Campfire Teacher Packet

Copies of these songs, skits, games, and stories are also available in the Chaperone Lounge
Songs

Baby Shark

Note:  Leader starts off each new stanza (first two words) and students join in for the rest of the verse.  You may need to do the first stanza once through so students get the idea of the rhythm. 

Baaabyyyy shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


(Move both hands like  

Baby shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do



mouths opening and closing)

Baby shard, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

Baby shark!

Maaaamaaaa shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

(Stretch both arms out in 

Mama shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


front of you—palms facing   

Mama shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


each other--and clap)

Mama shark!

Daaaaaddyyyyy shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

(Hold right arm straight out 

Daddy shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


in front of you and touch 

Daddy shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


right foot to right hand)

Daddy shark!

Graaandpaaaa shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

(Stretch both arms out in

Grandpa shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


front of you—palms facing        
Grandpa shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


each other—curl fingers,

Grandpa shark!





and clap hands)

Iiii weeeent swimming, doo, doo, do, do, da, do



I went swimming, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


(Make swimming motion 

I went swimming, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


with arms)

I went swimming!

Saaaw aaa shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


(Place palms together, 

Saw a shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


place hands above head,

Saw a shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


and mimic a shark fin)

Saw a shark!

Shaaaark aaaattack, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

(Mime being attacked--

Shark attack, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


flail arms and legs)

Shark attack, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

Shark attack!

Looooost aaaaan arm, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

(Make swimming motion

Lost an arm, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


with one arm only)

Lost an arm, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

Lost an arm!

Looost aaaaa leg, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


(Make swimming motion with

Lost a leg, doo, doo, do, do, da, do



one arm only and hopping on 

Lost a leg, doo, doo, do, do, da, do



one leg)

Lost a leg!

Weeeeent uuuuuunconscious



(Tilt head to side and close

Unconscious






eyes—switch sides each 

Unconscious






time “unconscious” is said) Unconscious!

Caaall 9-1-1, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


(Pretend to dial 911 with

911, doo, doo, do, do, da, do




phone receiver at ear)

911, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

911!

C-P-R, doo, doo, do, do, da, do



(Interlace fingers, rotate

CPR, doo, doo, do, do, da, do




palms facing away from body

CPR, doo, doo, do, do, da, do




and pump arms)

CPR!

Diiidnnn’t make it, unh-unh, unh, unh, unh-unh

(Wave arms back and forth

Didn’t make it, unh-unh, unh, unh, unh-unh


in front of you in manner of

Didn’t make it, unh-unh, unh, unh, unh-unh


referee gesturing “no good”)

Didn’t make it!

Weeent tooo heaven, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

(Make halo with fingers and

Went to heaven, doo, doo, do, do, da, do


hold above head)

Went to heaven, doo, doo, do, do, da, do

Went to heaven!

Caaame baaack as a baaabyyyy shark, 
doo, doo, do, do, da, do

Baby shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do



(Move both hands like

Baby shark, doo, doo, do, do, da, do



mouths opening and closing)

Baby shark!

Boom Chick-A Boom

Note:  This is a repeating song so the leader does each verse and then the audience repeats it.  Motions can be done with each stanza and feel free to “play up” the parts as well as add new styles.

Funky Style

Leader:  I said a boom chick-a boom.

Audience:  Repeat (I said a boom chick-a boom)

Leader:  I said a boom chick-a boom

Audience:  Repeat (I said a boom chick-a boom)

Leader:  I said a-boom-a-chick-a-rock-a-chick-a-rock-a-chick-a-boom

Audience:  Repeat (I said a-boom-a-chick-a-rock-a-chick-a-rock-a-chick-a-boom)

Leader:  Oh yeah!

Audience:  Repeat (Oh yeah!)

Leader:  Uh-huh!

Audience:  Repeat (Uh-huh!)

Leader:  One more time

Audience:  Repeat (One more time)

Leader:  Janitor style

Leader:
I said a broom chick-a broom

(Do sweeping and mopping motions)



I said a broom chick-a broom



I said a broom-a-chick-a-mop-a-chick-a-mop-a-chick-a-broom



Oh yeah



Uh-huh



One more time



Galaxy style

Leader:
I said a moon chick-a moon

(Hold arms above hand in a circle



I said a moon chick-a moon

for moon and pointed for rocket)



I said a-moon-a-ship-a-rocket-ship-a-rocket-ship-a-moon



Oh yeah



Uh-huh



One more time



Underwater style

Leader: 
Underwater style is the same as funky style but jiggle your lips with your  finger and make swimming motions as you say each verse.


(Next) Valley Girl style

Leader:  
I said like-a-boom chick-a boom


I said like-a-boom chick-a boom


I said a boom-a-chick-a-whatever-chick-a-for sure-a-chick-a-boom


Oh yeah


Uh-huh


One more time


Minnesota style

Leader:
I said a loon chick-a loon


I said a loon chick-a loon


I said a-yah-sure-ya-betcha-yah-ya-betcha-that’s-a-loon


Oh yeah 


Uh-huh


One more time


Diner style

Leader:  
I said a spoon chick-a spoon


I said a spoon chick-a spoon


I said a spoon a chick-a fork a wash the knives a chick-a spoon


Oh yeah


Uh-huh


One more time


Funky style (end song with this one)

Bugaloo

Note:  For this song you will have to prep the audience about what their part is and instruct them to follow you on everything else.

Leader:  Let me see your bugaloo!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  I said, let me see your bugaloo!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  (Doing some funky dance moves.)  I said a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo.  One more time now!

Audience:  (Repeating action)  Oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo.

Leader:  Let me see your Frankenstein!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  I said, let me see your Frankenstein!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  (Holding arms straight out in front of body, palms down, hands limp, and moving arms up and down.)  I said a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, a, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo.  One more time now!

Audience:  (Repeating action)  Oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo

Leader:  Let me see your dead ant!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  I said, let me see your dead ant!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader: (Lying down on back and moving arms and legs in the air.)  I said a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo.  One more time now!

Audience:  (Repeating action) Oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo

Leader:  Let me see your John Travolta!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  I said,  let me see your John Travolta!

Audience:  What’s that you say?


Leader:  (Doing disco moves—point one finger up to the right and then point down to the left and repeat.)  I said a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo.  One more time now!

Audience:  (Repeating action)  Oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo.

Leader:  Let me see your funky chicken!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  I said, let me see your funky chicken!

Audience:  What’s that you say?

Leader:  (Doing the funky chicken—walk while flapping elbows and lifting knees.)  I said a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo.  One more time now!

Audience:  (Repeating action)  Oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo, ah, ah, a-oo

Final stanza:  Repeat first stanza with “bugaloo”

Da Moose Song

This is a repeat-after-me song with actions.

(Sing the first section with a Jamaica-style accent.)

Da Moose, Da Moose!  (Students repeat.) 

Swimming in da water  (Make swimming motion with arms; students repeat.)

Eating his supper  (Make an eating motion with hands; students repeat.)

Where did he go?  (Put hands to brow as if scanning the horizon; students repeat.)

He go to sleep.  (Put head on hands; students repeat.)

(Sing the second section like the first, but do it in a whisper.)

Da Moose, Da Moose!

Swimming in da water

Eating his supper

Where did he go?

He go to sleep.

(Sing the third section just like the first two, but do it in a VERY LOUD voice.)

Dead Moose, Dead Moose!

Floating in da water!

Not eating his supper!

Where did he go?  (Sing more quietly on this verse.)

He de-com-pose.  (Sing quietly while crouching down toward the ground.)

If It’s Raining

Tune:  If You’re Happy and You Know It

If it’s raining and you know it, clap your hands (clap, clap)

If it’s raining and you know it, clap your hands (clap, clap)

If it’s raining and you know it,

Then your clothes will surely show it,

If it’s raining and you know it clap your hands (clap, clap)

If the mud is only knee deep, stomp your feet (stomp, stomp)

If the mud is only knee deep, stomp your feet (stomp, stomp)

If the mud is only knee deep,

And you wish it were hip deep,

If the mud is only knee deep, stomp your feet (stomp, stomp)

If the wind is really blowing, shake your head (shake, shake)

If the wind is really blowing, shake your head (shake, shake)

If the wind is really blowing,

And your hat is quickly going,

If the wind is really blowing, shake your head (shake, shake)

If the temperature is falling, rub your hands (rub, rub)

If the temperature is falling, rub your hands (rub, rub)

If the temperature is falling,

And your spirits are appalling,

If the temperature is falling, rub your hands (rub, rub)

The Little Green Frog

Blip! Blop! Went the little green frog one day,

(Action:  With every Blip!, slap

Blip! Blop! Went the little green frog,


your legs above the knee.  With every

Blip! Blop! Went the little green frog one day,

Blop!, slap your legs below the knee.)

So they all went Blip! Blop! Blip!

BUT………………..

We all know that frogs go <clap> la di da di da

(Action:  During the la di da di da, 

<Clap> La di da di da





hold one leg out to the side and wave 

<Clap> La di da di da





the hand on the same side as if waving

We all know that frogs go <clap> la di da di da

a top hat.  For the next la di da di da,

They don’t go Blip! Blop! Blip!



do the same on the other side.  









Switch back and forth each time.)

After going through this song a couple of times the regular way, then do a much slower version, a fast version, and a super fast version.

My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean

My bonnie lies over the ocean

My bonnie lies over the sea

My bonnie lies over the ocean

Oh bring back my bonnie to me

Bring back, bring back

Oh bring back my bonnie to me, to me

Bring back, bring back

Oh bring back my bonnie to me!

Repeat 2-3 times at an increasingly faster pace each time

[During this song, split the group into two section (ex.  boys/girls, left side/right side, etc.)

Have one group start standing up and the other start sitting down.  Every time a word is sung that starts with a “B,” each group must stand or sit accordingly (people standing will sit and people sitting will stand).  Each group will be up and down many times through the song.]

Skits

Candy Shop skit

Characters:  person narrating/building a candy shop, friend of candy shop builder, volunteers from audience

Props:  None

The person narrating begins by saying that ever since he/she was a little kid, he/she has always wanted to own a candy shop.  The candy shop would be a beautiful place filled with candy.  The narrator would like to describe his/her vision for the candy shop to the audience.  First, you can’t have a candy shop without walls.  

Hmmm, let’s see…(takes two people or volunteers out of the audience to be walls).  The walls would be about 10 feet apart and very sturdy (two people stand 10 feet apart and hold their arms out to the sides).  

Next, you need doors so that people can come into the candy shop to buy things (takes two more people out of audience).  The doors would be the kind that swing in and out (set two people up as doors facing each other—hands straight out in front of them—when people enter they swing in, when people exit they swing out).  

It is important to keep the candy shop clean and welcoming so that people want to come in, so the builder needs some welcome mats to go in front of the door (choose two people from audience—those with the name “Matt” work very well).  The mats would be place right in front of the door where everyone would see them as they came in (the two people lie down in front of the door leaving a little walking space between them—they say “Welcome” to anyone who enters the store and “Have a nice day to anyone who leaves).

Note:  As the skit progresses, walk by the mats and through the doors so the people in those parts must do their job.

Of course, it wouldn’t be a candy shop without a place to sit and enjoy your candy, so the candy shop needs some chairs (take two people from audience to be chairs).  The chairs would be placed right in the middle of the shop where there is a lot of room (chairs get on their hands and knees in the middle of the shop—narrator can sit down on one).

Finally, any good candy shop has one last thing—a grandfather clock—because they are a great decoration it is always helpful to be able to tell time (choose one last person from audience).  The clock is a funny clock though because it can speak but doesn’t tell the correct time.  In fact, when you ask it what time it is, it says “Tick, tock, it’s three o’clock” (place clock near a wall in shop—ask clock what time it is).

After candy shop is all set up, the builder’s friend wanders along.  He/she walks into the shop (welcome mats say “Welcome” and door swing open) and begins talking with the narrator/builder.  He/she goes over to the clock and asks what time it is, then comes back to ask the candy shop owner about what candy is available.

Friend:  “So, do you have any chocolate bunnies?”

Owner:  “No, sorry, we’re all out of those.”

Friend:  “Ok, do you have any gumdrops?”

Owner:  “Nope, just ran out of those yesterday.”

Friend:  “Hmmm, alright then.  Could I get some taffy?”

Owner:  “I’m afraid we’re out of that as well.”

Friend:  “Well, I don’t understand.  This is a candy shop but you seem to have no candy at all!  Where did all the candy go?”

Owner:  “Dear friend, I’m sorry that I don’t have what you want.  It’s true that I don’t have much here, but one thing I do have is a whole bunch of suckers!”  (Gesture at people who make up the candy shop.)

Flora the Flea

Characters:  Performer

Props:  None

The performer is putting his/her trained flea, Flora, through all her tricks for the audience.  He/she explains the tricks as Flora does them and follows every flip, jump, etc. as she performs before landing back in the performer’s hand.  The performer finally asks Flora to jump to the ceiling.  He/she loses sight of the flea and she doesn’t return.  The performer looks high and low, but Flora can’t be found.  Finally, the performer looks in someone’s hair.

Performer:  “Flora!  There you are!  I’m so glad to have you back!  But say……this isn’t Flora.” 

An alternate ending to this skit:  After Flora is done with her tricks, the performer says “Let’s hear a round of applause for Flora!”  He/she then starts clapping, stops, and becomes horrified after realizing what he/she has just done.

Bag Skits

Characters:  Varying number

Props:  Collect a wide variety of props from the costume closet and place into large garbage bags (if you would like 3 skits performed, make 3 separate bags)

Give a skit bag to a group of students and give them 3-10 minutes to come up with a skit using whatever props they wish from the bag.  Encourage creativity and improvisation.  If desired, give students time before the campfire to come up with skits and practice before presenting them.  If there is a large group at the campfire, do another activity while the bag skit groups are developing their skits.  Be sure to collect all props after the skits. 
Is It Time Yet?

Characters:  two leaders that know what’s going on, 4-5 volunteers from audience who don’t know what’s going on

Props:  None

Everyone should be seated in a line on the ground with the two leaders on each end of the line.  Everyone in the line should have their right legs crossed over their left legs.  

Leader 1:  (Turns to person next to him/her) “Is it time yet?”

Person 1:  (Turns to next person) “Is it time yet?”

Person 2:  (To next person) “Is it time yet?”

Person 3: (To next person) “Is it time yet?”

Person 4:  (To leader 2)  “Is it time yet?”

Leader 2:  (Checks watch, turns to person 4) “No, it’s not time yet.”

   (Continues down the line to leader 1)

Leader 1 shakes head as if saying “I understand,” waits a couple seconds, then asks person 1 “Is it time yet?”  Question goes down the line as before and leader 2 again replies “No, it’s not time yet.”  The answer goes back down the line as before.  Leader 1 asks one more time and it goes down the line.  Leader 2 replies, “It’s time” and the answer goes back down the line.  Once it gets to Leader 1, he/she crosses left leg over right leg.  This goes down the line and then the skit is done!

The Lost Teacher

Characters:  Storyteller, Bird, Frog, Breeze, Tree, Lost Teacher

Props:  None

Note:  The persons doing sound effects should ideally be hiding off in the woods somewhere or behind a tree and make their sound on cue.  The lost teacher must be hiding in the woods.

Storyteller:  “You know, I love learning in an outdoor setting.  There’s just something about it that makes it so much different than being in a classroom.  For one thing, you can hear so many things out here in nature than you can inside.  For instance, there are lots of birds (bird makes tweeting sounds, sings a bird song).  Isn’t that a lovely sound?  And the frogs have on of the greatest sounds (frog makes ribbiting sounds and short whistles).  Beautiful.  Sometimes you can feel a good breeze through classroom windows, but that’s just not the same as experiencing the breeze outside (breeze makes windy sounds).  Also, there are usually trees outside the classroom windows, but how many?  The breeze going through trees in a forest is a sound not to be missed (tree makes breezy, rustling noises).  However, the sound I love to hear the most when I’m learning in an outdoor setting is the sound of a lost teacher” (teacher makes stomping noises and calls “Where in the world am I?)

Spring is Sprung

Characters:  Poet, audience members/volunteers

Props:  None
The poet comes to the front, introduces himself/herself, and states that he/she would like to read a poem to the audience.  The poet begins to read, but will stop at the beginning of the first line because he/she forgot something.  This will happen at each line of the poem and each time it happens an audience member is picked to help act out the poem.  Instruct the helpers to only do their actions when their part is read in the poem.

Spring is Sprung

the grass…

Poet:  “Oops, I forgot something.  I need some help from someone.”

(pick volunteer who acts out grass growing—crouches down with hands straight above head and rises to a standing position)

Repeat poem; stop at “flowers”

Poet:  “Darn, I forgot something else.  Could I get someone else to help out?”

(pick person who is a flower blooming—crouches down with hands above head in a circle and rises to standing position as arms open up)

Repeat poem; stop at “birds”

Poet:  “I can’t believe I forgot about this part.  Is there anyone else who could spare a moment?”

(pick person to be a bird chirping—have person make tweeting noises or whistle)

Repeat poem; stop at “froggies”

Poet:  “Ladies and gentlemen, I am most humbly sorry for these interruptions, but I cannot recite the poem without the proper effects.”

(choose another person from audience to be a frog—have them say “ribbit”)

Repeat poem; stop at “leaves”

Poet:  “I cannot believe I forgot about the trees.  I need three people to help me out.”

(choose three people from the audience to be trees—have them stand behind the others with their arms stretched out and wiggling their fingers)

Repeat poem once again, but STOP READING BEFORE THE LAST LINE!

Poet:  “I am so sorry, but I need just one more person in order to read this poem correctly.”

(choose person from audience and instruct him/her to run in and out between the trees)

SPRING IS SPRUNG

Spring is sprung 

the grass is growing

the flowers are blooming

the birds are singing

and the froggies are ribbiting.

The leaves on the trees are growing,

and the sap is running through the trees.
Games

Gibberish Game

Props:  None

For this game, choose a number of volunteers from the audience (6-8 people works well) and have them line up in front.  Starting at one end, the first person will be a communicator, the second person will be the translator, and the third person will be another communicator.  The communicators can be aliens from different planets or people with a very different language system.  It is the translator’s job to facilitate communication between the two communicators who cannot understand one another but can understand the translator.  The translator speaks in English; however, the communicators cannot use any recognizable language—they must speak in nonsense words, baby talk, make sounds, or any form of gibberish.  

The first communicator will begin the conversation by saying a few things in gibberish which the translator will then translate for the second communicator.  The second communicator will respond and the translator will relay the message to the first communicator.  Communicators can be expressive with their actions and with the tone and volume of their gibberish.  After a few exchanges, the game facilitator yells “Jump” at which point the first communicator sits down, the translator becomes the first communicator, the second communicator becomes the translator, and the fourth person in line becomes the second communicator.  This pattern continues through the rest of the people in line.

Group Charades

Props:  Charade cards

This game runs like regular charades; however, the audience can be divided into teams.  One team starts by acting out the charade on the card, and the team (or an individual from that team) that guesses correctly gets to do the next charade.   It is important to stress that there is no talking by the people doing the charades.

Ideas

A symphony orchestra performing



A car assembly line

Scene in an operating room




A rock band on stage

A family picnic





The Ice Capades

A (baseball, football, hockey) game



A battle scene

A wedding






Performers at a circus

Guess the Story
Props:  None

Choose two volunteers from the audience.  Tell them that they must go out of ear shot and that while they are gone, you and the audience will be making up a story about them.  The two individuals must come back and try to figure out what the story is about by asking yes or no questions.  Choose a neutral person to escort the two individuals out of hearing distance and send them on their way.

When those people are gone, tell the audience that they will not be making up the story; the volunteers will.  Instruct the audience to answer the volunteers questions by considering the last letter of the last word of the question.  If the last letter of the last word is a consonant, the answer will be no.  If the last letter of the last word is a vowel, the answer will be yes.  If the last letter of the last word is a “y” the answer is maybe.  Once the audience understands, call the volunteers back and allow them to begin asking questions.  Continue the questioning until the volunteers think they have figured out the story.  After they propose it, give away the secret of the game (or don’t give it away if their proposal elicits a “yes” answer from the audience).

Question Machine

Props:  None

Choose 6-10 volunteers from the audience (you can have more if you wish).  Line them up in front of the audience and state that you have just built the amazing “Question Machine” which can answer any question that it is asked.  Explain that each individual in the question machine will give one word to help answer the question.  The answer to the question is complete when the sentence that the individuals of the question machine create makes sense (at least as a sentence).  If the answer isn’t finished by the time it gets to the end of the line, then it continues with the first person in line again.  The answer does not always have to start at one end, but should always cycle through in the same order.  

For example, if the question “Why is the sky blue?” is asked, the answer might be: “Because the dog barked and I would like to eat.”  The sentences do not necessarily need to make sense.  In order to keep things moving, each individual in the machine must come up with a word within 3 seconds (timing will be done by the game leader).  If an individual fails to come up with a word in 3 seconds, he/she will have to sit down or be replaced in the machine.  However, that individual can be allowed back in the game later on.  It is a good idea to switch the components of the machine throughout the game (i.e. bring new people up and let the others sit down).  It may continue as long as the leader sees fit.

Rainmaking

Props:  None

Ask the group if they like thunderstorms.  Tell them that all of you are going to try and create a thunderstorm in front of the campfire.  Instruct the students that during this activity there should be no talking so that everyone can listen to the thunderstorm as it comes and goes.  Explain that you will be facing the audience and moving around in front of them, directing their actions.  They must do exactly what you do, but should not begin doing it until you are right in front of them.  The audience should continue to do the action that you give them until you come around again to give them a different action to do.  

Begin on one side of the audience and start rubbing your hands together.  Move slowly across to the other side of the audience so that everyone in the audience is rubbing their hands together by the time you get to the other side.  Go back to the beginning and begin snapping your fingers (first part of audience should follow suit).  Try to keep a steady beat.  When you get to the middle of the audience, half should be snapping their fingers and half should still be rubbing their hands together.  Remind the students to wait to do the next action until you get in front of them. Continue the sequence using the following order of motions:

Rubbing hands

Snapping fingers

Clapping hands

Stomping feet

Stomping feet and slapping thighs

Stomping feet 

Clapping hands

Snapping fingers

Rubbing hands

Silence

Stories and Poems

THE CREMATION OF SAM McGEE

By

Robert Service

There are strange things done in the midnight sun

By the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have their secret tales

That would make your blood run cold;

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,

But the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge

I cremated Sam McGee.

Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows.

Why he left his home in the South to roam ‘round the Pole, God only knows.

He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to hold him like a spell;

Though he’d often say in his homely way that “he’d sooner live in hell.”

On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over the Dawson trail.

Talk of your cold! through the parka’s fold it stabbed like a driven nail.

If our eyes we’d close, then the lashes froze till sometimes we couldn’t see;

It wasn’t much fun, but the only one to whimper was Sam McGee.

And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our robes beneath the snow,

And the dogs were fed, and the stars o’erhead were dancing heel and toe,

He turned to me, and “Cap,” says he, “I’ll cash in this trip, I guess;

And if I do, I’m asking that you won’t refuse my last request.”

Well, he seemed so low that I couldn’t say no; then he says with a sort of moan:

“It’s the cursed cold, and it’s got right hold till I’m chilled clean through to the bone.

Yet ‘tain’t being dead—it’s my awful dread of the icy grave that pains;

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you’ll cremate my last remains.”

A pal’s last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I would not fail;

And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! he looked ghastly pale.

He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of his home in Tennessee;

And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left of Sam McGee.

There wasn’t a breath in that land of death, and I hurried, horror-driven,

With a corpse half hid that I couldn’t get rid, because of a promise given;

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say:  “You may tax your brawn and brains,

But you promised true, and it’s up to you to cremate those last remains.”

Now a promise made is a debt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code.

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how I cursed that load.

In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in a ring,

Howled out their woes to the homeless snows—O God! how I loathed the thing.

And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and heavier grow;

And on I went, though the dogs were spent and the grub was getting low;

The trail was bad, and I felt half mad, but I swore I would not give in;

And I’d often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with a grin.

Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay;

It was jammed in the ice, but I saw in a trice it was called the “Alice May.”

And I looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked at my frozen chum;

Then “Here,” said I, with a sudden cry, “is my cre-ma-tor-eum.”

Some planks I tore from the cabin floor, and I lit the boiler fire;

Some coal I found that was lying around, and I heaped the fuel higher;

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared—such a blaze you seldom see;

And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and I stuffed in Sam McGee.

Then I made a hike, for I didn’t like to hear him sizzle so;

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow.

It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and I don’t know why;

And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streaking down the sky.

I do not know how long in the snow I wrestled with grisly fear;

But the stars came out and they danced about ere again I ventured near;

I was sick with dread, but I bravely said:  “I’ll just take a peep inside.

I guess he’s cooked, and it’s time I looked”;…then the door I opened wide.

And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the heart of the furnace roar;

And he wore a smile you could see a mile, and he said:  “Please close that door.

It’s fine in here, but I greatly fear you’ll let in the cold and storm—

Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it’s the first time I’ve been warm.”

There are strange things done in the midnight sun

By the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have their secret tales

That would make your blood run cold;

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,

But the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge

I cremated Sam McGee.

The Mediquin

There was once a camp where students came to learn about the environment, a place similar to this one actually, far away - in the East.   New York or New Hampshire perhaps; I’m not exactly certain.  Anyway, there is a legend at this camp about a creature called the Mediquin - a large, ugly, smelly beast that lived in the forest.  There were few accurate descriptions because the Mediquin was rarely seen.  This is such an intriguing story, one that I have never forgotten since I heard it years ago.

The camp started about 25 years ago in the middle of a deep forest, miles away from any towns.  It was quiet and very peaceful place….at least for awhile!  At the start of the first year, everything was going great and no one had any complaints at all.  The students were enjoying great food, seeing wildlife everywhere, and learning all kinds of neat things.  This continued until one fateful day.  Some observant naturalists noticed strange tracks on the ground - huge ones with 6 long toes, sharp claws, and web-like feet.  


The naturalists did not know what made the tracks, so they decided to ignore them.  They went to sleep that night hoping to never see those strange tracks again.  This was not to be. 


One morning the naturalists went to wake up the students in a cabin far off near the edge of the forest.  I believe it was cabin 23.  As they approached the cabin, they were horrified at the sight before them.  The cabin door was ripped off its hinges and lay on the ground.  Next to the cabin door there were the exact same strange tracks as the naturalists had seen before, leading into the cabin and back out.  The inside of the cabin was trashed, and upon further inspection, the kids were missing.


“This…this thing took our campers!” cried the first Naturalist.


“It must have gobbled them up by now,” screamed the second Naturalist.


“What are we going to do?!?” said the third.  And then it dawned on them.  

“Nothing!” they shouted with glee.  No search parties, no helicopters, no rescue dogs.  They didn’t have to find the missing kids because they still had over 80% of the campers.  They all knew the camp policy which stated that only 80% of the campers had to be accounted for each week.  If they lost one cabin’s worth of kids – no big deal!  Just as long as the count didn’t fall below the 80% line.

That night everyone went to sleep like normal.  The students were a little nervous and scared for their safety, but the naturalists were happy with the knowledge that most of the kids were still around (and alive).

That night the creature came back to snack on more campers.  In the morning, the naturalists found cabin 19 a wreck, and of course, campers were missing. 

“Not again!!” bellowed the first Naturalist.

“We have to do something now!!” screamed the second Naturalist.

“Rats, I just broke a nail,” said the third. 

So, the naturalists decided to hike into town and go to the library to get any  information available on this creature.  They explained their problem to Betty, the head librarian – Oops sorry – Literary Engineer.

“Ohh,” said Betty, with a wicked grin.  “Sounds like the ol’ Mediquin is back.” 

The naturalists listened closely as Betty explained the story.  “The Mediquin is a giant, goofy lookin’ creature, about the size o’ three big bears.  It smells like 3-week-old meat loaf and stinky, sweaty socks.  People disagree ‘bout what the rest o’ that there hideous creature is lookin’ like.  Some say it’s got a long nose - like an elephant; others say it’s got a long tail like a beaver.  One thing is certain – sure as the sun rises in the east - it likes to dine on sleepin’ campers.  I suggest you git rid o’ that there beast…before all yer campers git ate!”

Betty gave the naturalists a book, How To Catch a Mediquin, and they returned to camp with renewed optimism to catch the beast. 

After dinner the naturalists opened the book and read the first page. “Step one: Dig a big hole.” 

“That’s simple,” cried the first Naturalist.

“Let’s do it!” said the second.

“I’m hungry, what’s there to eat around here?,” said the third.

That night they dug a huge hole, and everyone went to bed.  Later in the evening, the Mediquin returned for a snack and walked right up to the hole.  “Oh, ohh, a hole,” it said. Then the creature walked around the hole, into cabin 12, and ran away into the forest with two more campers.   The next morning the naturalists looked into the hole expecting to see the Mediquin.  The hole was empty.

“It didn’t work,” yelled the first Naturalist.

“Two more campers are gone,” cried the second Naturalist.

“Why do we have to get up so early,” complained the third.  Discouraged, the naturalists decided to read page two of the book. It said, “Put a loon in the hole.”


“Great,” said the first Naturalist.

“I think there’s one in my room,” said the second Naturalist.

“What’s a loon?” said the third Naturalist.  That evening they put a loon into the hole and went to bed, confident that they would now, once and for all, catch the Mediquin.

That night the Mediquin walked up to the hole and looked inside.  “Oh, ohhh,” it said.  “A hole.  And there’s a loon in the hole!!”  Unfortunately, this didn’t stop the Mediquin one bit.  It walked right around the hole, into cabin 11, and ran into the forest with three campers (it was really hungry that night).  The next morning the naturalists went to the hole and found it empty (except for the loon).  They had failed to catch the Mediquin again!    

“It’s empty!” screamed the first Naturalist.

“The Mediquin took three campers last night!” said the second Naturalist. 

“I’m homesick, I wanna go home,” said the third.  That day they decided to read the third and final page of the Mediquin-catching book (it was a short book).  “Put some sugar on the loon,” was all that the last page said.

Although the directions sounded weird, the naturalists did it anyway.  They went to sleep that night hoping that their plan would finally work.  

That night the Mediquin once again walked out of the woods and up to the hole.  “Oh, ohhhh, a hole,” it said.  “A loon in the hole, and sugar on the loon!”  And without another thought the Mediquin jumped into the hole and was finally trapped. That morning, the naturalists found the Mediquin in the hole.  

“It worked, it worked, it finally worked,” screamed the first Naturalist.

“Our campers are saved,” shouted the second Naturalist.

“I just found a piece of gum!” sang the third. 

The moral of the story: A loonful of sugar helps the Mediquin go down.

The Call of the Wild

By 

Robert Service

Have you gazed on naked grandeur where there’s nothing else to gaze on,

Set pieces and drop-curtain scenes galore,

Big mountains heaved to heaven, which the blinding sunsets blazon,

Black canyons where the rapids rip and roar?

Have you swept the visioned valley with the green stream streaking through it,

Searched the Vastness for a something you have lost?

Have you strung your soul to silence?  Then for God’s sake go and do it;

Hear the challenge, learn the lesson, pay the cost.

Have you wandered in the wilderness, the sagebrush desolation,

The bunch-grass levels where the cattle graze?

Have you whistled bits of rag-time at the end of all creation,

And learned to know the desert’s little ways?

Have you camped upon the foothills, have you galloped o’er the ranges,

Have you roamed the arid sun-lands through and through?

Have you chummed up with the mesa?  Do you know its moods and changes?

Then listen to the Wild—it’s calling you.

Have you known the Great White Silence, not a snow-gemmed twig aquiver?

(Eternal truths that shame our soothing lies.)

Have you broken trail on snowshoes?  Mushed your huskies up the river,

Dared the unknown, led the way, and clutched the prize?

Have you marked the map’s void spaces, mingled with the mongrel races,

Felt the savage strength of brute in every thew?

And though grim as hell the worst is, can you round it off with curses?

Then hearken to the Wild—it’s wanting you.

Have you suffered, starved and triumphed, groveled down, yet grasped at glory,

Grown bigger in the bigness of the whole?

“Done things” just for the doing, letting babblers tell the story,

Seeing through the nice veneer the naked soul?

Have you seen God in His splendors, heard the text that nature renders?

(You’ll never hear it in the family pew.)

The simple things, the true things, the silent men who do things—

Then listen to the Wild—it’s calling you.

They have cradled you in custom, they have primed you with their preaching,

They have soaked you in convention through and through;

They have put you in a showcase; you’re a credit to their teaching—

But can’t you hear the Wild?—it’s calling you.

Let us probe the silent places, let us seek what luck betide us;

Let us journey to a lonely land I know.

There’s a whisper on the night-wind, there’s a star agleam to guide us,

And the Wild is calling, calling…let us go.

