From Here to Far Out, Man
Catherine Farrar

	Early on a morning in the month of June 1966, my mother drove me 265 miles from northern Michigan to Detroit Metro airport. I boarded the plane to La Guardia to work the next eight weeks—and only eight weeks—as an intern at a summer camp in the Catskills. It was the last hurdle of my transition to adulthood. Once it was behind me, I could finally graduate from the University of Michigan with a degree in Education for Emotionally Disturbed Children. I wasn’t excited about any of it. Not at all. I had experienced those kids in my student teaching classes at The Children’s Psychiatric Hospital at U of M and at Yorkwood Center, the children’s unit at Ypsilanti State Hospital. I was burned out from being in school for seventeen years straight and had had enough of wild, impulsive, and misbehaving kids. I didn’t want to teacher them; I just wanted a break. This two-month job might go fast.
	The plane landed. I gathered my suitcase, my Gibson guitar and took a shuttle to the Port Authority Terminal where I transferred to another bus going out to Roscoe, NY, the closest I could get to Buck Brook Farm, seven miles away. My instructions were to call the camp from a pay phone outside the Roscoe Diner and “someone” would pick me up. Two hours and a half later I was standing out front and made my call.  It was now mid-afternoon, and the place was closed so I sat on a bus stop bench and watched expectantly as cars came and went. I calculated that my transit time from Detroit to NYC and out to the diner was about six hours. I waited. And waited. An hour passed and then another before a dusty van crunched onto the gravel parking lot. A young guy dressed in scruffy jeans and big boots got out and stood there looking distracted. He glanced in my direction and said, “Camp?” 
	“Yes, SummerLane.” I verified.
	“Get in.” He opened the rear door and climbed back into the front leaving me to wrestle my bag and guitar into the back seat. No greeting, no introduction. Who is this guy? What took him so long? I wondered. He had to be a staff person; they wouldn’t send a camper…would they? He was my first impression of a very different edge of the world.
	I attempted to prime myself for whatever was ahead of me. “Hi. My name is Cathy,” I piped cheerfully.
	“Unnh,” conveying not a shred of meaning. 
	“Are you a counselor?”
	“Nh.” Moody silence emanated from the back of his head.
	“Um…when do the kids get here?”
	“Some there.” This was going nowhere. Meanwhile we were entering a narrow country road that dipped and wound around wooded hills. I prayed he wouldn’t drive into a gully or a tree. Twenty some minutes later Mr. Personality pulled into a dirt parking area in front of an unpainted wooden building and got out leaving me and my baggage in the swirling dust. 
	Here’s my second impression of the summer: I walked away from the car carrying my suitcase in one hand and guitar case in the other feeling dumped. Sitting on the steps of the building, looking insouciantly at me in my pale blue dress were two bare chested, bare footed teenaged boys. One wore an enormous black bush of curly hair and a large hoop earring. The other was shaved as bald as a rock. He flicked a front tooth in and out of his mouth with his tongue like a lizard as I warily approached. Astonished as I was, I willed myself to show nothing but polite mid-western manners. “Where will I find Reverend von Hilsheimer?” mangling the name.
	“Far out, man!” commented the lizard, gawking at me. He could see I was on foreign turf here, well beyond my grazing range.
The hoop gestured to a house on a slope to my right.  “George ain’t here yet. Ron’s in charge.” As I turned to look, I saw the homeliest man I had ever seen striding towards us. He was thin, balding, with an angular chin and beaky nose. As he came closer, I could see a dark mole on his upper lip which nearly filled the space between nostrils and mouth. Small black eyes in his pale face were hardly warm with greeting, but at least he was an adult.
	“I’m Ron. You here for summer camp?” in a nasally tone.
	“Yes. I guess I’m in the right place,” I smiled weakly feeling like I had just been dropped into a bizarre movie set. 
	“C’mon. I’ll find you a place to sleep,” he said. I followed him past the boys into the building through a side door. This was an old, wooden, dormitory structure that had been a retreat in the heyday of Catskill resort vacations for New Yorkers, one of the basic versions; there were no signs of luxury here. He showed me the communal bathroom and said to get towels and sheets from the house on the hill called “George Hall”. He led me to my room which was just a screened in porch with a single bed for me, a baby bed, and miscellaneous furniture piled against the wall. 
	“What’s the crib for?” I wanted to know.
	“That’s where Carl sleeps. He’s four.”  Polite mid-western girls aren’t accustomed to questioning what we’re told, especially by scary-looking men in authority. I tried to absorb this blow. Was I to have a little kid as a roommate??  “He’ll only be here at night.  You don’t have to take care of him, his mother’s around here someplace.” he explained and before I could compose a single thought he added, “Dinner’s at six in the dining room. See you later” and was gone. 
	I hadn’t been here thirty minutes and I was already counting the days before I could leave.
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