‘I'hese days, Pteiter 1s not just a camp but an alter-
native school, and it’s been turning kids around for
years.

There’s lots of fancy mumbo-jumbo for what goes
on at Pfeifer Camp out in Ferndale, which used to be
in the boonies but is now more or less bumped up
against West Little Rock and new golf courses and
Progress. The grant is styled (deep breath) Communi-
ty Collaborations To Prevent Youth Violence And
Promote Youth Development. Pfeifer itself specializes
in the Alternative Classroom Experience and handles
At-Risk Kids.

I don’t know nothin’ "bout no Community Collabo-
rations. All I know is what I saw and felt. And what I
can tell you is that Pfeifer Camp works like this: Kids
get away from home, away from trouble, into the
woods, into a different kind of classroom, and under
the care of Sanford Tollette. Which means they’re in-
troduced to discipline, high expectations and applying
their minds and bodies to something besides video
games and ball.

They get up early and go to bed early. They don’t
get away with much. They face consequences for their
behavior. (If they throw a rock, they have to pick up a
hundred.) They get lots of attention but no special
treatment. They learn. They work. They play. They
grow up some. I know. I saw it happen. It may have
happened for only a few months 19 years ago, but
some experiences last a lifetime.

A. was in my cabin that summer of ’85. He came to
camp shy, introverted and detached. The only things
he excelled at were basketball and cracking jokes un-

Hyperactive Disorder) and couldn’t keep up.

So the kid spent six weeks at Pfeifer, living at the
camp’s cabins from Sunday evening till Friday after-
noon and getting more attention and instruction than
he probably wanted.

He’s now a 10th-grader at Arkansas’ celebrated
Mills University Studies, where he plays the viola in
the orchestra, plays on the varsity baseball team, is a
member of the debate team and the model UN and
takes Advanced Placement classes.

How does Jegley know so much about this young
man? It’s his son.

After T got off the phone with Jegley, I called up
Sanford. I couldn’t remember the last time I'd spoken
to him. Or seen him. Fifteen years, maybe? But, like
certain people who pass through your life and sort of
stay there, I remember every detail of his face, his
walk, the way he talked with his hands and his well-
deep laugh. ’

And I knew, too, that he'd remember me. I congrat-
ulated him on the grant, shared stories and wished
him continued success—knowing full well that the
success would come so long as the money held out.

Then, just before hanging up, I asked if he remem-
bered A. He did. Of course.

What’s he doing now?

He’s a police officer.
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