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OFFICE HOURS 

The Golden Spread Council Office and Scout Shop are open: 

Monday thru Friday 8:30 - 5:30 

OFFICE CLOSURES 

The Golden Spread Council will be closed for the following holidays in 2025: 

 Christmas - December 24-26th. 

The Scout Shop will be closed for inventory on December 30 and 31. 

 

The Scout Shop will no longer be open on Saturdays in September and October.  

 

Be sure to check out our website calendar for ALL of the exciting events happening in the Golden Spread 

Council or follow this link: 

ƘǧǇǎΥκκƎƻƭŘŜƴǎǇǊŜŀŘΦƻǊƎκ  

https://goldenspread.org/
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EDITORôS NOTE 

Hello Golden Spread Council volunteers, parents, staff and board members! 

Wow itôs the end of the year already!  Itôs always so bittersweet when the 

end of the year comes.  On the one hand, I personally love Christmas!  Itôs 

my favorite time of the year minus all the shopping frenzy.  I love the 

Christmas lights, decorations, smells and most of all time with family.  

However, on the other hand, I start reflecting on how fast the year went!  It 

seems like just yesterday that it was January 1st.  The kids will be out of 

school in a couple of weeks and Christmas Day is just around the corner!  

The older I get, the faster time goes it seems.  Short and sweet though, this 

greeting is to wish you a blessed Christmas and a Happy New Year!  Take 

time to rest, reflect and enjoy family this holiday season.  See you next year! 

The newsletter has all of the activities, office closures for holidays and Scout Shop hours for 2025 so be sure 

to look them over and mark your calendars accordingly so that you will always be ready for the upcoming 

year!    As we learn of and can release information, we will pass it along to you! 

Be sure to visit the council website at www.goldenspread.org regularly to get information on upcoming 

events, registration and deadlines and any date changes that may occur. 

The newsletter will be going out every month and will contain the most current information available for 

council, district, and unit events.  Please send unit event information, dates and pictures to Gemma Mitchell at 

gemma.mitchell@scouting.org or call 806-282-8296 and leave me a voicemail.  Please turn in all 

submissions for the newsletter in non-PDF format (if possible) each month by the 25th!  Donôt forget to 

forward all of your unit fun and activities to your district executive!  If you donôt know who they are or how 

to contact them, look on the green tabbed district pages here in the newsletter. 

We are really excited to get this newsletter out to you and we are even more excited to include you and your 

youth!   The youth of the Golden Spread Council is why we all do what we do in Scouting and when we stay 

focused on them, we all win!   

 

 Yours in Scouting,  

 Gemma Mitchell          

 

COUNCIL EVENTS 

 

http://www.goldenspread.org
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COUNCIL EVENTS 

 

2026 GOLDEN SPREAD COUNCIL CUB SCOUTS AND  

SCOUTS BSA CAMPING AND ACTIVITIES 

 

January 24:  Merit Badge University (Ascension Academy) 

February 7:  District Pinewood Derby races (Check the calendar for your district locations!) 

February 27 - March 1:  OKPIK Winter Adventure Camp (Camp MK Brown) 

April 10 - 12:  Camporee (Camp Don Harrington) 

April 17 - 19:  OA Section Conclave  

April 18:  Scouting for Food (Cub Scouts and Scouts BSA event)  

April 24 - 26:  Philmont Family Weekend 

May 9: District Fish Fests (Check the calendar for your district location!) 

May 30:  GE Cub Scout Day Camp (Camp Don Harrington) 

May 31 - June 5:  National Youth Leadership Training Course (NYLT) (Camp MK Brown) 

June 6:  AW/LW Cub Scout Day Camp (Camp MK Brown) 

June 14 - 20:  Scouts BSA Summer Camp (Camp MK Brown) 

June 26 - 28:  Cub Scout Adventure Weekend (Camp Don Harrington) 

July 24 - 26:  OA Summer Ordeal (Camp Don Harrington) 

September 18 - 20: Webelos Woods (Camp MK Brown) 

September 26 - 27:  Cub Scout Family Campout (Camp Don Harrington) 

October 17:  Spook O Ree (Camp Don Harrington) 

October 24:  Spook O Ree (Camp MK Brown) 

November 6 - 7:  OA Fall Fellowship (Camp Don Harrington) 

November 7: Environmental Science Merit Badge Class (Camp Don Harrington) 

For details on all of these camps, activities and to register, visit www.goldenspread.org.  

Click on the ñEvent Registrationò tab and scroll to the date to find the camp/activity. 

Please check with your unit leader for details on how to register for these events as some 

are unit registrations and others may be individual registrations. 

If you havenôt liked us already, go to the Golden Spread Council page on Facebook and 

like us!  We also put a lot of information about upcoming events and news on this page 

and there are a lot of Cub Scout and Scouts BSA units that put pictures out there also! 

http://www.goldenspread.org
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hYtLY нлнс 

5ŀǘŜ ς CŜōǊǳŀǊȅ нуΣ нлнс 

Iƛ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǝƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ hYtLYΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ 

ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƳŜŜǝƴƎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ WŀƴǳŀǊȅ ŦƻǊ hYtLY ŀƴŘ L 

ŀƳ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƴŜǿ ƛŘŜŀǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǊƛǘ ōŀŘƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭƻǊǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ 

ǘŜŀŎƘΦ 

 LŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ 

ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƳŜŜǝƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  

L ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƛƴǇǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

ŎŀƳǇ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ {ŎƻǳǘǎΦ IŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ ŀƴŘ 

L ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ 

ŦǊƻƳ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ 

 

¢Ƙŀƴƪ ¸ƻǳ 

WŀƳŜǎ aǳǊǊȅ 

όулсύуус-мптм 

ƧƳǳǊǊȅϪŎǊƳǿŀΦŎƻƳ 

mailto:jmurry@crmwa.com
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ATTENTION ALL SCOUTS BSA AND LEADERS!! 

THE NEXT JAMBOREE WILL BE IN 2026 AND IT WILL BE A BLAST! 
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SCOUT SHOP  
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ITôS HERE!  This is updated information for units to be aware of complete with the 

timelines!! 

 

  

COUNCIL EVENTS 



мн 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

         

  

COUNCIL EVENTS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



мо 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

         

  

COUNCIL EVENTS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



мп 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

         

  

COUNCIL EVENTS 

 

 

 

 

PSSSSTTTTT!  Save the Date for an amazin Summer Camp runnin in them 

thar hillséé June 14-20, 2026 - Registration is already open!! 
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Here is the lineup of Merit Badges that will be offered at Summer Camp in 2026 as well as our amazing First 

Year Camper program!  Registration is open and the merit badges are ready for sign up as well!  Claim your 

spot today! 
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The Golden Spread Council is pleased to offer two Eagle Scout Scholarships in 2025. The High Plains Eagle 

Scout Scholarship will select one $1,000 winner and the new Amarillo Downtown Kiwanis Eagle Scout 

Scholarship will offer up to two Eagle Scout Scholarships for $2,500 each! Applications are due on December 

16th, 2025. Don't miss out! 

 

GSC High Plains Eagle Scout Scholarship ApplicationΥ https://goldenspread.org/.../2022-High-Plains-Eagle... 

 

GSC Downtown Kiwanis Eagle Scout Scholarship Application: https://goldenspread.org/.../2025-Kiwanis-

Eagle...  

https://goldenspread.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/11/2022-High-Plains-Eagle-Scholarship-Applicatgion-revised-Dec-2022.pdf?fbclid=IwZXh0bgNhZW0CMTAAYnJpZBExZ1JKc3NoR05VQVhKdkg0WgEemA5T_fxU-FDpotZZgUgFo7tb_Bz9J1Gxzf3tRXtB_MxiZ-jDXZMy8i8L8IA_aem__VWodLuRaIdEpX9Ct
https://goldenspread.org/wp-content/uploads/2025/09/2025-Kiwanis-Eagle-Scholarship-Application.pdf?fbclid=IwZXh0bgNhZW0CMTAAYnJpZBExZ1JKc3NoR05VQVhKdkg0WgEeJso6-D12z8QlaDP2_74esm_C3qbMfzX_Xrg9eFokTgd8HB18kN4Z6aqrycg_aem_Ykt-1XL-7VJn0xRUtJyTaQ
https://goldenspread.org/wp-content/uploads/2025/09/2025-Kiwanis-Eagle-Scholarship-Application.pdf?fbclid=IwZXh0bgNhZW0CMTAAYnJpZBExZ1JKc3NoR05VQVhKdkg0WgEeJso6-D12z8QlaDP2_74esm_C3qbMfzX_Xrg9eFokTgd8HB18kN4Z6aqrycg_aem_Ykt-1XL-7VJn0xRUtJyTaQ
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This story is as it first appeared in Texas Monthly in 

November 1980.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Can the Boy Scouts Save America? 

They might. Theyôre trustworthy, loyal, helpful, and friendly, and in todayôs world that can mean a lot. 

 

By Stephen Harrigan 
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https://www.texasmonthly.com/contributors/stephen-harrigan/
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A group of Boy Scouts sat around the campfire in the failing light, feeling the freeze-dried gruel they had eaten for dinner beginning 

to percolate in their stomachs. They stared fixedly at a pot of water in the coals, in which one of the boys was attempting to boil his 

contact lenses. Big smooth-crowned jays swooped down from the trees and rummaged for leftovers in the pine needles, and every 

so often the scouts heard the brisk tappity-tap of a mule deer skirting the campsite. The air was rich with the smells of ponderosa 

pine and Tetrox, a cleaning agent that keeps campfire soot from sticking to cooking pots but that if ingested in even microscopic 

quantities will causeðas the scouts had been warned by their rangerðña terminal case of the squirts.ò 

It was decidedly not the sort of campfire scene that Lord Robert Baden-Powell must have envisioned when he founded the Boy 

Scouts in 1908ðruddy-faced youngsters sitting around the fire in puttees and campaign hats, singing the Whiffenpoof song. These 

boys sang no songs, and their trail uniform was minimal: a T-shirt that read ñRaginô CajunsðTroop 10ðChina, Texas.ò They were 

gritty, cynical, and a little profane, and they violated the stereotypes of the Boy Scouts as much as, in some subtle way, they 

confirmed them. A stranger stumbling upon their campsite might not have immediately taken them for Boy Scouts, but neither 

would he have taken them for just an ordinary group of boys. They had col-lective qualities of efficiency and harmony that could 

only have come about through training and a sense of tradition. 

Besides the T-shirt, each scout had a gimme cap with his first name em-broidered on the crown. Their names were George, Andy, 

Scott, Phil, Lanny, David, and John. Their scoutmasterôs name was Ronnie Kuebodeaux, and they called him Mr. Ronnie. 

China is just a few miles west of Beau-mont and far away from this mountain meadow high in the Sangre de Cristo where Troop 10 

had stopped on the first day of their ten-day backpacking trip through Philmont Scout Ranch. They had had an easy four-mile walk 

in from base camp and had spent most of the afternoon setting up their tents and playing Frisbee in the meadow. Now the thin 

mountain air had finally sapped their energy. They were drowsy, and I noticed that the boys who had applied the Tetrox to the pots 

kept unconsciously rubbing their fingers on their pants legs. Here at Philmont every scout had two secret fears: one was getting 

troxed, and the other was getting eaten by a bear. 

Philmont is the best known and most spectacular of the five ñhigh adventure basesò owned and operated by the Boy Scouts of 

America. It consists of 215 square miles of northeastern New Mexico that was deeded to the Boy Scoutsðalong with an office 

building in Tulsaðby oil millionaire Waite Phillips. Every summer 15,000 scouts from all over the country come here to wander 

Philmontôs moun-tain trails and participate in the various programsðrock climbing, panning for gold, shooting black-powder 

riflesðof-fered in its 23 backcountry camps. 

Kuebodeaux and about half of his group had been to Philmont two years earlier, and they returned this summer determined to 

follow the ñsuper-stren-uousò itinerary, a route that would take them 109 miles, through a dozen high mountain passes and to the 

top of every major peak in the ranch. The few groups they had met so far on the trail were com-posed of pale, skinny, scowling kids 

who looked like they had spent the last few years in a dark room playing Dungeons and Dragons. Their scoutmasters, who seemed 

to sputter in and out of cardiac ar-rest, were appalled when Kuebodeaux told them his groupôs plans; they practically begged him to 

reconsider. But Troop 10 paid them no mind; they were afflicted with Cajun machismo. 

Tonight the scouts were camped at seven thousand feet. Until the last mile or so of their hike they had been within view of the base 

camp and its sprawling tent city, where they had slept the night before. There was a mess hall down there as well, and a trading 

post, four chapels, a laundromat, and various administration buildings, all dominated by a gigantic, gloomy slab of intrusive rock 

known as the Tooth of Time. 

Ronnie Kuebodeaux stood outside the small circle of the campfire holding a cup of coffee in his hand, grinning to himself. He was a 

scoutmaster of the irrepressible school, the kind of guy who would think it the funniest thing in the world if all of the troopôs tents 

got blown over by a hail-storm at three in the morning, which at Philmont is a likely occurrence. But for all that, Kuebodeaux had 

his serene moments as well, and he possessed a quiet, plodding sort of endurance. He had as his foil and fellow adult leader a friend 

from China named Cotton Waldron, Philôs father. Waldron was heavier and less agile than Kuebodeaux, and he suffered through 

the uphill grades with a crestfallen expression on his face. 
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But now that he had his pack off his back and his feet out of his shoes and could wiggle his toes in the cool air, Waldron was just 

fine. It was dark now, and occasionally someone would lean down and fan the coals with a Frisbee. The talk was routine Boy Scout 

campfire talk, which is to say it consisted almost ex-clusively of jokes about farts. 

Brrrrrrrrrrrt! 

ñYow! Get that boy some asbestos underwear!ò 

ñIt wasnôt me! I swear to God! It was him!ò 

By and by the conversation swung over to the subject of bears. Phil Waldron and David Mitchell had found a deer carcass not far 

from camp when they were looking for firewood. Phil judged that it had been dead for four days, and David, in an equally sober 

demonstration of scout-craft, deduced that since there were no ñkick marksò near the deer it had died quickly. Ergo, it had been 

killed by a bear. 

Rob Smith, the Philmont ranger who had been assigned to the group for their first few days on the trail, perked up when he heard 

the bear talk. He was about twenty, smoked a little woodsmanôs pipe, and had a gangly, solitary look, like the young Thoreau. He 

presented his axiom. ñIf a bear ever chases you,ò he said, ñrun downhill.ò 

This was not strictly idle talk. There are a lot of black bears in residence at Philmont, many of whom have attached themselves on a 

more or less permanent basis to a particular camp, where they are regarded as both nuisance and totem. The bears lumber through 

the camps at night, hungry for a Rich-Moor trail mix dinner but willing to settle for toothpaste or shaving cream. There are stories 

of bears clawing their way through a tent to get at the Chap Stick in a scoutôs pocket. To avoid this, campers must put all their food 

in burlap bags and string it up high between the trees. 

Troop 10 was not all that afraid of bears. John Sanders was thirteen, the minimum age at which Philmont will accept scouts, but the 

rest were well along in high school, and eighteen-year-old Scott West was scheduled to report for Marine boot camp two weeks 

after he returned home. They were not really kids, and they were not the kind of city scouts that Smith had guided before, who 

mistook cows for deer and kept asking where the camp refrigerator was located. Nevertheless, the Raginô Cajuns had a healthy 

sense of apprehension, which was heightened by the dark, confining forest. 

ñNow, if you see a rattlesnake on the trail,ò Smith spoke up again, ñleave him alone. But if he crawls into your sleeping bag go 

ahead and kill him.ò 

The scouts accepted this sanction without comment. Smith went on to say that he knew a lot about snakes because he was a member 

of the Fang Finders, a snake-handling club. ñI have been known to drive down the street on my motorcycle with several king snakes 

coiled around my arms,ò he said. 

The fire burned down rather quickly, and no one seemed much interested in building it up again. Soon most of the scouts went to 

sleep in the two-man backpacking tents they had been issued at base camp. 

I went to my own tent and lay on top of my sleeping bag, reading the latest edition of the Boy Scout handbook by flashlight. It was 

smaller than the handy pocketsize edition Iôd had when I was a scout, and I missed the cover of that earlier handbook, which 

featured a wraithlike Indian appearing in the smoke of a campfire, proud and protective of the three Boy Scouts sitting cross-legged 

on the ground. This edition has a peppy Norman Rockwell paintingðhis ñCalling All Boysò phase. But I was glad to have it along; 

it is such a benevolent volume. The new handbook was written by William ñGreen Bar Billò Hillcourt, author of the now-classic 

1944 Scout Field Book and a Boysô Life columnist for fifty years, as well known to the readers of that magazine as Whittling Jim or 

Pee Wee Harris. I turned to the introduction, which was titled ñYour Life as a Scout.ò 
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Kuebodeauxôs charges, the Raginô Cajuns (a.k.a. Trooop 10), hail proudly 

from China. 

 

  

ñToday you are an American boy,ò writes Green Bar Bill. ñBefore long you 

will be an American man.ò That was certainly true. My own experience 

confirmed it. Seventeen years agoðseventeen years!ðI had come to Philmont 

as an ñAmerican boy,ò as a scout. We had traveled the way Boy Scouts traveled 

then, not in airplanes or good-time vans but in a dilapidated school bus, spending 

the night along the way in vacant hangars on Air Force bases. We had arrived at base camp in an early-morning fog from which the 

Tooth of Time protruded like some monstrous primitive altar. I had immediately thrown up. 

The idea of wilderness was something that, as a Boy Scout, I knew I ought to be thrilled about, but the fact was that after a one- or 

two-day camp-out I usually came home feeling like a mountain man returning to rendezvous after two years alone in the Rockies. I 

was the sort of Boy Scout who would fulfill the requirements for the Hiking merit badge by walking downtown, watching Journey 

to the Center of the Earth, and then hiking back home carrying a box of popcorn and a Coke as a trail snack. The prospect of two 

weeks in those fog-shrouded mountains alarmed me, but no more, I suppose, than it did the rest of my road-weary flatland troop. 

We were issued our trail food (the only particular item I can remember is a product known as Bif, which was a poor manôs version 

of Spam) and our ñtents,ò which were square tarpaulins without poles or ropes or eyelets that we were supposed to figure out how 

to set up. 

Things were miserable for the first few days. We would sit under our tarps in the rain, holding them up with a single stick and 

swilling Pepto-Bismol. We were pelted by hail, harangued by our ranger for being such whiny sluggards, and tormented at night by 

the cold, which penetrated our official Boy Scout sleeping bags as if they were gauze. 

Suddenly things started to work out. The weather cleared, for one thing, but we also found ourselves transformed from acrimonious, 

self-centered kids to members of an efficient unit. We delegated and accepted authority; we said the Philmont Grace before meals 

and sang ñSippinô Cider Through a Strawò and ñJohn Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidtò as we hiked along the trails. It was as if the 

ghost of Lord Baden-Powell himself had appeared among us to rally our sagging spirits ðñBest foot forward, lads! Thatôs the 

ticket! What a smashing time weôre having of it, eh?ò 

I remembered now with amusement the ardor of my homesickness in those early days, the sense that I had ended up at Philmont 

completely by accident. I had never planned to become a Boy Scout, it was simply something that boys in my community did. I had 

passed through the program, from Cub Scouts to Explorers, in such a distracted fashion that it surprises me how rich the whole 

experience now seems and what a peculiar store of knowledge and skills it has left me. To this day I can tie a taut-line hitch, 

measure the height of a tree or the breadth of a river by sight, start a fire with flint and steel, tell poison ivy from poison sumac. I 

still retain snatches of Morse code and semaphore signals, and in an emergency I could probably construct a monkey bridge or an 

observation tower out of logs and twine. 

For years my life was crowded with scout functions: troop meetings, patrol meetings, Order of the Arrow ceremonies, summer 

camps, courts of honor, and sessions with merit badge counselors, volunteer pillar-of-the-community types who would sit in their 

book-lined dens nodding indulgently while I told them what I had learned about soil and water conservation or first aid to animals. I 

attended camporees, scout-o-ramas, and a national jamboree where the trading of patches was as furious as the commodities 

exchange. I cooked fish sticks on an open fire; I dug expended slugs from the rifle range at camp, melted them down over the fire, 

and made ñbrass knucklesò by pouring the resulting slag into molds Iôd scooped out in the dirt. And I waited for the dayðprayed 

for itðwhen I would be called upon to rescue someone who had fallen through ice, or to stop a gushing artery with my bare hand, 

or to pry an electrocution victim from the fuse box with a broom handle. When that day came some scout functionary, perhaps even 

the president of the United States himself, would pin a medal on me and my exploits would be depicted in comic strip form in the 

pages of Boysô LifeðñA True Story of Scouts in Action.ò 
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