshoe
property and its transition from farm to camp. Did
you know that Samuel Reynolds bought the
property for $300 at the beginning of the 19th
century? The issue goes on to report the naming of

The format and layout of the paper remained
basically unchanged until the digital age found its
way to Horseshoe in the late 80s, early 90s.
While observing these changes, I was reminded of
those Saturday nights at headquarters in the late
70s and early 80s helping to piece together the
week’s events for Sunday’s publication.
These activities included:








Tracking down department heads for the
week results that they forgot to turn into
headquarters.
Attempting to come up with clever wording
for articles and when failing that, searching
past issues to plagiarize an earlier account.
Designing the masthead, stealing an old one
was totally acceptable. At times additional
artwork was needed to make up for a lack
of creativity (copy) in the articles.
The lost art of using on a typewriter; no
backspace/delete, insert or spellcheck.
Anyone remember “White Outing” mistakes
and then typing over the correction? What

a welcome advancement when PCs and
copiers replaced the ditto mimeograph
machine which replaced the typewriters!
There is a ton of history to be found in the pages of
The Camp Echo from 1929 to 2018. Be sure to visit
this exhibit online in the HSRAA virtual museum.

Have you renewed your HSRAA annual
membership for 2019?
Registration can be done online at www.hsraa.com
and your contribution is 100% tax deductible. Over
90% of our membership dues are spent on projects
that improve both camps, Horseshoe and Ware.
Don’t forget about HSRAA’s

20th year reunion
celebration. This is one event
you won’t want to miss.
Festivities will start 2:00 PM
on Saturday 7/13/2019, at
the Goodman Pavilon. Dinner served after Camp
Retreat at 5:45 PM. More details to come.

