
Scout Sunday, February 9, 2020 

My Experiences as a Scout       

by David Leckie 
 I am excited to be with you here this morning. In fact, I am really 
excited to be alive! Pastor Helmick had mentioned this opportunity to me 
on January 11th this year at our quarterly CDO meeting in Charleston.  

 Over the next few days I would ponder what a good message 
would be to this congregation. Many things came to mind: 

  * The World Jamboree hosted at the Summit Bechtel Re-

serve, in Mount Hope, WV. This past year there were over 45,000 Scouts 
from 169 countries right up the road for a once-in-a-lifetime experience.  

  * The Buckskin Council served over 6,000 youth and 2,100 

adult leaders in 2019, and 135 young men earned the rank of Eagle Scout.  

  * In February the first Female Scouts, BSA units were 
chartered and young women now have the opportunity to advance towards 

Eagle Scout.  

 All of this is exciting information, and it goes to show you the val-
ue of Scouting in our area.  

STATISTICS: For every 100 Scouts: 

30 will drop out the first year 

Only will 1 rarely appear before a juvenile court judge 

12 will be from families that belong to no church 

6 of these Scouts will be brought into contact with a church and con-
tinue 

3 will become pastors 

4 will reach Eagle Scout 

45 will serve in the military 

1 will use their Scouting skills to save somebody else's life 

2 will report they used their Scouting skills to save their own life 

17 will later serve as adult leaders 

8 will find their life vocations from Scouting 

 When I spoke to Pastor Helmick on the 11th of January I had con-
tributed to four of the statistics above. I am an Eagle Scout; I serve as an 
adult leader; I found my life vocation not only through Scouting, but IN 
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scouting; and I had the opportunity to save a gentleman’s life in Maine one summer using first-aid skills that 
were taught to me in Scouting. By the end of the day on the 15th of January I would be able to say that I con-

tribute to five of the statistics above.  

 After some thought, and a unique experience on January 15th, I decided to share the following message 
with you this morning.  

 My name is David Leckie, and I work as a District Director for the Buckskin Council, Boy Scouts of 
America. I am an Eagle Scout from Troop 195. I have earned my lifeguard certification in Scouting, spent 
more than two years of my life camping, and have had the good fortune of being able to travel and camp ex-

tensively both with Scouting and with friends. I have hiked most of the Appalachian trail, something that my 
Scoutmaster and mentor inspired me to do. I know, Art (Altman), I still need to go back to New York and 
finish up!  Scouting has taught me thousands of lessons in life and for that I am forever grateful. 

 Now that you know a little bit of my background, I would like to tell you a little bit about what hap-
pened to me on January 15th.  

 On that morning I woke up at the Buckskin Scout Reservation. I have spent years of my life at that 

place and I am always excited to return.  I learned many things there; it’s where I had my first job as a 14-year
-old; it was the first place I was a camp staff advisor; and it was the first place where I learned to do construc-
tion. 

 I had stayed the at the reservation the night of Jan. 14th in order to collect data from the septic lagoon 

to complete a permit for the West Virginia Department of Environmental Protection. My task for the morning 
of the 15th was to use a “Deeper” sonar detector to determine the depth of the sludge in the lagoon. I had 
conferred with an engineering company on the 14th and they had provided me with a sonar device that can be 

attached to a fishing pole and cast into the lagoon to determine depths. Not wanting to lose the device, I 
attached it to one of my fishing poles that has 20-pound braided line and set off on a hike towards the lagoon. 

 The hike is a little over ¼ mile and it was unseasonably warm. Even so it was about 42 degree outside. 

I wore my large knee-high Muck boots to keep my feet dry and warm and set off towards the sewage lagoon.  

 Upon arrival I linked the sonar device with my telephone and began the process of recording data from 
the lagoon. For those of you not familiar with the Buckskin Scout Reservation or Dilley’s Mill: It is a rural 

camp in Dunmore, WV, that has no cell phone reception and no phones of any kind. There is no caretaker or 
ranger onsite. That is to say I was alone, in a rural place, and gathering data from a sewage pond.  

 For the first two casts things went amazingly well, and I was gaining confidence in my process and the 

device. This newly found confidence was quickly quelled when, on the third cast, the entire spool of line from 
the fishing pole ran out. The sonar device and 20-pound braided fishing line were floating in the sewage la-
goon independently — no longer connected to my fishing pole.  

 Not wanting to lose the device and seeing that the line at that moment was still floating so it could pos-
sibly be retrieved, I quickly scanned the area for something to reach it with. As luck would have it there was a 
shutoff tool that was about 10-feet long laying by the fence. I picked it up and walked towards the place where 

my fishing line was still floating closest to shore. I reached and reached and was within inches of a retrieval. 
At this point my boot found the rubber lining of the septic lagoon. Within seconds of what I thought would be 
a quick retrieval I instead found myself sliding down a rubber embankment, yes, you guessed it into the SEW-

AGE LAGOON.  

 The contents was as one would expect it to be January —  COLD — about 40 degrees. 

 Not wanting to waste an already miserable opportunity, I swam over to the fishing line and grasped it 

in my hand. I then proceeded to try and get out of the pond. This part of the process proved to be MUCH more 
difficult than I had expected. I attempted to walk on the liner and quickly found that it was nearly impossible 
to stand or grip with my boots. So, at this point I was COLD, in 40-degree water, and unable to walk out. 



Needless to say, some concerns were beginning to arise. I made my way as close to the edge as possible and 
tried to grip, no luck as I slid back out further into the pond.  

 At this point I inflated my lungs and floated for a second trying to assess the situation and make a plan. 
I saw a fold in the pond material that I was able to grab and move myself closer to what appeared to be a strap/
hold down. I wormed my way over to it and attempted to pull myself up / walk the embankment with the 

strap…. 

 ”SNAP” — the strap/hold down was 17 years old and broke with me careening back into the lagoon. 
As if bad luck could get worse, in the process of sliding back into the sewage pond I entangled the button on 

my shirt and hands in the 20-pound fishing line. 

 “Remain Calm” is one of the main things to do in an emergency, and this particular swim was heading 
in that direction quickly. I attempted to get the fishing line off my hands and was struggling with no success.  

 Realizing I had been in the water for about three minutes and tiring quickly, I left my hands tied and 
began pulling myself along the tarp fold up the edge of the pond to the next strap. I went to the strap and at-
tempted to pull myself up and “SNAP,” I was sent once again backward into the lagoon. I pulled myself anoth-

er 10 yards or so, hands bound, to the next strap. At this point I was talking to myself and quickly running out 
of steam/ warmth. The third strap I tied… you guessed it…” SNAP.” I went careening back into the sewage 
lagoon. At this point I had been in the water about five minutes and I WAS COLD! I found the fold of the 
liner one more time and pull myself 10 more yards up the side of the lagoon. At this point I was exhausted, 

and my fingers were beginning to cramp and curl. Knowing about hypothermia through my Scouting 
experiences, I knew this was NOT GOOD!  

 I found the 4th strap. At this point, with my hands bound and out of energy, I was pretty sure this was 

my last pass/opportunity. I was so tired my hands grabbed the strap and I slowly slide up the bank as opposed 
to standing. I kept sliding much as you would slide yourself into a whitewater raft. As you can see by my pres-
ence here today, the 4th strap held. I found myself able to slide back up onto the dry land and 40-degree weath-

er.  

 Much like a fish that was returned to the water after being caught, I was excited to be on land, but not 
quite out of my emergency. I used my teeth to cut the long end of the fishing line and, with my hands still 

bound, I began hiking back to the cabin. I did so singing and talking to myself for the ¼-mile. Finally making 
it to the cabin, I slowly warmed myself in the shower for about 30 minutes so as to not go into shock. 
(Warming a hypothermia victim too quickly can lead to complications!). 

 As with any Scouting activity, it is always good to reflect. I have been doing that for the past month or 
so and I have some observations from the event. 

 They always told me that Scouting would take me places that I never thought I would go, and indeed it 

has: Whitewater rafting, backpacking, fly fishing! That being said, the septic lagoon at the Buckskin Scout res-
ervation was a destination that I hadn’t anticipated. 

 Scouting had taught me all of the skills to be able to tie the proper knot and choose the proper line for 

my task that day. It taught me about proper footwear selection.  Scouting had taught me to remain calm in an 
emergency situation. Scouting had taught me about hypothermia and what to do in case of onset. Scouting 
taught me to rescue float. Scouting also taught me how to whitewater raft.  

 In 2018 I had the opportunity to spend 19 days on the Grand Canyon. My invitation came from a fel-
low Eagle Scout who I had met at camp two decades ago and remained close friends with. While on the Grand 
Canyon I was the only member of our crew that bathed every day — A Scout is Clean — and after multiple 

long-term camping opportunities without bathing, I still take every reasonable opportunity to bathe! 

 The water in the Grand Canyon is consistently 42 degrees, about the same temperature as the septic 
lagoon on Jan. 15th. Having had the Grand Canyon experience, I was at least familiar with the water tempera-



ture I was submerged in.  Knowing how to slide up and into a rubber raft ultimately was the method I used to 
extract myself from the unfortunate situation that I found myself in.   

 Looking at my situation I realized that my Scouting experiences and the motto “Be Prepared” has 
shaped my life in too many ways to count. I have been given the opportunity to work with great leaders, and 
in turn teach others many of the skills they taught me.  

 “Be Prepared” has many meanings.  After my sewage lagoon experience I realized that we all need to 
“Be Prepared” in our faith. You may not know when your time on Earth will be over, but it is of the utmost 
importance to have a relationship with your maker.  Genesis 28:15 says, “I am with you and will watch 

over wherever you go, and I will bring you back to this land. I will not leave you until I have done what 
I have promised you.” 

 God gives us all the blessing of life. He shares salvation with us if we choose to listen; he is always 
with us and sometimes he helps us adjust our focus to the important things in life. We all are too busy, we all 
are sinners, but we all must “Be Prepared” to meet God.  

 I missed some points on Jan. 15th. I failed to put a buddy tag up before going swimming as I had not 
intended on swimming! I failed to follow the operations for a water rescue of reach, throw, row, and go with 
support — but ultimately Scouting helped to save my life that morning.  

 In closing I would like to thank the church and the Methodist Men for a great tradition of Scouting 
with Troop 195. I would like to thank Art Altman, my longtime Scoutmaster and mentor. In closing I will 
now read Baden Powell’s final letter to the Scouts: 

“To Boy Scouts:  
 

 “Dear Scouts — If you have ever seen the play Peter Pan you will remember how the pirate chief was 
always making his dying speech, because he was afraid that possibly, when the time came for him to die, he 

might not have time to get it off his chest. 
 “It is much the same with me; and so, although I am not at this moment dying, I shall be doing so one 
of these days, and I want to send you a parting word of goodbye.  
 “Remember it is the last you will ever hear from me, so think it over.  
 “I have had a most happy life, and I want each of you to have a happy life too.  
 “I believe that God put us in this jolly world to be happy and enjoy life.  
 “Happiness doesn’t come from being rich, nor merely from being successful in career, nor by self-
indulgence.  
 “One step towards happiness is to make yourself healthy and strong while you are a boy, so that you 

can be useful, and so can enjoy life when you are a man.  
 “Nature study will show you how beautiful and wonderful God has made the world for you to enjoy.  

 “Be contented with what you have got and make the best of it; look on the bright side of things in-

stead of the gloomy one. But the real way to get happiness is by giving out happiness to other people.  
 “Try and leave this world a little better than you found it, and when your turn comes to die you can 
die happy in feeling that at any rate you have not wasted your time but have done your best.  
 "Be Prepared" in this way, to live happy and to die happy; stick to your Scout Promise always — even 
after you have ceased to be a boy — and God help you do it.  
 

“Your Friend  
 

“Baden-Powell” 

 As for the message of the day, it is simple: God gives us all the tools that we need to get ourselves out 

of the sewage lagoon. Through faith and belief in him all things are possible.  

 


