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Welcome to the first issue 
of the Alumni Chatter! 
 As members of Crys-
tal Lake Camps’ Alumni 
Council, our goal is to keep 
CLC alums connected 
with each other and with 
camp. In addition to hav-
ing a vibrant presence on 
Facebook, we host regional 
events throughout the year 
and the Fall for All week-
end up at camp in October. 
 With the goal of 
connecting alums in mind, 
we embarked on our cur-
rent project: the Alumni 
Chatter.  We hope that it, 
just like Chatters of yore, 
will make you smile, fill you 
with memories, and maybe 
encourage you to call an 
old camp friend or attend a 
camp event. We also hope 
you’ll share your stories, 
whether of glory days past 
or adventures present. 
This is your Alumni Chat-
ter, and we’re so excited 
that you’re on this journey 
with us.

Your Alumni Council
alumnicouncil@crystallakecamps.org

In the Beginning: 
The Early Years of CLC

Whether you came for a week-
end or a summer, dropped 
your children off and heard 
the stories later, or lived 
them—walking along the lake 
trail to look out and see the 
dining hall on one side and the 
lodge porch on the other—the 
experience that is camp never 
quite leaves us. 
 We, those who have run 
the length of the camp road, 

and been called to the dining 
hall by the bells and shout-
ed out our buddy numbers 
during free swim, want to 
welcome you home to CLC 
through the pages of our CLC 
Alumni Chatter. 
 In each issue, look 
forward to reconnecting with 
the camp stories, history 

=> Go to p. 4
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Summer of 1949 or 1950. Courtesy of Kay Congleton Hedgepeth 
and family. Do you see any familiar faces? 
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Alums Share
Hear from Alums around the World

In the future, this section will 
be filled with comments from 
alums like YOU! (See below 
to learn how you can share 
an update.) But for now, we 
thought we’d take this oppor-
tunity to introduce ourselves 
as members of the Alumni 
Council and share a little bit 
about what we’ve each been 
up to lately.

I started spending summers 
Crystal Lake Camps in the 
late 1970s.  It was the start 
of many summers to follow 
filled with Love, friendship, 
Christian Science study, and 

of course adventure.
 I also enjoyed winter 
camps, with lots of snow to 
cross country ski, downhill 
skiing, and snow tubing, 
always ending with hot choc-
olate and roaring fires.
 As an adult, I was 
employed first as a counselor 
and then as year-round staff 
for many years.
     Now, as a respite provider 
and massage therapist in San 
Diego, I am happy to be part 
of the alumni, council sharing 
ideas and hosting the occa-
sional meet-up for CLC.
 My children absolutely 

love attending Crystal Lake 
Camps. Reconnecting with old 
friends and family reunions 
are the best.
 Fall for All for Alumni 
and friends and family is not 
to be missed!

—Tanya Trepashko

Camp has been my second 
home since I was 9 or 10. I 
think I started attending in 
the mid-1960s. I loved every 
Summer as a camper, CIT, 
counselor, staff in cabins, 
special needs cabin, mainte-
nance, kitchen, waterfront....  
so many staff.and campers 

Group photo from the 2019 Fall for All weekend, 
hosted by the Crystal Lake Camps Alumni Association.



were good friends and a joy 
to share the Camps with. I 
taught important classes like 
whittling and tree climbing. 
 Special memories? 
Endless good, but perhaps 
seeing the beauty of the 
Camps from trees up the 
ridge behind the lake, playing 
mud soccer, camp outs, camp 
fires overlooking the lake, 
meeting others to do the Les-
son by the lake before Camp 
woke up. Moment by moment 
of God’s Love and provision.

—David R. Twitchell

I attended CLC in the 1960s 
as camper, CIT, and counsel-
or.  My favorite memories 
include  rapelling off a cliff 
at Lake Jean; tobogganing 
onto Eaglesmere Lake during 
Winter Camp; and creative 
writing with campers along 
the lakeshore.  
 I am from New York 
City and currently live near 
Rochester, NY with my hus-
band and fellow CLCer Scott 
Griswold.  
 Most of my time is 
geared toward church activi-
ties: reading on Sunday, Bible 
studies, and other commit-
tees.  We also grow veggies, 
preserve jams and grape 
juice, visit grandkids, and 
enjoy the beauty of the NY 
Finger Lakes region.

—Meghan Therry

I am the current head of the 
Alumni Council. I attended 
CLC as a camper from 2004 
to 2009 and later worked as 
a counselor, lifeguard, and 
housekeeper at camp. I am 
currently on a quest to obtain 
Journal listing as a Christian 

Science Nurse and loving ev-
ery minute!

—Abby Strub

My name is Chuck Ninesling, 
and I reside in Long Island, 
NY. I attended CLC from 1986 
through 1994. I was a camp-
er, CIT & staff member, teach-
ing archery & drawing. I’ve 
also been back at camp every 
Fall since 2012. As a coun-
cil member, I am currently 
creating a digital archive of 
materials that span multiple 
decades shared by CLC legend 
Ginger Nelles. I also hope to 
coordinate a regional mini-re-
union when possible.

—Chuck Ninesling

I was a camper, a staff mem-
ber and one of the few, the 
proud, the former waterfront 
directors of CLC. In 2011, 
I helped found the Alumni 
Association along with Rex 
Nelles, Shelley Thompson, 
Lille Thompson, Anna Alford, 
Raquel Fonseca, and Jim 
Keeley. After a couple years’ 
break, I am back as a member 
of the Crystal Lake Board of 
Trustees and the liaison on 
the Alumni Council. I live in 
Boston, where I work as a re-
porter for Patch.com, a daily 
local news outlet. Best bug
juice flavor: red. Best dessert: 
fresh blueberry pie. Best 
camp meal: A good egg-in-a-
hole and cream of wheat for 
breakfast and grilled-cheese-
and-tomato-soup night for 
dinner. Discuss. (Go Bears!)

—Jenna Fisher

My name is Ellen Powell and 
I currently live in London, 
England. Camp was the high-

light of my year from the age 
of eight and I’m so grateful 
to have remained involved 
as a member of the Alumni 
Council. It’s safe to say that I 
wouldn’t be the person I am 
today without my years at 
CLC: not only did camp give 
me an incredible sense of the 
healing power of Love and 
Truth, but it also allowed me 
to make friends around the 
world that led me to my work 
in Russian Studies—as well 
as to meeting my husband! 
And after years of love for 
the dogs at camp (miss you, 
Katie Kisses!), I finally got 
a dog of my own earlier this 
year. He looks a bit like a wolf 
because...Go Wolves!

—Ellen Powell

Where are you now? Have 
you been using the skills you 

learned at camp, spending 
time with CLC friends, or 

even just thinking of camp? 
Let us know! Write to the 

Alumni Council, 1676 Crys-
tal Lake Rd., Hughesville, PA 
17737 or email alumnichat-
ter@crystallakecamps.org. 

Your comments may appear 
in the next issue of the 

CLC Alumni Chatter.
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In the Beginning: 
The Early Years of CLC

(continued from p. 1)

and friends you found in the 
mountains of Pennsylvania. 
This first issue’s theme is 
“The Early Years.”
 For it, we reached out 
to former campers and staff 
who spent time at camp right 
after Aunt Kay and Uncle 
Charlie bought the property 
and had them share what it 
was like.  
 Lew Powell’s parents 
went through Christian Sci-
ence Primary Class instruc-
tion in Washington D.C with 
the Alfords during World War 
II. Sometime around 1948, 
they heard about the Alfords’ 
plan to start a camp not far 
from State College, where 
Lew lived. Lew remembers 
the drive up to camp that 
year, when he was 10, a cou-
ple of years before his par-
ents began to run the boys’ 
camp.  He gives us a glimpse 
of what Aunt Kay and Uncle 
Charlie were like and shares 
a story about bug juice that 
anyone who has worked in 
the kitchen can relate to. 
 Kay Congleton 
Hedgepeth shares what the 
first two years of camp meant 
to her in 1949 and 1950, 
starting with the packing list 
and its mysterious objects, 
and tells us the three-bite 
rule started at the same time 
as camp. 
 Shirley Jones attended 
camp from 1957 and shares 
how camp evolved in that 
period. Like Lew and Kay, she 
loved riding, canoeing, and 
overnights. Over to them!

Archery lessons in the summer of 1949 or 1950. Courtesy of Kay 
Congleton Hedgepeth and family.
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Crystal Lake Camps 
Memories and Stories 

as selected and embellished 
by Lew Powell

questions by Jenna Fisher

Hello, Listener (Dear reader, 
as Mary Baker Eddy wrote in 
Science and Health) and all 
those who cherish their mem-
ories of wonderful times and 
adventures at “OUR” Crystal 
Lake and their camp experi-
ences.

What were Aunt Kay and Un-
cle Charlie like? 
Uncle Charlie was a TEXAN 
through and through. He 
drove somewhat fast and 
always with a nice cowboy 
hat on his head while driving.  
He had lots of summer camp 
experience [see the write-
up on the CLC Web site, for 
example].  Charlie worked 

extremely hard to establish 
the various cabins and eat-
ing arrangements for this 
new camp.  He could bargain 
things from local merchants.  
He was able to find just the 
right amount of food supplies 
to feed the campers and staff.  
He was an established cook 
and a good person to decide 
on menus.  
 For me, he was the 
strictest and fairest “boss” 
that I have experienced.  In 
my case, he required the 
kitchen staff to do a good, 
neat job and follow his direc-
tions.  (Without questioning, 
in most cases.)  He expected 
kitchen staff to work long 
hours so that the camp could 
be fed on time three times a 
day.  
 Aunt Kay won the 
hearts of many, many par-
ents, staff campers and visi-
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tors. She had a great mother-
ing attitude toward everyone.  
Andshe was fair in her deal-
ings with staff and campers.  
We all loved her in so many 
ways.

What was their original vi-
sion of camp?
Their previous camp experi-
ence is well stated on the CLC 
web site.
However, it was plain that a 
Summer Camp for students 
from Christian Science Sun-
day Schools would be a won-
derful way to advance young 
people in their study of Chris-
tian Science and their living 
of a Christian Science way of 
life.  Those of us from smaller 
Sunday Schools were thrilled 
to spend weeks and months 
in a Christian Science out-
doors atmosphere and get to 
know other Christian Science 
kids our age from all over. 
This was their goal and it still 
is a major part of the CLC 
experience, and it has made 
better Christian Scientists 
during all these many years.
 As a side note, there 
have been many other at-
tempts made to run schools 
and camps for Christian Sci-
ence Sunday School students 
in New England and other 
parts of this country and else-
where.  Most lasted for a few 
years and then faded away 
for various reasons.

How did they get the idea to 
start CLC? How did your fam-
ily hear about it?
My parents had relatives liv-
ing in the same apartment as 
the Alfords in D.C. They also 
went through Primary Class 
at First Church and were 
there several times each year.  

We lived in State College, 
Pennsylvania and visited D.C.
 Mom was thrilled about 
this idea that would be only 
about 70 miles away from 
State College and would at-
tract many Christian Science 
families and campers.

What was the first year like?
For some reason, I first visit-
ed the Camp property in the 
Spring or Fall of 1948.  This 
was with Mary Alford, their 
daughter, and John Sheets, a 
local Hughesville High School 
boy who lived at the base of 
the mountains near Maple-
ton Church. It was dark and 
rainy and the road “up the 
mountain” was muddy and 
narrow and not much more 
than 2-wheel tracks.  Looks 
like I was 10 years old then.  
The Lodge was large, dark 
and somewhat scary.  There 
were lights and we listened to 
country music radio.  
 The next day Mary 
rode a horse that was stabled 
at what became the Long 
House kitchen.  (That “Sta-
ble” sure had a long and var-
ied career after that, as it was 
converted to other wonderful 
camp support uses.)  As any-
one can tell, the stable was 
old and well made, including 
log beams that were pinned 
together with wooden pegs.   
 Laughlin Lodge was 
the center of camp for several 
years.  Here’s how it worked 
for Campers and staff, as 
best as I remember from all 
the early camper stories.  
The back porch was used for 
sleeping as well as meals.  It 
seems that White Cottage 
was the cabin for some of the 
girls and staff.  
 White Pine Lodge was 

the home for the Boys Camp 
either the first year or soon 
thereafter.  It was (and still 
is) quite a hike from the Boys 
Camp to Laughlin Lodge—
about half a mile. Remem-
ber…no vehicles of any kind 
were allowed past the gate by 
White Cottage.
 Most fun were the 
water front activities in the 
refreshing waters of Crystal 
Lake. I suppose the dock had 
been built by the Laughlin 
owners. Of special notice was 
free swim at 4 O’clock where 
boys and girls could swim, 
goof off and play together.  
What a great time each after-
noon.   
  
What about Council Fire ac-
tivities?
The Council Fire Ring was 
built just across the drive-
way and close to Laughlin 
Lodge—on the side towards 
the lake outlet in a deep 
hemlock woods.  The Alfords 
(especially Joe) had experi-
enced eastern Indian Lore at 
other camps, and that roman-
tic lore continued at Crystal 
Lake. Thus, the Indian Chief 
on our camp T-shirts and the 
“clan” memberships for ev-
eryone that were used for wa-
ter sports and land sports in 
the field at the end of Crystal 
Lake. (I always won the soft 
ball throwing contest during 
the Little Olympics.)
 In those days, the fire 
probably was started either 
regularly or by an approach-
ing Indian Warrior.  (Howev-
er, I may have this confused 
with my days at Seven Moun-
tains Boy Scout Camp in Cen-
tral Pennsylvania.)
 The Council Fire ring 
was also used for Mr. Purdy 



to take camp pictures and 
slides for Uncle Charlie to 
use as he traveled and  “sold” 
camp to CS parents and kids 
and other groups during the 
winter months.  However, we 
had to “pose” in our clean-
est clothes during the day 
around a hot, lit campfire 
smiling and acting enthused.  
Mr. Purdy had boys at camp. 
I believe he owned a photo 
shop and studio in Reading, 
Pennsylvania.

Why were overnights includ-
ed?
This is my favorite portion of 
my camp memories by far. 
 My family had been 
involved with summer camps 
and the outdoors for more 
than 30 years when Crystal 
Lake Camps became a reali-
ty.  My experience included 
many overnights before my 
years at Crystal Lake.  How-
ever, nothing compared to the 
great and challenging over-
night each Thursday in the 
surrounding mountains and 
valleys and streams in the 
area around the Crystal Lake 
Property.
 First, Why? Camp 
staffing involves all or most 
staff to be actively working 
or on call for 24 hours each 
and every day. (Now we say 
24/7, right?)  It is a full-time 
job and requires time off to 
refresh.  
 The kitchen cooks and 
staff required a day off. What 
better way to achieve this 
then to have the campers 
provide their own cooking!  
Thus, the cooks had the day 
off (after serving breakfast—
no, they didn’t get 24 hours 
off, but… ) Some staff that 
didn’t go on overnights took 

the day off, too.  A group 
was usually allowed to use 
a camp vehicle to go “Down 
the Mountain” and frolic in 
the “real” world for a few 
hours.  However, they were 
asked to be back by 10 or 11.  
 Second, How and 
what? This became a time 
for an adventure in the 
woods called an overnight.  
Everyone was given a sack 
lunch and the cabin groups 
were given food to prepare 
for a Thursday evening 
supper and Friday morning 
breakfast cook-outs.  The lit-
tlest campers stayed around 
camp and ate their sack 
lunches after a short hike 
around the lake.  It sure was 
“fun” making 2 sandwiches 
for each person’s sack lunch 
and putting them in paper 
bags with fruit and cookies.  
Imagine making more than 
300 sandwiches on that 
butcher block table after 
cooking a big breakfast for 
everyone.
 Overnights were much 
fun and a topic for a lot more 
that this short answer. Per-
haps that could be a com-
plete thesis or fairly long 
book by itself.

What do you remember 
about your first summer?
It is not possible to end this 
Q & A session, or epistle, 
without mentioning some of 
the things we did as Crystal 
Lake Camps became a solid 
camp.  My parents, known 
as Uncle Al & Puck, were 
asked to run the Boys’ Camp 
about 1950 or ’51 after 
years of running Girl Scout 
Camps in Pennsylvania, Or-
egon, Virginia, Long Island 
and upstate New York.  I was 

allowed to come along as long 
as I worked. Dad and I spent 
2 years at a Boy Scout Camp 
before that in 1949 and ’50, I 
believe.  
 I was assigned to the 
stables, caring for the horses 
that had returned to camp 
after being boarded out to 
local farms and families 
all winter.  They were very 
frisky and pleased to finally 
get to be out after spending a 
long winter standing inside 
barns or sheds.  The riding 
ring was just across the field 
from Crystal Lake [where 
the Tennis Courts were later 
built]; there was no water at 
the stables; a tent structure, 
if I remember correctly, was 
located where the riding ring 
is now.  The remote water 
trough by the lake was my 
downfall, stable-wise. Each 
horse had to be led down the 
road, across the log bridge 
and across the field to a wa-
ter filled bathtub by the old 
stable. As the horses were 
thirsty, they were anxious 
to get to the bathtub, usual-
ly with me running or being 
dragged along at their FAST 
pace. Then they would turn 
and get away as they trotted 
at speed back to the remote 
tent stables.  I thought I 
would be held responsible for 
them “running away.”  I had 
a lot to learn, which I did in 
later years, but not then.  
 So, guess what, I was 
transferred to the kitchen 
staff, mainly in charge of 
washing pots and pans and 
doing whatever else was 
asked of me.  My kitchen du-
ties and memories are anoth-
er subject for another time.  
However, I learned a great 
amount for future use.
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What are your first camp 
memories?
Let me relate one Sunday pic-
nic food story.
 Our wonderful cook, 
“Cheffie,” cooked 9 months of 
the year at the Susan Prince 
restaurant in New York City.  
It was owned by a Christian 
Science friend of the Alfords 
and was only open those 9 
months and closed in sum-
mer.  So… Uncle Charlie per-
suaded them to let Cheffie 
come to camp and make our 
meals.  Cheffie was from the 
Philippines and had learned 
cooking in the US Navy.  His 
name was Cosmo Fontarello 
(sp.?).  
 The first picnic I re-
member was probably Chef-
fie’s first day or weekend.  It 
was held on the lawn beside 
the back porch using the 
Laughlin Lodge kitchen. We 
gathered around and had 
the usual picnic food.  This 
was Sunday evening.  Cheffie 
mixed up Kool Aid for our 
drink in a metal five-gallon 
milk container.  
 The drink, soon to be 
called “Bug Juice,” turned out 
to be VERY bitter.  Cheffie did 
not realize that the mix was 
not complete but required 
SUGAR.  
 What fun we all had 
teasing Cheffie later about 
that bitter drink at our first 
picnic. He took it all in stride 
and was a good instructor for 
me as I learned lots of ways 
to prepare meals for 150 or 
more camp folks. 

Tell us about when the kitch-
en moved to the Longhouse.
I moved from stable helper 
to kitchen helper soon after 
we started eating in the Long 

House.  Remember—the term 
“Long House” comes from 
Indian lore, where the main 
dwelling of the Indian fami-
lies in the eastern U.S. were 
known as Long Houses, made 
from sturdy tree branches 
and covered with bark and 
hemlock and pine boughs 
with a fire in the center for 
cooking and warmth.  
 In order to stay in 
shape for football, I ran when-
ever I was sent to Laughlin 
Lodge for food supplies from 
the walk-in refrigerator there 
or the egg crocks in the pump 
basement.  That was a good 
one-half mile round-trip run.  
In the evenings, several of 
us would also run out to the 
camp gate or up Boardpile 
Mountain to stay “in shape” - 
a run of several miles.)
 Each morning, one of 
the kitchen helpers would 
arise at 5 A.M to be at the 
kitchen by 5:30 to start the 
fire in the wood stove and 
put large kettles of water and 
powdered milk on to boil for 

oatmeal and cocoa.  The first 
serving was at 7 AM for the 
Girls Camp so the kitchen 
stove fire had to be hot soon 
after 5:30.; the Boys Camp 
ate later.  Kitchen staff ate 
about 9 AM after both camps 
were fed.  (Our plates were 
usually quite full so we could 
gain weight for fall football 
practice.)
 This Laughlin Stable 
had been totally cleaned up 
and whitewashed and made 
into a nice camp kitchen.  The 
large, heavy duty kitchen 
equipment came from Navy 
Ships—mainly from Baltimore 
Harbor, where ships were be-
ing cut up and scrapped.  The 
Long House dining room had 
been added, as well as a back 
porch. Underneath the back 
porch was a wood storage 
area where we found and split 
wood into pieces for the main 
wood cook stove.  It sure was 
great that I had learned to 
use an axe from my Mom and 
Dad and helped split wood at 
other camps.

Summer of 1949 or 1950. Courtesy of Kay Congleton Hedgepeth 
and family.
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Kay Congleton Hedgepeth
stories told to and writ-

ten by her daughter, Julie 
Hedgepeth Williams

Kay Congleton of Rocky 
Mount, NC, has always been 
good at keeping in touch by 
letter, and that excellent 
quality led her to attend Crys-
tal Lake Camps the first two 
years it was open.
 Kay’s friend Marie 
Vines from her Sunday 
School in Rocky Mount had 
moved to Washington, DC.  
There Marie met the Alfords.  
From them, Marie heard 
about Crystal Lake, which 
was going to open for the 
first time the following sum-
mer of 1949.  Kay and Marie 
were in touch by letter, and 
they wrote back and forth 
about camp.  “She told me all 
about Crystal Lake, and we 
liked the sound of it.  She was 
going, so she said why didn’t 
I go?” says Kay, now Kay 
Hedgepeth of Buies Creek, 
NC.  “I had never heard of a 
Christian Science camp.”
 In that day, Kay says, 
you went to camp for the 
whole summer—an eight-
week session. Kay had been 
to Girl Scout camp, but 
nothing that long.  Her fam-
ily was somewhat mystified 
about some of the camp gear 
on the “bring this” list that 
the camp sent them. “One of 
those things was a bed roll, 
and we had no idea what a 
bed roll was,” she remembers.  
“So my mother and I went 
to an Army surplus store.  I 
remember we bought a pon-
cho and rolled up a blanket 
and some other stuff into it.”  
That was the bed roll, which 
doubled as a sleeping bag.

Her parents, Will and 
Dot Congleton, drove 13-year-
old Kay to Crystal Lake.  “My 
Daddy said he’d come get me 
if I didn’t like it,” Kay says.
 She adds, “But I loved 
it!  I just loved it so much.”  
 That first year, “Every-
body did everything,” Kay 
recalls.  There weren’t any ac-
tivities to choose; you just did 
them all.  They all rode hors-
esand Kay has a picture of 
her group on horseback.  She 
was alarmed one day when 
her horse unexpectedly broke 
into a canter!  

They did crafts, “but 
I don’t remember what they 
were,” she admits.  They all 
took archery.  Everyone had 
to pass a swimming test, and 
of course they swam for fun, 
too.  They all learned to row 
a rowboat, and they learned 
canoeing.  
 She liked canoeing—
much to her humorous dis-
may later.  The camp made a 
record of the campers talking 

about their experiences, and 
Kay said on the record, “I like 
to go canoeing.”  

That record, though.   
“Oh, my mother loved that 
record.  She used to play it 
over and over!” Kay says.  “I 
hated to hear my voice!”  To 
this day, her family still mim-
ics her saying “can-oooo-ing.”  
Kay good-naturedly rolls her 
eyes about that.

The campers used out-
houses—the one she used may 
have had more than one hole, 
even, a swanky model. “They 
were smelly!” she says. 

As for cabins, Kay 
thinks maybe she was in a 
cabin the first year and a tent 
the next.  There were eight 
girls in her cabin.  She adds, 
“I thought Crystal Lake had 
been some sort of a camp 
before it was Crystal Lake.”  
However, she’s not sure.

There were clans, and 
she thinks she was a Turtle.

“We had vespers 
around the campfire, and we 

Riding lessons during the summer of 1949 or 1950. Kay Congle-
ton is seated on the second horse from the right. Courtesy of Kay 

Congleton Hedgepeth and family.
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learned to sing,” she says.  
Kay hums one camp song 
that was sung to the tune of 
(of all tunes) “100 Bottles of 
Beer on the Wall.”  There was 
also a locally written song 
about Crystal Lake, and they 
learned the Johnny Apple-
seed song (“The Lord is good 
to me”).

At one point they had a 
costume party.  “I remember 
they brought out a box of cos-
tumes,” Kay says.  She picked 
a clown mask and wore differ-
ent colored shoes.  She has a 
picture of that silliness, too.

They had a dance with 
the boys’ camp at least one 
of the two years she went, 
but they didn’t otherwise do 
much with the boys’ side.  “I 
do remember dancing with 
one of the male counselors—
an older guy.  I think we were 
the oldest group of girls,” she 
says.

Campers ate in the 
lodge, and Kay doesn’t recall 
anything about the food, ex-
cept that the rule was that ev-
eryone had to take three bites 
of every item served.  The one 
food she does remember is 
s’mores.  Of course she loved 
them.  “I had never heard of 
s’mores before!” Kay says.

She knew Uncle Char-
lie and Aunt Kay, the camp 
directors, and their children, 
Joe and Mary.  Uncle Charlie 
was the one who made the re-
cord that Kay’s mother loved.  
“Joe was older. He took a lot 
of the responsibility,” Kay 
recalls.

She really liked Mary, 
who was 14 and a camper, 
too.  There were eight girls in 
Kay’s cabin, including Kay, 
Mary, and Marie. And those 
girls had some memorable 

times. One night they decided 
they’d go skinny dipping in 
the lake.  What prompted it?  
Well, someone knew about 
skinny dipping and the girls 
of the oldest cabin thought 
they should do it.  “I didn’t 
know what it was,” Kay says.

But the girls in the cab-
in shucked off their clothes 
and swam in Crystal Lake 
just before bedtime.  No, they 
didn’t get caught.

“I just remember loving 
to be with all those Christian 
Science girls.  I thought it was 
wonderful. I had never seen 
so many Christian Science 
kids before,” Kay says.

She was set to go back 
to camp when she was 14, 
in 1950.  However, her Dad 
passed on suddenly in April.  
“There was some controver-
sy, maybe on my part, about 
whether I’d go or not,” she 
says.  Kay was an only child, 
and she didn’t want to leave 
her mother alone for eight 
weeks.  However, her mother 
insisted, and Kay was glad 
she went back—her uncle 

drove her, as Dot, Kay’s moth-
er, didn’t drive at the time.  
Kay’s daughters all went to 
Crystal Lake in the 1970s, 
and Dot got to drive with the 
family to drop them off, just 
as she had done in 1949. 
Two of Kay’s grandsons were 
Crystal Lake counselors in 
the early 2010s.

As for that record 
about can-oooo-ing, Kay’s 
copy is lost, and although 

her family wishes they could 
hear it, she’s kind of glad 

they can’t.  The memories are 
much better, in her opinion.

Summer of 1949 or 1950. Kay Congleton is in the first row, second 
from right, wearing a clown mask and mismatched shoes. Courte-

sy of Kay Congleton Hedgepeth and family.
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Shirley (Clark) Jones
dishes on the summer of 

1957
I was a camper at CLC the 
summer of 1957.  I was 15 
at the time, one of the senior 
campers.  It was my only 
summer as a camper, and I 
loved it! At that time, I con-
sidered it the best summer 
I ever had. I was also on the 
staff the summers of 1964-
1968, and periodically in the 
70’s, 80’s and 90’s, when my 
daughters, Gwen Jones Mor-
ton and Kristen Jones, were 
there.  
 The camp schedule 
and activities were much the 
same in 1957 and in the ‘60’s, 
so that’s what I’ll focus on.
In 1957 (and the ‘60’s) there 
were two 4-week sessions, 
plus family camp. The found-
ers, Aunt Kay and Uncle 
Charlie Alford, were the 
directors in 1957.  Campers 
came for either 4 or 8 weeks.  
I was there for 8, in Wahalla, 
with the senior campers.  My 
counselors were Mary Alford 
(Williams), and Pat (Possum) 
Richardson.
 The camps were a lot 
more segregated than they 
are now.  We ate in the Long 
House (Alford Dining Hall 
was not yet built).  The Long-
house was not big enough 
for all the campers, so the 
boys and girls ate in sepa-
rate shifts.  The girls ate first 
(I was happy about that!).  
When we were done eating, 
we got to talk to the boys 
briefly before they went in.  
There were two occasions 
when we ate together—the 
“Birthday Party” (you ate 
with people whose birthdays 
were the same month as 
yours) at the end of session 1 

and the Banquet at the end of 
session 2.  We also sometimes 
had joint picnic suppers on 
Wednesdays and Sundays, 
so there was time to set the 
Longhouse up for Wednesday 
Evening Testimony Meeting, 
and Sunday Vespers.
 The daily schedule was 
much the same as it is today.  
Classes were segregated for 
the most part. I was in the Ju-
nior Life Saving swim class, 
and that was joint. In those 
days, boys swam in Wild Rice 
and girls in Crystal. On Sun-
day afternoons we had joint 
free swim at one lake or the 
other.  Every other Friday 
night we had joint council 
fires.  The other weeks girls 
and boys had separate coun-
cil fires.  The girls’ council 
fire ring was between Weape 
and Tawanka.  The boys’ was 
in an area overlooking Wild 
Rice.  That’s where the joint 
fires were held as well.  The 
teepee area across Crystal 
was not developed until the 
1960’s.  
 We had the same four 
clans: Bears, Wolves, Turtles, 
Turkeys.  I was (and am) a 
Wolf.  Second session I was 
Wolf princess.  We had con-
tests to determine the prin-
cess of each clan.  The prin-
cesses led their clan in the 
walk to the council fire.  Little 
Olympics was 3 or 4 days 
long, at the end of session 2.
The cabins in the girls’ camp 
at that time were Wahalla, 
Kiya (the old white cottage), 
Nosoni (the old green cot-
tage) Tanda, and Weape.  I 
don’t remember the names 
of all the boys’ cabins, but 
Norman Lodge was not yet 
built in 1957.  It was new the 
summer of 1964, I think.  The 

old Nosoni burned down, I 
think between the summers 
of 1964 and 1965, and the 
new Nosoni was built.  We 
were glad, because the old 
bathroom that Tanda and 
Weape used, under Nosoni, 
was gross! Before Nikahu and 
its bathroom were built in 
1965, Wahalla (and then Ati-
ra) used the small bathroom 
under Kiya. Nosoni became 
the home of the Camp Moth-
er and the Study Room.  The 
Camp Mother had previously 
been on one side of Kiya.
 Some memories from 
when I was a camper.  My 
favorite activity was riding.  
I had never ridden before, 
except around pony rings, 
but had always wanted to.  I 
leaned very quickly, and was 
in the advanced riding class.  
My favorite horse was Cop-
per.  Second session our class 
went on a riding overnight.  
We slept in the barn at Sheets 
farm.  I remember jumping 
off the rafters into the hay.  
Our class also got to ride in 
the parade for the opening of 
the Lycoming County Fair in 
Hughesville.  After the pa-
rade, we got to enjoy the fair!
 We had two extended 
(2 night, 3 day) overnights, 
the last week of each session.  
Mostly you went with your 
cabin group. First session 
our cabin went to World’s 
End State Park and did some 
hiking and swimming around 
there. Second session our 
cabin voted to stay in camp.  
We pushed all the bunks 
together and had a “slumber 
party.”  One night we went 
skinny dipping. One of the 
days a small group of us, with 
Mary Alford, hiked down the 
power line from Camp Gene-
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see, coming out near the little 
church on the camp road.  We 
were resting there when Lew 
Powell, one of the kitchen 
workers that summer, came 
by in his pickup truck for a 
day off.  He stopped, and of-
fered to take us for ice cream 
in Hughesville. So we all piled 
into the back of the pickup 
(legal in those days).  He 
drove us back to camp, but we 
got out before we got to the 
camp proper and hiked in, as 
we weren’t supposed to tell 
anyone about our little excur-
sion.
 As a counselor in the 
’60s, Joe and Dottie Alford 
were the directors.  Uncle 
Charlie had passed on, but 
Aunt Kay was still living 
at camp in the trailer.  The 
outdoor stage had just been 
built in 1964.  Weather per-
mitting, we had Vespers, the 
talent show, skit night, the CS 
Lectures, and other events 
there.  Sol Cohen was mu-
sic director,and I was in the 

camper/staff orchestra.  We 
played every Sunday night 
for Vespers.  It was amazing 
what Sol could do with quite 
a mixture of instruments and 
playing abilities!  And our 
council fires were all joint, 
and held at the teepees. 
 My first summer as 
a counselor I was in Tanda, 
with the 7-9 year-olds.  Next 
summer I was in the newly 
opened Nikahu. I remember 
researching books on Indian 
lore and finding the name for 
Nikahu–though I don’t re-
member what it means! I re-
member Atira means “mother 
moon.” The next summer I 
was in Atira, then back to 
Nikahu and Tanda (with the 
CIT’s). In 1968 I was part of 
the CIT staff.
 I taught swimming, 
rowing, and canoeing.  I had 
my WSI, but Dottie and Joe 
really wanted someone to 
teach canoeing.  The only 
canoeing I’d ever done was 
that one summer as a camp-

er.  I found out about a Red 
Cross Canoeing Instructor’s 
course, though, that was held 
in western PA during the two 
weeks between my college 
graduation and the start of 
Counselor’s Orientation Week 
at camp.  Dottie and Joe paid 
for me to take the course. 
In 1965, I initiated the first 
girls’ Susquehanna River trip 
(are the lace-decorated pad-
dles still hanging in the Long 
House?).  In 1968 I led the 
first girls’ Explorers North 
trip (two weeks). We went to 
Kippewa Preserve in Ontario, 
near the border with Que-
bec, where we paddled and 
portaged through a chain of 
lakes. All the girls on the trip 
were CITs that summer.  The 
boys ranged in age from 12 
to 15.  Sally Anderson (Man-
ifold) was girls’ co-counselor.  
The boys were led by Lew 
Powell and John Manifold. It 
was a great trip, full of mem-
ories and personal successes 
for all involved.
 Barn dances were held 
on Saturday nights.  The 
“fiddlers” would come up 
from Hughesville to play the 
music–fiddles, banjo, guitar.  
We did square dances and line 
dances.  After the dance, we 
often had a hay ride in the 
back of the camp truck out to 
the main gate and back.
 Peanut Week was one 
of the special events in 1957 
and in the ‘60’s.  I think it 
was discontinued when the 
camp went from 4-week to 
2-week sessions.  On Sun-
day evening of that week, 
everyone picked a peanut 
from a large bowl.  The staff 
had been busily getting them 
ready the week before.  Pea-
nut shells were carefully 

Playing Squirrels in the Trees, 1957. In the background is the old 
Nosoni. Courtesy of Shirley Jones.
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opened and the peanuts 
removed.  The name of one 
of the campers or counselors 
was put inside and the shell 
taped back together.  The 
name inside was your “pea-
nut” for the week and you 
were that person’s “shell.”  
During the week, you secretly 
did good deeds or nice things 
for your peanut–maybe mak-
ing her bed, doing her Kaper, 
leaving a little gift like a cup 
of blueberries, or flowers, or 
a picture or poem. The trick 
was not to let your peanut 
find out your identity. Sat-
urday night was the Peanut 
Party, when shells revealed 
themselves to their peanuts 
and gave them a bigger gift, 
usually something they had 
made in arts and crafts.  
 In 1957 needle books 
were quite popular.  A shape 
was cut out from felt, embroi-

dered, and a flannel “page” or 
two put inside to hold sewing 
needles.  I remember making 
one for my grandmother’s 
birthday, but I also got one 
from my shell.  I still have it!  
It’s been in use for the last 63 
years! (See below.)

Wahalla cabin photo, 1957. Shirley (Clark) Jones is the girl seated on the far left of the bench. 
Courtesy of Shirley Jones.
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I loved every summer at 
camp! As a camper, I really 
grew in my study and demon-
stration of Christian Science.  
I learned to love the Bible 
Lesson, and have kept up 
regular study of it since that 
time.  I had several healings 
through my own prayers at 
camp. After college gradu-
ation, I was an elementary 
school teacher, so was able to 
spend summers at camp.  I’m 
still in touch with some of my 
camp friends.  I kept in touch 
with Mary Alford Williams, 
one of my counselors in 1957, 
regularly until her passing a 
few years ago. I’m also still in 
touch with Joan (Cook) Greig, 
and Char (Reitz) Daly (my 
co-counselor in Tanda that 
first summer). CLC is a very 
special place!
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CLC Update

Have Your Say
Let’s settle those persistent questions once and for all!

Have a pressing question you’d like us to ask alumni? Email 
alumnichatter@crystallakecamps.org.

Which grace is the best? 
Which campsite? Should 
you wipe the table clockwise 
or counterclockwise after a 
meal? These and other ques-
tions have sparked heated 
debate among generations of 
CLC campers. And now...a de-
finitive answer? Join us each 
issue to see the results of the 
last issue’s question and vote 
on the new one! 
 To vote, comment 
on the CLC Alumni Council 
Facebook page (https://www.
facebook.com/
CLCAlumniCouncil) or email 
alumnichatter@gmail.com.

Next question: What was your 
favorite camp meal?

What was your favorite cabin?

Believe it or not, Becca 
DeNicholas, who was a camp-
er and counselor before she 
became camp director is 
heading into her fifth year as 
director. 
 “I don’t really know 
how to describe it,” says Bec-
ca. “It’s camp and amazing. 
I love seeing all the healings 
and the love and having so 

many new friends able to join 
us from around the world.” 
 This year was similar 
to other years in terms of 
camp’s metaphysical foun-
dation and class activities 
with skills progression, and 
of course, lots of laughter and 
connecting.  
 What was different? 
Everything was online. 
 Because of the pan-
demic, several staff came up 
to camp for six weeks to lead 
classes online for campers 
tuning in from around the 
world. They taught every-
thing from horsemanship 
to swimming and boating to 
baking and astronomy. 
 “The staff worked re-
ally hard making sure every-
one had a good time,” says 

Becca.
 By the end of the sum-
mer, camp had added a new 
flag to the dining hall. A 
group of campers and staff 
from the Democratic Republic 
of Congo who had been hop-
ing to come in person were 
able to join online this year. 
 After six full weeks 
of online youth camp. Camp 
hosted a few families and 
adults for in-person family 
camp. 

What Else is New?

CLC hired a full-time year-
round Program Manager. 
Join us in welcoming Logan 
Landry, a former camper, 
staff member, and Alumni 
Council member.

And the winner is... Norman Lodge!!! Here’s what Chuck 
and Art had to say:
      The runners-up are 
      Nikahu and 
      Wahalla, which tied
       for second place.

      Honorable mentions
       to The Barn, 
      Ogdonia, Weape, Old 
      Kiya, Dunwoody, 
      and Atira.
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Spotlight on...

The Early Years
How Camp Became Camp

The Endless Mountains and 
the land where we find camp 
has a rich history. 
 Before camp was camp, 
the property was owned by 
the Laughlin family. But even 
before that, the Iroquois lost 
the land to what was then 
the Province of Pennsylva-
nia in 1768, as part of the 
first Treaty of Fort Stanwix. 
At that time, it was part of 
Northumberland County; the 
land would become part of 

Lycoming County when the 
latter was formed in 1795. By 
1847, Lycoming County had 
been split into smaller coun-
ties: Sullivan County was 
formed from the northeast-
ern part of Lycoming County 
on March 15, 1847. 
 It’s unclear who owned 
the land in the late 1800s, but 
someone built Bena Lodge as 
a hunting cabin on the edge 
of a lake nestled in the moun-
tains. 
 In 1928, J. Page Laugh-
lin (of Jones & Laughlin Steel 
Corporation in Pittsburgh) 
and his wife Bessie bought 
the 960 acres as a summer 
home. They renamed Bena 
Lodge Laughlin Lodge. The 
couple were a member of 
First Church of Christ Sci-
entist, Washington, DC, and 
lived in Leesburg, Virginia. 
 The Laughlins used the 
property as a summer home. 
During the 21 years that they 
owned the property, they 
built Tawanka, White Pine, 
and the original Kiya, known 
as the white cabin. 
 In 1948, after her hus-
band’s passing, Bessie Laugh-
lin decided to sell the Penn-
sylvania summer home. With 
its two lakes, surrounding 
forests and several cabins she 
felt it would make an ideal 
summer camp. That summer, 
she placed an ad in The Chris-
tian Science Monitor offering 
the “famous Crystal Lake 
property—suitable for a sum-
mer camp.” 

 This is how Charles 
Alford, who was also living 
in Washington, DC, found out 
about the property. 
 The story goes that 
when he told Laughlin about 
his idea for a camp for Chris-
tian Scientists, she was elat-
ed. She sold the property 
to the Alfords in November 
1948 “at favorable terms” 
and with her blessing for the 
new venture. 
 A year later, in 1949, 
Crystal Lake Camps was 
founded by Charles C. Alford 
and his wife Kay Alford. 
 The founders, known 
affectionately as Uncle Char-
lie and Aunt Kay, were not 
new to the life that is sum-
mer camp. They had directed 
camps in Connecticut, in New 
Hampshire, and on Cape Cod 
in the 1920s. One of these 
camps, Camp Chocorua, was 
exclusively for Christian Sci-
entists. 
 The Alfords sent their 
own two children, Joe and 
Mary, to summer camps as 
children, and early gave them 
increasing responsibility at 
Crystal Lake Camps. In the 
summer of 1949, Crystal 
Lake Camps opened with 
about 50 campers, using ex-
isting buildings for sleeping 
quarters and the dining hall. 
 From the beginning, 
the idea of having two 
camps—one for girls, the 
other for boys—seemed nat-
ural, and because of the two 
lakes, Crystal and Wild Rice, 

Advertisement placed in the Chris-
tian Science Monitor on May 15, 

1948. This advertisement would be 
seen by the Alfords, who purchased 

the property and subsequently 
transformed it into CLC.



and the groupings of build-
ings near each, the separate 
camps were easy to establish. 
 This suggested a camp 
program in which boys and 
girls would be free to pursue 
their individual interests at 
certain times and unite in 
activities of mutual interest 
at other times. 
 The name Lenape was 
chosen for the boys’ camp 
as a way to honor the na-
tive name (Leni-Lenape) 
for the Delaware tribe that 
once occupied the land. Le-
ni-Lenape translates to “real 
men” or “he-men.” Later, it 
was learned that a well-es-
tablished private camp also 
in Pennsylvania was named 
Camp Lenape, so this name 
was not used in advertising, 
but only within the “camp 
family.” 
 Camp Canoya, the girls’ 
camp, received its name from 
the Canoy tribe of Piscataway 
Native Americans who came 
from the Northern Virginia 
area and migrated to Dela-
ware and then into Pennsyl-
vania. The Iroquois gave the 
group that name when they 
came to Pennsylvania. The 
Shawnee, Delaware, Chicka-
saw and other Native Ameri-
can groups had also traveled 
through and occupied the 
land.
 Both camps united 
under the name Crystal Lake 
Camps, named for the jew-
el-like lake embraced by the 
camp property. After seeing 
Crystal Lake Camps grow 
for 12 summers, in 1961 the 
senior Alfords transferred 
ownership and operation of 
the camps to their son Joe 
and his wife Dottie. 

Have great memories or pictures from a particular year? 
We’d love to spotlight them! Email alumnichatter@crystal-

lakecamps.org.

Photos courtesy of Kay Congleton Hedgepeth and family.
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Recipe Corner
Bring camp to your kitchen this fall!

Back in the day, Crystal Lake’s kitchen and cuisine may have been different, but the goal was 
the same: to keep all the active campers and staff well-fed as they went about their days.

Tanya Trepashko found these authentic recipes from the first year of camp in a well-loved, 
dusty book with ragged pages. The pictures show the handwritten modifications made by 
Camp’s pioneering cooks. One dinner they served up in the summer of 1949 was:
 
Baked Chicken with Cooked Barbecue Sauce
 
1 no. 10 can of catsup 
1 quart of water 
2 cups of vinegar 
1 tablespoons salt 
2 tablespoons of pepper (black) 
4 oz granulated sugar 
1 tablespoon chili powder 
1/2 cup of Worcestershire sauce 
1 tablespoon tabasco sauce 
4 oz onion, grated 
1 yellow lemon, sliced 
 
Combine all ingredients and simmer for 10 minutes.  
Baste [approx. 30 lbs] chicken with sauce during cooking.  
Enjoy! 
 
Still hungry? How about: 
 
Banana Cake 
 
1/2 pound of butter 
1/2 pound margarine 
5 cups of sugar 
5 eggs 
2 cups of sour cream 
4 teaspoons of vanilla 
7-1/2 cups of flour 
3-1/2 teaspoons of salt 
1-1/2 teaspoons of baking soda 
15 ripe bananas 
 
Mix all ingredients together and bake in a 
convection oven at 325 degrees Fahrenheit for 
30 minutes.

Did you try one or both of these recipes? We’d love to see how they turned out! Send photos 
and/or commentary to the Alumni Council, 1676 Crystal Lake Rd., Hughesville, PA 17737 or 

email alumnichatter@crystallakecamps.org.
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Stay in Touch and Get Involved!

Dates for Your Diary

We want to keep in touch 
with you! Anna Alford, Aunt 
Kay’s granddaughter and 
herself a former Camp Direc-
tor, formed the Alumni Asso-
ciation as a way to reconnect 
with alumni, share stories 
and adventures, and remind 
you that you’re always wel-
come home to camp no mat-
ter where you are in your 
journey.
 Since then, the CLC 
Alumni Association has 
worked to do just that. Each 
month, a group of us hop on 
the phone to discuss ways to 
connect in various regions 
through things like picnics, 
game nights, musical events, 
and more. Then we help plan 
the Fall For All weekend that 
happens every year in Octo-
ber.  There are so many ways 

for you to stay in touch and 
get involved. 

* Send us an email at Alum-
niChatter@CrystalLake-
Camps.org to share a mem-
ory that has impacted your 
journey or just to let us know 
what you’re up to! For our 
next Chatter, we are spot-
lighting the 60s. Got a mem-
ory from the 60s at CLC? Did 
something major shift while 
you were at camp during that 
time? Tell us the story be-
hind it as you experienced it!

* Join the Crystal Lake 
Camps Alumni Council Face-
book page: https://www.face-
book.com/CLCAlumniCouncil

* Attend an event. These 
include events up at CLC (see 

below for more details), as 
well as regional events orga-
nized by the Alumni Council.

* Participate in a virtual 
program. CLC hosts regular 
Bible lesson readings, Mary 
Baker Eddy biography book 
clubs, Sermon on the Mount 
readings, and more with al-
ums and friends from around 
the world. For more informa-
tion, visit https://crystallake-
camps.org/virtually-clc/.

* Join the Alumni Council: 
attend monthly meetings, 
support Fall for All, and cre-
ate one-off events for alums 
in your local area. We’d love 
to have you join us! For more 
information, email 
alumnicouncil@crystallake-
camps.org.

Fall Cleanup Weekend [Oct. 23-25]—open to adults to complete projects and help us prepare 
for the winter. Learn more at https://crystallakecamps.org/adult-family-year-round-events/.

Winter Camp [Dec. 29-Jan 1]—adults and families are invited to celebrate the New Year at 
CLC and partake in fun winter activities such as ice-skating, arts & crafts, and gingerbread 
house making. Learn more at https://crystallakecamps.org/adult-family-year-round-events/.

Rest and Study [by reservation]—Christian Scientists preparing for Association or needing 
some quiet prayerful time can call to organize a stay in one of our cabins and make use of our 
robust Christian Science reference materials. CLC phone: (570) 584-5608. Learn more at 
https://crystallakecamps.org/rest-and-study/.

Fall For All [Columbus Day Weekend 2021]—open to alumni, their families and friends of all 
ages to enjoy CLC activities such as pumpkin carving, archery, boating, hiking, etc. 

Sending Love

As many of you may have heard, Alan Powell, who came to camp as a camper in the 80s and 
90s and was the beloved maintenance man in the early 2000s, passed away suddenly recent-
ly. We are putting together a card full of memories for his wife, Lisa Hardman Powell, and his 
dad, Lew Powell. If you have a camp story about Alan you’d like to share, please send it to us at 
AlumniChatter@CrystalLakeCamps and put “Alan Powell Memory” in the subject line. 


