Recollections of Camp Kalurah by Robert Floyd White:

 “The Journal of Kamp Kalurah really contained the names of who’s who in the North Country of America.  There were people of all walks of life, doctors, lawyers, but most of all the friends of Floyd and Dotty and their seven children.  We never went to camp with only family members.  We always took our friends.

“Mother always had food enough for one more.  She had huge containers of flour, salt, and sugar.  The oven was hot from the time we arrived at Kamp to the time we left.  You pick the berries, she’d make the muffins.

“Dad bought the Kamp in 1929 for $6.18.  It used to be the general store and the Post Office; it was the center of Kalurah.  The seven kids helped to clean the debris from the store.  Dad used it to house the men in his telephone construction crew of 15 to 20 men.  He also at the time built a huge root cellar to keep the food fresh.

“Mother and Dad loved their Kamp.  After we got it Dad dug a well next to the porch door, hit a large vein of water, soft and very cold and the envy of our neighbors.  Dad enjoyed his hunting and fishing.  Mother enjoyed her family and friends – everyone loved Mother.

“Dad enjoyed his guns, both rifle and shotgun – very good with both.  He and his friend Henry Recor would shoot toothpicks out of the fence posts surrounding Kamp.  They would flip pennies in the air and hit them 3 out of 5 times.  He raised and broke hunting dogs that pointed the birds and had some of the best.  He was the only man I knew that never shot twice if he had a good, clean shot at a deer.  He was that sure of his aim that he would let his gun down.

“When hunting season started, Dad and Mother would take the entire family to camp for 2 weeks of Dad’s vacation.  Dad took us all hunting with him so we enjoyed every minute.

“Some of Dad’s friends would plan on hunting with Dad either a day or a week, it made no difference to Dad.  They hunted hard and at night played poker with wooden matches, for no one had any money.

“Every man let his beard grow and his hair grow, and Bill Lundy would give everyone a different hair doo and shape their beard differently.  Some were real laughable.  Sometimes the pitch games got really heated and everyone would laugh for a day.

“Mother always had a good meal on the table 3 times a day.  We ate venison most of the time - roast, steak, stew, and liver for breakfast.  The over was full of brown bread in coffee cans – fit for a king.

“The men would be faithful about keeping Mother’s wood box full of finely split hardwood for her stove and fill all the water buckets for the next day, in the meantime Mother would be popping corn for the evening.

“When the groceries got low, Dad would climb the telephone pole and call Clarence Marsh, who ran the Red & White Grocery Store in Carthage.  Clarence would pack up the order, place it on the C&P Train and ship it to Kalurah.  Dad and us would meet the train and pick up the goods.”


Ruth Jane (White) Bovee’s edited and embellished version of Bob’s recollections: 

“The journal of Kamp Kalurah really contained the names of who’s who in the North Country of America.  There were people of all walks of life, doctors, lawyers, men of prominence, but most of all they were friends of Floyd and Dolly White and their seven children.  The family never went to camp alone; there were always several friends of the children included.

“Mother was always prepared to feed a crowd.  She kept large containers of flour and sugar on the camp’s pantry shelf.  A fire in the stove was the first chore that was accomplished on the arrival to the camp.  The oven was now ready for the many treats Mom would make.  If you picked the berries, she made the muffins.

“Dad bought the building that became our camp in 1929 for six dollars and eighteen cents.  When Kalurah was a more populated rural community this L-shaped building was the center of activity.  It was the general store and post office.  After the purchase of the building, the seven children and friends helped to clear the debris from the store.  Dad built a huge root cellar that would be used to keep food fresh.

“At this time the Telephone Company was building a telephone line along the railroad track to Benson Mines.  Dad hired a cook, turned the store into sleeping quarters and for the duration of that particular job, and was crew supervisor and landlord.

“After the telephone crew left, the L extension was removed and a porch added to the remaining building.  Dad dug a well just outside the porch.  He hit a large vein that gave clear, cold water and still does to this day.

“We all loved our camp.  Dad loved the hunting and fishing.  He taught his sons the importance of conservation, water and gun safety, and all the lessons that young boys need by example.

“Mother enjoyed her family and friends.  She was always ready for a walk or berry picking time.  She watched the bluebird family that nested every year in a hollowed fence post in the back yard and listened every night for the first call of the Whippoorwill.  Best of all, I think she enjoyed feeding people.  She never knew how many would be there when mealtime came around.  She always had enough for one more.

“Dad enjoyed his guns.  He had both rifle and shotgun.  He was very good with both of them.  He and his good friend, Hank Recor, would shoot and hit tooth picks stuck in the fence posts behind the camp. (Not near the bluebird’s nest)  They would flip pennies into the air and hit them three out of five times.

“He raised and broke hunting dogs that pointed the birds, and he had some of the best.  Dad was the only man I knew that never shot twice if he had a clear view of his target.  He was that sure of his aim that he would lower his gun down.

“When hunting season started, Dad and Mother would take the entire family to camp for two weeks.  That was his vacation time.  He took all of us hunting with him and we all enjoyed every minute.

“Some of Dad’s friends always planned on hunting with him.  Hunting season would not be the same if Hank Recor and his wife, Hattie, were not with us.  Uncle Herm from Sherburne and Mother’s brothers, Uncle Ken and Uncle Hank form Norwich, came many a time.  They hunted hard and at night played poker with wooden matches.  No one had any money.  Sometimes these poker games got really heated and everyone would laugh for days.

“Beards and hair were allowed to grow.  Bill Lundy would give every man a different hair do and shape their beard; some were laughable, some very weird.

“Mother never went hunting.  She stayed at camp and kept the fires burning.  There was always a good meal on the table, three times a day.  A lot of venison was served.  For breakfast we would have pancakes and deer liver.  Stew, steak, and roasts were served at noon and nights.  Mother knew how to cook venison.  The oven was full of brown bread made in coffee cans or maybe a Johnnycake.  If she had time we would have her famous chocolate cake with a chocolate fudge-like frosting.  Food fit for a king.

“Following the evening meal and before the poker game, the men would fill the wood box with finely split hardwood for the stove.  The water buckets were filled at this time, ready for the next day.  When dishes were done and the kitchen ready for the next morning, Mother would stand in front of the still hot stove shaking the wire pop corn popper making a couple large bowls of the evening treat.

“When food supplies began to get low, Dad would climb the nearby telephone pole and call Clarence Marsh, who ran the Red and White grocery store in Carthage.  Clarence would pack up the order and place it on the C&A train and ship it to Kalurah.  Dad would walk across the road to the railroad tracks and meet the train.  The train would slow down and the groceries were tossed to Dad.

“We younger children were sent to the one room schoolhouse that sat on a knoll within sight of the camp, about a quarter of a mile down the railroad tracks toward Harrisville.  I, of course, went to school.  The teacher in Carthage gave me homework that I would do at school.

“There were a couple of big boys that attended school.  One had a crush on the teacher.  I thought she looked ancient, but Billy sure had her flustered.  I’m not sure my homework got done.  It was so much fun just watching what everyone else was doing.  I loved this adventure.”


