Hocking Hills

Will Crown, Scribe, Troop 87

As the scouts piled into the cars for the trip there, nobody could have predicted what seemed like a 10 hour drive. Although faced with the challenge of complete darkness, the scouts, under the guidance of their smart and brave SPL, set up lanterns in a flash and put up their tents in the quickest way I’ve ever seen scouts do in the dark. As the scouts drifted to sleep, dreams of the upcoming hikes, and sights filled their little heads.

The next morning, the scouts sprang out of their sleeping bags and prepared, for some of them, their first outdoor breakfast. After enjoying a meal of bacon, sausage, cereal and pop tarts, the scouts learned the ropes of dishwashing. Once everything was spick and span, the scouts applied their sunscreen and bug spray, filled their canteens, and prepared for a nice mid morning hike. As they paired into groups of two, the hiking buddies set off into the wilderness. Their SPL at the lead of the group, everyone was kept in-line and in a line through the thick forest.
Along the way to Cedar falls, there were many wondrous sights. There were many signs of nature (needed for rank advancement) including tracks, eggs from birds, dead squirrels, and nests. There were babbling brooks, tree covered mountain sides, and towering vegetation. I think the hike gave us a better understanding of just how precious and important our world is and how much it has to offer. It made us aware of the delicate ecosystem and that things like littering are totally unacceptable. Anyway, as we arrived to the parking lot for Cedar Falls, the scouts became anxious as they heard the roaring sound of the falls crashing onto the rocks, and the roars of the tourists. After a quick descend down gigantic rock staircases, we arrived at the falls. The sight was breathtaking for some. For others, a little too much, because little Sherman, bewildered by the falls’ magnificence, hopped onto a rock to get close and while doing so, fell into the water. Fortunately, nobody, including Sherman, was hurt and after a quick group photo they set off back to camp.

The hike back seemed to just breeze by, and before we could say “Hocking Hills”, we were back. Arriving at camp, the scouts did a quick water run and began to cook their lunches. Soon after replenishing their water supply and applying more bug spray the scouts were ready for the next hike of the day.
The scouts drove in cars to the beginning to the Old Man’s Cave trail. After another descend down some stairs and seeing another waterfall, and more tourists, the scouts split into two groups. One group included all of the new scouts; their hike would be a hike back to Cedar Falls, and then eventually, to camp. (This hike would complete any hiking requirements for rank advancement into Tenderfoot or even Second-class). The other group consisted of the older scouts and the SPL; their hike would be shorter but would go through Old Man’s Cave, an overhanging cliff.
Once everyone arrived back at camp, the new scouts seized the opportunity and were trained for their Toten Chit and Firen Chit. A small group of others were trained by the SPL in the flag ceremonies which they performed that night (raising and lowering). Then, dinner was cooked and while some patrols, like the SPL’s patrol enjoyed cheddar bratwursts, others ate a simple dinner of hamburgers or hotdogs followed by a small dessert. Shortly after dinner and sundown, the scouts enjoyed a game of Roses, Buds, and Thorns.

During this game, the scouts took turns verbally explaining their favorite part of the trip (rose), their least favorite part (thorn), and what they can’t wait for in future campouts (buds). Even thought the night was winding down, some scouts were able to insert some humor into their turns with reminiscing of the lady at Arbys or Sherman falling into the water. Once some scary ghost stories were shared, the scouts dived into their sleeping bags for some much needed and deserved rest.

The ride home seemed twice as short as the ride there and as soon as we could say, “What’s for breakfast?” we were home.
For many it was our first trip to Hocking Hills, but after the memories we came back with, I know that I am 100% sure it wouldn’t be our last.

