J.H. MUELLER
SSZYIJNKWOODDR.
HOUSTON,TEXAS 17025

June 15, 1989

Dear Neil:

Thanks for the 1957 Jamboree story. I made a couple
of copies, so I hope these don't get misplaced. I'm
sending yours back, aé I'm sure you‘want to keep it.

I got a kick out of reading it again. Brought back

a lot of memories. I'm goiné to my fourth Jamboree

in late July. This time I got a National staff job

in one of the three Action Centers, where all the
activity takes place. I'm assigned to the bicycle
motocross event. Sounds like fun. We'll be sleep-

in barracks at Fort A.P. Hill in Virginia. I now

have all the Jamboree patches for our National Jam-
bos, including the 1935 one which was called off.

Need only the 1937 and 1953 neckerchiefs to complete
that coilection, and have all the old 12 Region patches
plus 4 of the new 6 regions. )

Thanks again for the 1957 story. Sorry that it dia
nor work out with Cory. I hope that he doesn't regret
i1t some day. ™

Regardsl fﬁkz<¢JLKAjgx/

P.S. I also ‘gave the 1969 Jambo souvenir neckerchief
signed by Neil Armstrong, since we saw him land on the
moon during that Jambo and he is an Eagle Scout. Then
just a few weeks ago I got an autographed 1989 Jambo
neckerchief back from the Atlantis crew which I had sent
them with a request for autographs.
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FOREWORD

This 1s the story of the Fourth National Scout Jamboree as it was
experienced by Jamboree Troop 2 of the Sam Houston Area Council.

This troop was made up of Scouts and Explorers from the Southwest
District, whose names appear on the following page.

Credit for this story should go to the boys involved and all the
thousands of people who made the Jamboree possible, but especlally
to. our Scribe, Neil Calnan, who stayed up late each night of the
trip and Jamboree, writing the notes from which the story was pre-
pared, and to our Senlor Patrol Leader, Dick Simpson, who expand-
ed the notes into a complete and Interesting story.

It was a genulne pleasure to be associated with all of yeu en
this adventure. I especially want to thank our very fine and
able Assistant Scoutmasters, Mr. Gordon Jones and Mr. Bill Zedler,
whose work and cooperation made the trip enjoyable for me.

I hope to experlence another such trip with some of you next year
to Colorado Springs for the 1960 Golden Jubilee Jamboree.

Jd. H. Mueller
Scoutmaster
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THE BIG DAY July 4, 1957

I suppose that things started stirring in about 400 homes this morn-
ing. After all, this is the day we have been waiting for. Like
most of the Jamboree Scouts, we spent last night putting the final
touches to our baggage, rechecking for the umpteenth time to be sure
nothing was missing. After one more check, I went to meet the other
boys from Post 505, along with Tony Koby and Richard Palmer at St.
Vincent's Church. We had agreed to attend the.  6:00 AM service be-
fore our trip. We were privileged to have the assistant pastor,
Father Francls Conner, give us a short special service for our
journey after the Mass was over.

Back home for the trip to Camp Hudson. When we arrived, other

Scouts were already pouring in. We were to meet at Campsite S-2.
Pretty soon familiar faces began to show up along with all the

exclted familles. Baggage tags were handed out and attached to

every article. -The leaders got schedules for the day, quarter-
masters tagged troop equipment, everyone got last minute instructions.

We got another medical check and baggage trucks were loaded with
troop equipment and duffel bags. After this, we took a short hot
swim. Out of the pool to lunch; it was catered by Sonny Look, aml
if 1t didn't taste as good as usual, it was probably because we
were all excited. After ice cream, a short rest and then we went
to the pool for the "eattle dip" - just in and out to get the grime
off before we climbed into those brand new Jambo uniforms. The
uniform of the day back from the pool consisted of shoes and a
towel.

Neckerchiefs were issued--2 per man with our own troop number on
them. Ours were green. Xach troop had a different color to help
in identifying those 400 boys once we got going.

We dressed hurrledly with lots of shouting and yelling, loaded our
packs on our backs, and started for the buses which were walting
vwith engines running. Ours was the next to the last bus in line,
and as we passed each of the others we were greeted by shouts and
urgings to hurry up.

Once loaded, the busy leaders began the first "40" count--amazing,
everybody was here! Our eleven bus caravan started for the station,
and did we whoop 1t up on the way down Memorial Drive, across the .
Capitol Avenue bridge, and to the station. We really felt like we
were something special. At the bus station our driver managed to
get out of line, and we got an extra ride around several blocks in
order to get back in the right order at the depot. Here we were
at last--Simpson and Dolhonde with flags headed up the column.

We did a fast march into the station in formation amid thousands
of shouting, waving, camera grinding brothers, sisters, mothers,
dads, and all the others. What a send off! Our flag bearers
posed for a newspaper picture, and we had our first publicity.

Seats on the train had been assigned so that there were 3 patrols
and 2 ASM's in the next to last car, and the Bullfighters, Junior
Leaders, and Scoutmaster in the last car, which we shared with
Troop 1. Boy, the junior leaders had the plushiest car on the
train; a brand new air conditioned coach from the MoPac KRagle.
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Finally we felt the motion of the train as the wheels started the
first turns toward those thousands of miles before we would return
from the biggest experience of our lives. Once out of the station,
the Bullfighters began peeling down to "T" shirts, mocassins, and
shorts. TLook at all those people along the streets and intersections,
waving and taking pictures. That old Houston 'skyline sure looks
good; most of us have never seen it from this angle. We began to
settle down with our seat mates. Radinsky and Parker; Palmer and
Willson; Steves, Beirne, Lewis, and Peterson in seats facing each
other. Rank has its privileges, as the Junior Leaders and Scout-
master had more room-only three men on four seats. Simpson, Dol-
honde, and Marvins on one side; Mueller, James, and yours truly

on the other.

Rolling out through the north side, we soon saw familiar U. S. 75
on our left; it's the road to Camp Strake. XEverybody went to the
lef't slde of the train to see it. We zipped by the Strake gate
waving to two Scouts who were sitting on the gate watching for us.
At Conroe, a car came honking alongside; it was our old freind,
John Dobmeyer, the camp ranger at Strake; his son 1s on the train
with another troop.

Things began to settle down now; comic books and games came into
view; blg plans were made and the incessant shuffle to the water
coolers and "heads" at each end of the car began. Instructions
were "No moving in or between cars without shoes." We soon
developed a treatment for those forgetful Scouts who came by with-
out them--we let them by without a word, but on the return trip
they got thelr little toes hammered on by shoes in the hands of
those in the seats; it usually took only one treatment to sharpen
up the memory. _ _

"Trader"™ Simpson swung into action. He was pushing "Texas Sky
Hooks", a little trading item which he and Robert James had
apparently manufactured by the hundreds. The sky hooks didn‘t
seem to impress anyone--maybe the Yankees will go for them.

Mr. Vernon Moore came by to tell the leaders about dinner; we
moved to the diner for our first meal, which was a good one.
Thirty six at a time, the parade to and from the diner moved for
about 11 hours. We have two diners, which speeds up the feeding.

Shortly after dinner we rolled into Palestine to 'service the train ..
Some of us talked to the Scoutmaster's nephews who came to the
platform to see him and Joel. We found out that it took 3,000 lbs.
of ice to air condition our car. In half an hour we were rolling
along in the dark toward Texarkana, just like the old saying, "The
sun has riz, and the sun has set; here we is in Texas yet." More
Jokes, comlc books, games, friendly insults, and then we got the
word that Taps would be at 10:30., Much climbing around to get

pa jamas and blankets out of our packs began, and soon we were all
sacked out. on our seats, in whatever position we could get. Looks

like my nose is going to become very familiar with Robert's or Mr.
Mueller's feet.

THE ST. LOUIS BLUES
(Friday, July 5, 1957)

31x o'clock came an hour earlier this morning; we changed time
zones during the night, and lost an hour's sleep. Looks like every-
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body made the night OK desplte all the groaning. Somehow Palmer
managed to get on the floor under his seat last night. We woke up
in Little Rock, Arkansas; the capitol building on the hill looks
about like our courthouse from the train. The long walk to the
diner for breakfast was in wain for some of us. ~ We had "bloody .
eggs", which were eggs with tomatoes. A lot of us didn't like them
at all, although Messrs. Jones, Zedler, and Mueller seemed to enjoy
them, we hoped that they would not appear on future menus.

After breakfast we returned to the cars and cleaned up our bedding,
personal gear, and the car itself. Our gang in the next car had
the luxury of an oversize lounge, complete with the only electric
shaver outlet on the whole traln. It sure looked like the car was
going to be the morning gathering place for all the leaders and
those of us who were man enough to own a semblance of a beard.

We noticed that the rivers up here carried considerably more water
than those down Houston way. They were all brim full, and the
whole country showed signs of recent heavy rains. After about two
hours of comic books, games, and chewing the fat, we once more made
the long haul to the diner for lunch. This meal was much better
than the breakfast. Pretty soon we saw the Mississippi River along-
side and knew that we were nearing St. Louis. There was lots of
scrambling for pictures of Ole Man River. The bank on the opposite
slde of the traln was very steep, and we soon noticed rock quarriles
cut into the bank. Soon we could see the excursion boat "Admiral®
moving upriver. This is a modern river boat cperating out of St.
Louis. The approach to St. Louls was about the same as all rail-
road approaches to large cilties--through the dingier part of town.

After pulling into the station, which was a large building of rather
anclent archltecture, we were turned over to our unit leaders until
3 PM CST, the time on which the railroad operated. We looked at all
the sights on the broad street running by the station, a beautiful
fountain, the postoffice, where Mr. Jones mailed our first postcards
to the folks at home, the city hall, courthouse, War Memorial which
contained a gold artillery shell contalning champagne to be con-
sumed by the last survivor of the war. The library had two stone
bears on the steps as part of the decoration, and we all crowded

on to have cur plctures taken, with Joel waving the Texas flag
astraddle the bear. We were turned locose in the Famous and Barr
department store to shop for about 45 minutes. Some of us, in-
cluding Peterson managed to get to local Scout headquarters and

lay in a supply of Shawnee Council 0-A patched for trading. Gary
Willson managed to leave hils camera on the counter of the store,

but luckily some honestsalesgirl turned it in to our leaders. Gary
didn't even know he had lost it when it was returned to him.

We got back to the station and had a last minute rush for candy
bars, magazines, etc. before boarding. When once aboard, each
Scoutmaster stepped to the platform of his coach to wave his troop's
boarding flag which indicated all his trocop was aboard. These flags
were in 11 different colors, one for each of our troops to match
our neckerchlefs. With Vernon Mocre standing at the end of our
coach to check the flags as theyv appeared from each platform on his
signal, the colorful ripple hegan. First the yellow flag of Troop

1 appeared; then our green one, then Troop 3's red flag, down the
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long line of coaches 'til Troop 1ll's brilliant rose flag appeared.
How can Vernon Moore see that far down the train? All seemed to

be OK, and we rolled out of the station across the Mississippi

River bridge. As soon as we got across we stopped. What happened?
The news soon arrived; one whole troop, Troop 8, is not on the train!
Seemed they went to the famous St. Louls zoo and forgot that the rail-
road operated on a different time schedule than ours. We sat for 1%
hours while Troop 8 found enough taxis to bring them to the train

vlia an automoblle bridge. It was a red faced bunch who finally came
aboard. "Be late with eight" became a fashionable saying. At the
leaders meeting that evening, a good lecture on correct time and
scheduling awalted all our leaders. Our schedule for Detrolt was
ruined, but we forgave the "lage 8's". Our five Jones boys are not
all related. Mr. Gordon Jones and his two sons, Don and Frank; Murry
and George from another Jones klan. Ten thirty soon arrived and we
sacked in while our adult leaders took turns staying awake to make
sure no one went sleepwalking.

JULY 6, 1957 - - - DETROIT, CANADA, AND NIAGARA FALLS

Early this morning we rolled into the Motor City. This time each
troop had a regular sightseeing bus and a swell driver who ex-
plained all the sights of the city. We fastened our patrol ban-
ners to the slides of the bus, announcing that we were from Texas,
and headed out for a nice restaurant. After a good breakfast we
took the buses to Greenfield Village, past the Ford Motor plant
and the Ford offices. Because of our interrupted schedule, we had
to make a lightning tour of the place, but saw just enough to make
us want to come back. We were issued a box lunch and boarded our
buses for a trip across the Ambassador Bridge into Canada. There
we were to board our train, now pulled by a Canadlan National RR
engine, at Windsor, Ontario, Canada, and ride along to Niagara Falls
on the Canadian side. We noticed that Canadian models of U.S. cars
had different grilles, and different names, and it was strange to
see the Canadlan flag on all the bulldings. The Canadian immi-
gration inspectors cleared us for entry and our driver found the
station after some trouble. Some of us had time to buy and mail

a Canadlan postcard before we entrained again. Curiously enough,
our entry into Canada from Detroit was by going SOUTH. Look on a
map and you can see that Windsor 1s indeed south of Detroit. The
Canadlan countryside was not ton different from ours, although we
were surprised to find tobacco growing in fields so far north. Al-
ways thought 1t was a southern crop. The Canadian immigration
inspectors were aboard to clear us for re-entry and thus prevent

a long walt for thils at Welland before we crossed into New York.
Really nice of them to save us the time. Each one of us was asked
to state his bilrthplace and the country of which he was a citizen.
Some of us tried to trade the inspector out of one of his uniform
buttons, which bore the crown of England. ©No luck.

We passed the time until we came near the falls. Soon the news -
came that we would be passing the larger, more beautiful Canadian
Falls of Niagara. We all rushed to take pictures of it from the
train and gasp at the power and beauty of the sight. Soon we
arrived at Welland, and began the trip across the Niagara Gorge into
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the U. S. A. A uniformed Canadian 1n kilts and a mustache posed

and waved for plctures at the bridge. Marvins, Radinsky, and Parker
are all still wondering just who he was. As we crossed the gorge,
we could see the famous Ralnbow Bridge upstream. Then we were back
in "America" and soon disentrained for the walk to the Falls.

It was late afternoon, and a beautiful time for sightseelng. There
were hundreds of vacationers crowding the zurlo shops and stores
near the falls, and we soon Jjoined them.

When we arrived at the Niagara River after walking through the
beautiful park surrounding it, and then continued to the edge of

the Amerlican Falls, we could only stand in awe of the billions of
gallons of water that charged the brink and fell foaming into the
chasm below. At the top, beautiful rainbow mists floated above the
water, while 150 feet below, huge whirlpoocls of white, foaming water
whirled this way and that, as if pulled by some confused, mysteriaus
force through the curved pathway of the gorge the river constantly
cuts. The most indescribable sight was the falls itself. Plctures,
moving or still, cannot captivate the gilgantic 1,000 foot wide force
of water roaring over the cliff tc the chasm below. In the distance
we could see the 3,000 foot wide curve of the Canadian Falls, the
power station, and far below, hobbing on the turbulent water, the
"Maid of the Mist" as the little excursion boat is called.

Fred Steves and others went down in the elevator the bottom of the
falls, and got an even different view. After hurried souvenier
buying and peostecard writing, we met at the train for the trip to
Buffalo. So far this has been the most impressive day of our trip,
and one which I am sure all of us will remember for many years. In
Buffalo the Scoutmasters only were allowed off the train, while the
Junlor Leaders picked up our box lunches which were waiting on the
platform. Mr. Mueller tried to fulfill all requests for candy,
magazines, and souveniXrs, and came running back with arms loaded.
He saild he had never run so far to buy so much in so little time.

SUNDAY, JULY 7, 1957 - WASHINGTON, D.C.

When we woke up this morning, we were told that we had really made
time through the Adirondack Mountains during the night. We were
now being pulled by the Pennsylvania RR's electric engines and

our nation's capital was to be the sightseeing spot for the day.

We lined up in the bilg station in Washington, checked Johnny

- Holman's and Joel's cowboy hats and other gear, and waited for our
sightseeing buses. Ours was driven by a fat, jolly driver who told
us to call him "Tubby", and he really treated us swell. We drove
to the Capitol Building, and started our tour in the Rotunda, the
blg room under the dome. Here we saw all the famous paintings of
events in our country's history and statuary hall, with its statues
of famous statesmen, including Sam Houston; we then visited the House
and Senate Chambers where some of us realized that here were made
some of our nation's greatest decisions. We visited other committee
rooms, each with its own history, and the famous whispering gallery
‘where this acoustical phenomena was demonstrated to us.,
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Leaving the Capltol, we drove past the many government bulldings to
the Smithsonlan Institution, where we were told it would take 63
years of constant looking for one minute at each exhibit to see every
ltem there. We tried hard, and saw the Wright Brothers' airplane,
the "Spirit of St. Louis", the "Star Bangled Benner", whales,
dinousars, colns, stamps, weapons, scilentific displays, boats, rock-
ets, and hundreds of other things in two short hours. What a place!
Oh yes, Johnny Holman and some of our other "wolves" noticed a few

of the pretty girls who live in Washington too.

We met on the lawn outside the buildings to count noses and had to
send a rescue team after Larry Larmore, who was entranced by a phila-
telic exhibit.

We then drove by the Washington Monument and bragged about our San
Jacinto Monument, saw the beautiful Jefferson Memorial, the White
House, Pan American Union, and other beautiful buildings. Then we
drove across the Potomac into Virginia and Mount Vernon. Our bus
began to smoke and spout water on the way, and we wondered if we
would make 1t. On arrival at Mount Vernon we found that our radiator
hose had broken and we had lost all our water. The bus was to be
repaired while we toured the grounds. OQOur first stop was for a box
lunch on the grounds of Mount Vernon. After eating, we split into
small groups for sightseeing on our own. Here we came across our
first sight of other Jamboree bound Sconts and the patch traders!
hearts began leaping with joy. Dick Simpson managed to talk a Scout
from another group into removing a beautiful "semi restricted" O-A
patch from his uniform for one of our Liberty Bell patches, which

we had heretofore considered almost worthless as trading items. The
grounds and Potomac River at Mt. Vernon were worth seelng, and we
enjoyed the walking tour and chance to buy souveniyrs.

Back to the bus and a trip to Alexandria, Va. which is rich in his-
tory. We visited Christ Church and had our bPictures taken in George
Washington's and Robert E. Lee's pew. It is a beautlful colonial

style church, and one can almost imagine the bewigged congregations
sti1ll sitting there.

We then proceeded to Arlington National Cemetery. The ground on
which this is located was the ancestral home of Robert E. Lee, and

his family home still stands in the vlcinity. We saw the thousands

of graves of the dead servicemen, including John *J. Pershing, and

the controversial equestrian statue of Field Marshall Sir John Dill,
who 1s the only forelgn soldier to be buried here. We then walked

to the most hallowed spot in this beautiful cemetery, the Amphitheater
and Grave of the Unknown Soldier. Here we read the story of the
selection of this unknown hero and his subsequent burial in memory

of all our heroic dead. The soldier who guards the tomb is magni-
ficlent in the precision of his movements as he marches back and forth
before the white marble tomb. He 1s one of a select group chosen for
this high honor. Our group of 500 Scouts and leaders were privileged
to participate in a wreath laying ceremony as our trilbute to the
soldler who slept here. We stood in reverent silence as our eleven
Jenlor Patrol Leaders and other dignitaries marched forth to place

the wreath before the tomb. It is a ceremony involving much pro-
tocol, and was most impressive.



