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his year the Deseret Peak Klondike Derby was held at Grantsville Reservoir January 25 -

26.  Intent on securing a “better” campsite (somewhere closer to the restrooms), I 

headed out early to stake my claim.  Apparently, that was easier than staking my tent.  

Some time ago I came across some pole steps, the ones that linemen use to climb utility 

poles.  They’re designed to be driven into the side of the utility pole and then screwed in until 

snug.  In all my years, I’ve never broken any of them.  This weekend, however, the ground was 

frozen solid and driving a tent stake was like waking a teenager on a Saturday morning.  I bent 

every one of them and only managed to get the stakes in about half way, barely enough to keep the tent up.   

Later, arriving at the reservoir you were greeted with a sea of canvas tents and a bustle of campers. It seemed that 

the Scouts were more concerned with making dinner or the after dark, impromptu sled racing than they were 

keeping dry and warm.  Although it did happen to be the warmest night all week, overnight low of 22 degrees 

without the wind chill, I kept my boys doped up on hot chocolate just in case.   

Early the next morning (7:30 am), the 32oz of warm lemonade I went to bed with managed 

to force me out of my sleeping bags.  I was grateful for the proximity of the restrooms.  Boys 

were just beginning to emerge from their cocoons with really bad cases of bed head.  While 

the water warmed for more hot chocolate, I snapped a photo of the waning gibbous moon 

hovering over the sun-kissed peaks of the Stansbury Mountains, a blissful moment in stark 

contrast to the events of the day about to take place. 

The Klondike proceedings were held on the road between the reservoir and the campground and included a mix of 

Scouting skills and fun activities.  Not part of the planned events, a few “distracted” boys had wandered out onto 

the reservoir and were attempting to belly-slide like penguins along the ice edge where the ice was free from snow.  

The knot tying, ice rescue, and first aid events became a bit more meaningful.  Having watched a few boys forget to 

hold onto the rope during the ice rescue, I am grateful to say that none of these skills were actually required.  The 

remaining events were just for plain fun.   
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Of course there was the sled race.  Teams of 5 boys, one lucky one getting to ride, raced in 6 heats.  The top two 
from each heat then returned for the final race.  Just like the pinewood derby, this is where your sled design can 
give you an advantage.  A sleek luge-style sled is much easier to pull than a larger, solid wood sled.  (Although I 
must admit that, as a boy, my troop had some really cool sleds.  One year we built headlights into the sled and 
hooked them up to a car battery.  It was heavy, but since we got to camp after dark, it was also practical.  Who 
cares if you win?)  President Lawrence can thank me later for not bringing home the trophy.   
 
The turkey shoot consisted of using rubber tubing to launch pieces of dog biscuits at pie tins stuck in the snow.  No 
actual turkeys were harmed in this event, unless you consider the ego of any Scout leader whose aim was worse 
than that of his troops.  The fishing event was quite popular as boys attempted to catch fish (mouse traps) using a 
metal nut for bait.  It was also symbolic of Baden Powell’s philosophy for Scouting.    
 
"I like to think of a man trying to get boys to come under good influence as a fisherman wishful to catch fish.  If a 
fisherman bait his hook with the kind of food that he likes himself it is probable that he will not catch many, 
certainly not the shy, game kind of fish.  He therefore uses as bait the food that the fish likes.  So with boys; if you 
try to preach to them what you consider elevating matter, you won't catch them.  Any obvious "goody-goody" will 
scare away the more spirited among them, and those are the ones you want to get hold of.  The only way is to hold 
out something that really attracts and interests them.  And I think you will find that Scouting does this.  You can 
afterwards season it with what you want them to have." 
 
Yes, it’s bitter cold and wild hat hair after you loose your stocking cap.  But Klondike is the fun that attracts Scouts.   


