Theban Patrol
by K. I. Bard

“You mean they all lost their money, all of thenver the Adult
Leaders?”

“Yep, that's what it looks like. The whole bunshbroke.”

“Those darn fools. Sounds just like them. Yohidk they could see
a fleece job coming. They always talk so big anthrs. Serves em
right.”

“Yeah, | don't see why we have to suffer becausthedn. It's their
funeral.”

“Well, we're in this together, boys. We came oa #ame bus, so it's
our problem, too.”

“l say screw them anyway.”

“Now you're talking. I've had my eyes on a fewtludse guys and...”

“Sure, Mark, we know what you'd think. You're noise.”

“You're welcome to em, Mark. If you want one-wagtian, they'll
give it to you and laugh at you after they've Haalrtfun.”

“Let's stay on the subject, fellas.”

“Which one? Who to screw, Mark's sex drive, or tvive do now
that our brother Scouts got rolled and are broke?”

“You know which one. We can't get home without mph

“Well, | think they're jerks. Let's let them swetfor a while. Keep
em wondering. Maybe they'll appreciate us more.”

“Yeah, let's give them a taste of what they givé us

“Like | said, screwthem. But this time no comments out of Mark.”

That's how it sounded when we got the word. I'mdBrthe Patrol
Scribe, so it's my job to keep a record of thereggng stuff that
happens. Most of the time there's nothing muchrite down, but this
time it's different. It sure is!

Our big Troop program for the summer was thistniCanada — from
Milwaukee; we're from Milwaukee. The Troop has us,band it was
loaded with camping gear in the back and boys addltALeaders up
front. Two fishing boats go on top of the bus.hiBe the bus we hauled
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a trailer with eight canoes. Inside the bus wke & rolling hurricane of
bored boys and irritated Leaders.

It took us a whole weekend to get to Pakwash, wisckay hell and
gone past Kenora. But being penned up in the Huthat time was
worth it. Pakwash was a great park! We had arsaiga for camping in
a bunch of tall pines that smelled lazy when thterabon sun warmed
up the ground. We were practically on the lake, 8o it was easy to go
swimming or take out a boat or canoe. Heck, dveaught a few fish,
and | hardly even tried.

Well, the week was super, but then came what haup¥vednesday
night. Kind of a bummer.

This will all make more sense if | explain a litdbout our Troop. It's
not exactly your typical Scout group. No, thatd tiue. Most otthem
are pretty typical. They get into the rah-rah Bmput stuff pretty heavy.
The bugle blares and the flag goes up with cerenaweyy morning in
their part of the camp. It's my Patrol, The Thehahat's unusual. We're
part of the Troop but we run a separate show.

There are four Patrols in the Troop. Three of tleggne camped close
around the bus, where two of the Adult Leaderstslephat was the
'regular’ part of the Troop. Must have been alteenty guys camped
over there, but I'm not sure. | didn't keep thase a count on them.
Didn't want to, either.

We Thebans had set up our camp outside the ciMle'd see them
moving around under the trees, hear their Patratlees shout and blow
whistles, but we were just far enough away to retphrt of it. They
stayed out of our area, and we didn't have mucsoreto go over there.
(Except for Mark, who kept trying to scare up fresition.)

There are really seven guys in my Patrol, but didy came on this
trip. Simm is our Leader, our Patrol Dad. He fmdmall tent for
himself and, well, guests. We set up one bigtetd for us. It's the only
big tent left in the Troop, and ittsurs. We were all in our part of camp
Wednesday night, and that's why we didn't know wina$ going on in
the other part of camp.

(A note to myself. I'll have to get more of thestbry of the Patrol
from Simm. He was in it as a boy so he knows tbeys If it wasn't for
him there likely wouldn't be a Theban Patrol.)

When it started to get dark Wednesday night Paunly day were
fixing our late-night snack. They were working@peach cobbler in the
Dutch oven and setting lots of water to boil forrea and doing the
dishes later. | was sitting at the picnic tablinty to read and swat
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mosquitoes at the same time — they get pretty thickere around dusk.
The three of us had changed into long pants amtk giri jackets because
of the bugs. Mark hadn't done that. He was 'pimgglin skin-tight tank
trunks and a muscle shirt. Mark likes to pose acdsexy. Myself, |
don't think watching someone slap mosquitoes ig 8eky, so | tried to
ignore him.

| don't know what Phil and Simm were wearing. Tteyone into
Simm's tent maybe an hour before for a 'talk'., §sekind of a tradition
for each new guy joining the Patrol to spend a damount of time with
Simm. He makes sure that each new guy is 'rightu§ and he clues
them in on the rules, such as keeping your mouth ahout personal
matters. Simm keeps us on the level. Phil isweedh year younger than
me, so he needs a steady hand. | was a littlea@egen when | joined,
and Simm sure helped me adjust and settle down.

From Simm's tent Phil called out, “When's the ceblgoing to be
ready?”

Jay answered, “Maybe five, ten minutes. Better entvor lose it.
You're supposed to help with clean-up, anyway.”

| could hear Phil scrambling to get ready to corae dHe's not the
kind of guy to skip desert. As | remember, a 'talith Simm can get a
guy's hunger going. It wasn't long before Phil eawmrsting out of the
tent so he wouldn't miss his share. Simm wasnléhind. Poor Simm.
For him an hour 'talk’ is just like saying hello, s got cheated. He sure
puts up with a lot from us.

Pauly and Jay were dishing up desert. Mark carok fram our tent
wearing long pants and a shirt, so the bugs wduitdrther his eating. It
was a pretty typical evening for the Theban PatMle talked, ate and
drank cocoa. Cocoa is great at night up thereusecthe air feels so
cold. It warms you up, even if you do have to getin the night to get
rid of it.

We were just about done when we heard a vehicte igtaand leave
from the other part of our camp.

“What's that?” Simm asked, peering. “It looks lk@ickup camper.”

“Yeah,” | told him, “I think it's been there a cdaf hours.”

“With our crowd?”

| nodded.

“Where the heck was | when it came in?”

“Getting firewood, maybe?”

“Well, | better go check.”

Roy and Tom, the other adult leaders, had askedthSorkeep an eye
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on their show while they visited the resort. Buwemything had been
pretty quiet over there — and for a good reasomeafound out later.

Anyhow, Simm took his flashlight, wandered ovemirid everything
blissfully calm, came back and informed us thateh&as something
about the way the boys were acting that seemetile fishy and he'd
better stay there until the other Adult Leaderanmetd. “Phil, maybe you
should sleep in the big tent tonight,” he addetiakeft.

We watched Simm's flashlight weave in and out ef tilees like he
was some huge lightning bug. Then we washed upwaand ready for
the sack. Of course, Mark hadn't shut the net rgthe tent was full of
mosquitoes. While we hunted them down we decigedaing a Sneak.

I guess | should explain what a Sneak is. Eachlaysy his sleeping
bag out and then sits on top of it. When we'relyeall flashlights are
turned off. It's pitch black in that old canvaatteYou're supposed to be
as quiet as you can while you undress. Then yaalSnThe idea is to
crawl quietly and slowly until you find someonehéh you explore him,
all over,and can't talk. It's a real panic with seven qofam it's pretty
good fun with five. Lots of times you can't telhw you're with so you
got to try and figure it out. Mark is easy to teduse he's so frantic. He
goes at it like he wants to pull it off. At leakft's how it feels. He's
also big on heavy breathing.

It wasn't too long before | found someone in thekda was pretty
sure it was either Pauly or Jay. | figured Markudohead toward Phil
for all he was worth: Mark likes ‘fresh meat'. wihs going good, with
me and my partner sort of teasing with our handsgnin another part
of the tent | heard a voice that sounded like Bhil“Ouch!” and then
Mark started his heavy breathing routine. Thalaxrpd wheréhewas.

After that | paid more attention to the guy | waghw He was so
good at keeping me hanging that at times | losktaf what | was doing
to him. He didn't seem to mind, though. By nowals pretty sure it was
Pauly. Pauly really knows his stuff — once hetstdre's absolutely
dedicated.

We stayed at it for a couple of times, then we athar bag and | was
soon asleep. | didn't hear any noise from thergblet of camp, and |
didn't hear Simm return. Before dawn | had to gaaftashlight and go
out and get rid of my cocoa. | did it quick beeué the mosquitoes.
They sure know when it's chow time, and a nakedtgyigg to take a
leak is a feast.

Back inside, after slaughtering the mosquitoes ¢hate in with me, |
took a look to see who I'd been Sneaking and sigepith. It was Pauly

60



all right. Mark had Phil and Jay on either sidenish down at the other
end of the tent in sort of a crowded tangle of egablegs and arms and a
couple of bags. | felt sorry for Jay ‘cause hetnmase hardly stood a
chance with Mark hogging all the action.

My light woke Jay: he sat up, saw it was me, droppack down,
smiled weakly, said “Hi, Brad,” and was asleep agdidecided, then, to
pair off with Jay the next night, to sort of helake it up for him.

| crawled in next to Pauly and put out my lighte Hidn't wake up. |
thought of waking him but | let it pass. It cowlait for morning. In a
little while | was asleep again.

Even in that heavy old tent you can tell when the's about to get
up. There's a kind of twilight or something thaippens. It's a green
twilight, though. Just before dawn the birds clanal twitter like they've
been saving it up all year, and then the tent ipetislight inside.

Pauly was a little awake; he'd move around once wvhile, anyway.
After it got warmer | uncovered both of us. Theraid there and
watched him sleep. Sounds dumb, maybe. Welletheall these neat
shadows and bright areas on a body in that ligtis. also different or
something to watch someone asleep. My gut getsdimollow, and it's
like my mind is talking to them and I'm saying tipénl'd never really say.
I'm not romantic except at times like that. They head is full of all
sorts of mushy stuff.

| wouldn't be honest if | didn't admit to watchionge part of Pauly
more than the others. Every once in a while tbdpe'a twitch, and it'd
be up in an instant. Other times it would happemw sand then topple
back to normal. When that happens it's like tieseme little creature
that sticks its head up to look around. Firstoibkds one way, then it
swings to look the other way, then it looks with reck stretched out.
That stuff keeps my mind busy, too. It's excitingghen Pauly did wake
up he didn't have to be a mind-reader to know Wheds thinking. He
didn't mind, either. Might have had the same tisipimself.

We had some time to ourselves, then we startedidgeand woke the
others up. Outside it was late enough so the nitmsqush-hour was
over. We made breakfast, then slowly eased owgseinto what we
thought would be a normal day at Pakwash.

And it was, until after lunch when a kid from onetloe other Patrols
ran over and asked Simm to high-tail it back to Th@op bus with him
on the double. That's when the story started hoecout.

“Roy and Tom had all the Troop money with them laigiht when
they hiked to the resort,” Simm told us when henetd. “Seems they
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met two ladies, had a few beers — well, | don'teh&w tell you what
happened from there. Just before lunch today Taked in his wallet
and there was nothing in it but his driver's liceasid things. And then
Roy did the same, and he was flat, too. So thaybeck to the resort
and, of course, the ladies had disappeaiiedhkeir motor home!”

“Wait a minute,” Mark said. “There was a motor r®rhere
yesterday evening.”

“Exactly. And when the kids started checking thvedlets they found
that nearly everyone of them was missing his cash.”

That, of course, started us diving in our pockets.

“I'm OK,” | said. “Me too,” said Pauly.

“I got all my money,” said Mark.

Jay and Phil were also unrobbed. Then Simm satuat's good. I've
still got mine, too. So it's just them that gdt'hi

“What the hell happened, Simm? Tell us,” | said.

“Well, looks like the two ladies that shacked ughvMRoy and Tom
sent their friends over in the camper to checktbetboys. Checked em
out pretty good, I'd say. Cleaned the whole bumdt

Simm wouldn't tell us much more, besides he hagubhis head
together at the bus with the other Adult Leadévieantime we got more
and more curious. Not that we cared that much aRoy and Tom, but
some of the guys in the other Patrols would be wknowing about. It
would be delicious to have something to use ag#iesh.

And that's where Mark came in. Mark likes to brag,other guys
brag back to him. Maybe those ripped-off Scoutd iane something
they could brag about. We sent Mark over to fladund the other
patrols and pick up tidbits for us. He was good.atHe does have his
uses after all.

“I don't know if you guys are going to believe alfi this,” he said
when he returned, “but | think | got the story.”

“Jesus, Mark, cut the crap and tell us!”

“Don't get hostile. The long and short of it iathast night, in that
camper, our fellow Scouts almost all got laid.”

“Laid?”

“Them?”

“Yep. The ranks of the virgins took a sharp diwstgrday between
approximately eight and ten-thirty. Take a guebs was the first batter
up, who led off the virgin parade? Bet you wouldn'spect our star boy
leader, Dave.”

“Dave!”
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“You're kidding!”

“Come on, man: Dave?”

“He was the first. The Pride of the Troop led tiay. He even told
me that himself. First time he evekedto me, like he was at least
concerned with being honest.”

“So, how did it get started?”

“As soon as the women pulled up in their campey tieked for Dave
by name and actually told the kids their Scoutnraked sent them,
which means Roy or Tom must have mentioned Daveskom or talked
about the Troop. Anyway, they knew who to ask for.

“So the camper gets parked and the women take Deige with
them. One of them crawls up into the cab-over bwhile the other
flatters hell out of Dave and starts taking off Brrt; moving on him
real fast.”

“Just like Dave to stand there and not know whatttéll to do.”

“The one who's undressing Dave says his Scoutnsasteit them and
he's supposed to have this experience, see? Véhttichme, he was
confused and didn't want to do anything, that isl she got to his belt
and reached inside. At that point he figured 'Wioy?' She undressed
him and shoved him up to the other woman, the onthé cab-over
bunk, who carried on a lot with moans and stufénthtold him how
wonderful it had been and said to tell the othersbio

“Just like that, huh?”

“You mean he actually fell for it, Mark?”

“Yes and no. While he was putting his clothes bankthe women
said he was good to be done so quick. She saidnema were always
fast. Dave claims the whole thing actually turihéud off, he didn't even
‘ejaculate’ — that's the word he used. But hethbught Roy and Tom
had planned this to happen and he wagposedo tell the other guys,
like it was his duty or something.”

“No kidding!”

“So he clues in some of the bigger guys and theyt $tanging
around. One by one they go in. The woman insigés @ach boy
'honey' and gets him stripped to his shorts inime,tthen the one in the
bunk takes over angtham-bangt's time for the next one.”

“That's crazy, Mark. They're putting you on.”

“God you guys are skeptical. Just shut up anchiefinish. Well, the
word spreads fast: the ones who've had the tredtane talking up how
great it was, how good they did — you know. Pretipn all the guys
have either been through or are waiting in lindheyfre so excited and
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proud that they don't catch on.”

“To what?”

“The woman who does the undressing empties eadetwalhile the
boy is up in the bunk. Those dummies were so suirio finally get
some action they didn't realize it was rotten actio

“And nobody noticed!” Jay said full of wonder.

“So when did it dawn on them?”

“Not till this noon. Each kid had between $10 &80 on him, so
those broads picked up over $200 for an hour ahdlfaof acting. The
other two got about $400 from Roy and Tom, so tlmles operation
came to $600-$700 easy. Not bad wages for trickiraynch of dumb
kids.”

“Hey, that's good!”

“How come none of them let us in on the action, k?ar

“That is a dumb question. Shasal action with the Thebans? You
gotta be kidding.”

“And the women are gone?”

“The guy who runs the resort told Roy and Tom heugit they were
hookers from Winnipeg, wherever that is. The otRatrols know the
whole story, pretty much, except they've been tolkdeep quiet about it.
Some of the guys looked scared. Hell, when | wasihg to come back
here Dave and that skinny Patrol leader, Petepvi@ll me half way and
wanted to talk. They actually confided in me andted me. It's got em
thinking.”

My Patrol really got off on the topic. We laughikke crazy at the
jerks and were mad at them, too, for being suclkessc a bunch of
hypocrites who looked down on us but weren't oniebbiter come the
crunch. After what must have been a couple of $iowg decided to pool
our own cash and give it to the 'cause’. Evennsopnly had about a
third of what we'd need to get back home, if we t@drto buy gas and
eat, too.

We told Simm what we learned. He didn't say muklis thing is not
to talkaboutpeople if he can help it. He didn't care that wew, but he
didn't want us spreading it around.

“I hope this doesn't put an end to the Troop,"did us that night. “A
few of those kids might react badly once we get &éoni they spill their
guts out of guilt it'll be hard to keep the Troapdat will sure end Roy
and Tom's role. But first we've got to get honh@on't know how we'll
do that on our new budget.”

Simm and Phil turned in before the rest of us. Kald us he had to
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go over and meet with Dave for a while — Dave haeind to himself. It
surprised me to think that Mark had something gaiity Dave. Mark's
fourteen and Dave's a year older, but in a way'tbeylot alike. It's hard
to explain. It's like both of them have two petadites. Maybe it's
their age.

Three of us were left for the big tent. Jay séidhis is the night of
the thirteens.” Because he, Pauly and | weréhateen. We ended up in
a three-way, and I'm sure we hit thirteen beforemgee done. | had my
wish of making things better for Jay. | got asdj@s | gave, too. We all
did. 1 don't even remember falling asleep. Tdlkw being wiped out!

The next day we loaded up the old bus and limpedbBakwash on
a breakfast of cocoa and emergency rations. Bpiegenve were in a
campground in Minnesota that was so crowded wihefimen we had a
hard time finding spots for our tents. Luckilyetithebans ended up a
long ways from the other Patrols, right next tackpp camper. No, not
thatcamper, another one with a lone guy in it.

Supper was awful. What the Troop had the most & ot cereal
and dry soup mix. And peanut butter but no breadting peanut butter
off a spoon isn't what | call desert.

Jay and | had clean-up that night. Pauly hungradcand helped.
Phil and Simm went for a walk. Mark took off to gk with Dave.
Well, it makes sense if you think about it.

One thing | have to tell you about Pauly is thas e good looking
kid. He's thin, but he didn't turn out spideryis Hair is sandy brown
and his eyes are light brown. He's got the kindacé that's soft with
enough hard angles to make it interesting. Whesrhides at you the
smile comes from inside. He's got charm, or somgthl've seen him
naked often enough to know that if he'd been aromrahcient times the
Greeks would have made lots of Pauly statues: mirgeums would be
full of them.

Pauly knows he's attractive, not that it's gondiohead. He just
cooperates with it. On him, the Scout uniform leglood. He knows
how to wear it. Scout shorts come long, but his biem up just right.
It looks sharp. He gets noticed.

And the lone guy with the camper was noticing. dswt paying
attention, but Pauly was; this sort of grin cameravis face. | learned
then that Pauly's got guts. He up and walked twehe guy and said,
“I'm available.”

“What do you mean, kid?” said the fellow, who | geed was about
35 and not too bad looking.
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“Just that I'm available, like if you need somephet would like to
show me your camper.”

“What makes you think I'm interested?”

“The way you were looking at me. That's OK. I'ot nbjecting. In
fact, | need money. The Troop needs money. Thkb v& had to get
home on got stolen. So... I'm available.”

| couldn't believe it. Pauly made a deal in noetimHe picked up
$100 just like that. So then | found out, from Raabout his business.
All last year he'd been showing up around convestiand stuff in
Milwaukee. He says there's lots of men who wily,pso why not get
paid?

You could say that Pauly and the guy in the canmiteit off: Pauly
went over there to spend the night. In the morriegbrought back
another $150. That gave the Troop enough casleaohr Milwaukee
without anyone having to make a distress call hame risk the story
getting out. Pauly solved the whole problem —flakid out most of the
day in the back of the bus on the bedrolls. Hed,could even stop and
pig-out on burgers along the road!

So, Pauly wasn't in the big tent when we hit theksaNeither was
Mark — he went over to Dave's. (Mark is acting enand more like a
Scout. He's thinking of becoming Dave's assistaribur guess is as
good as mine.) That left Jay and me. We had thelevtent to
ourselves.

I think we got to thirteen that night, too, but, mavas it a lot nicer!
We just did things we'd both done before, but wektlem like we meant
them. Does that make sense? Well, we were byelwas and we got
into it real good, and then fell asleep — | thirsly dvas actually on top of
me at that point, both of us having just come doafter number
whatever-it-was.

And then in the morning there was the green twilighwhich I could
watch him as he slept, and see him stir and twateth breathe and his
whatchamacallit get hard and soft like those thiafygays do ifyou
watch them at that time. Then Jay gradually camvake, his eyes
squinting open and after a moment he smiled antheshfor me to hug
me (we were still both stark, raving naked, of eejirand start things
going again. Woulgoubelieve we even kissed? 'Cause things were sort
of changed now: Jay'd become something reallyigpeeny best friend
and my best bunk buddy, too!

Well, that's pretty much it. So we got back towtilikee fine. The
story never 'broke'. Dave and the other boy lesaklept a lid on it; Mark
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had a part in that. The adults played it coolwdrked out better than |
thought.

And Pauly got the address of the man in the campgeom what
Pauly says he's a real decent guy and they're goiggt together again
and go back-packing and fishing. Like me, Paulgppy. He says it's
better if you like the person. Money isn't the m#iing, but it's nice to
have: we'd all agree on that.

Brad Williams, Scribe
Theban Patrol

On second thought, | guess maybe I'd better nothisireport in the
record book — it kind of got out of hand right fraime start as | was
writing it, telling the truth and all. I'll makepusomething ‘decent’ for the
files.
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