
Oreo Day

05 Mar 10:30 
Duty six : 

Start Time Activity Requirements Instructions Scouter

05 Mar 10:30 5 Activities : Opening Register, beans, flag, totem and skin
 

Grand Howl
Flag Break
Register
Inspection - belts and shoes
 

Akela

05 Mar 10:35 5 Game : Stop Drop and Roll  
Practice to stop, drop and roll with the Cubs (if their clothes are
on fire).

Alternate with stay low and go as well. 

 

Akela

05 Mar 10:40 25 Activities : Make a fire
Wood/charcoal

matches

firelighters

kindling

bicks

 

Cubs to collect kindling

Prepare and light fires, taking safety into account

 

Akela

05 Mar 11:05 20 Activities : Nachos
Tin foil, Doritos, cheese, tomatoes, avocado, onion

 

Place doritos and cheese in layers in tin foil small pie dishes (or
form from tin foil).  

Can add beams, olives and similar if wanted

seal and place on fire to melt cheese

Chop tomatoes and onion to make salsa

avocado can be blended for guacamole 

 

Akela

05 Mar 11:25 10 Yarn : How the Tiger got his stripes    See attached Akela

05 Mar 11:35 10 Activities : Juice and biscuits  Juice and biscuit break
 

Akela

05 Mar 11:45 20 Game : Fire safety Game  Andrew Southworth - Gold Wolf requirement
 

Akela

05 Mar 12:05 15 Activities : Firefighting Sidewalk Chalk
Squirt bottles
Water 

Draw a pretend fire on the side of your Hall with colored chalk.
Use water-filled squirt bottles to put the fire out. Squirt, the fire
will magically disappear

 Discuss when to use water and when not too - eg. electrical or
oil fires should not be put out with water.

Demonstrate how to use the fire extinguisher 

 

Akela



05 Mar 12:20 10 Activities : Closing Totem, Skin
Badges, certificates 

Announcements
Badge handouts
Grand Howl
Flag Down
Prayer
Dismiss 

Akela

Programme prepared on 09 May 00:00



How the Tiger got his stripes

Category Yarn

Time to allocate (mins) 10

Story

A long time ago, when animals still had the power of speech, a white, stripeless tiger, crept to the edge of the jungle and looked out at the paddy fields where the rice grew. He saw a
man sitting under a banana tree eating his lunch. Not far away stood a buffalo who was also taking a rest from his work ploughing the fields. The great beast swished his tail to swipe
away the flies.

The tiger crept forward on his belly, using his powerful arms to pull himself through the grass, and when he was just behind the buffalo he whispered, “Do not be afraid. I do not come to
satisfy my hunger, but to seek your advice. Do tell me the answer to my question – for I am so curious to know. I have been observing the puny little man who is your master. He has no
strength, no sharp sense of smell. His hands are not strong and his teeth are not sharp, yet he rules you and makes you work for him. You, on the other hand, are a magnificent beast
of great and wonderful strength. You are twenty times his weight and size, and I know to my cost that you can put up a fair fight with the best of the beasts of the jungle. I have heard
that the source of man’s power is something called wisdom. So tell me, oh buffalo, what is wisdom? Where does the man get it from?”

The buffalo munched slowly on his grass for a while before answering, “Beats me, I’ve no idea. Why don’t you ask him?”

The tiger saw that he would not get a sensible answer from the buffalo, and so he sprang over the to the man in one great bound, and as he stood before the trembling farmer he said,
“Have no fear little man, for I have not come to satisfy my hunger. I am here in search of wisdom. Do answer my question, please, for it perplexes me. What this thing that men call
wisdom? What does it look like? Where does it come from? Will you not share some of it with me?”

The man wiped the sweat of fear from his forehead and said as calmly as he could, “Wisdom is very precious. Must I really give some of it to you?”

“The choice is yours,” said the Tiger, “But do you hear that sound? It is my stomach rumbling. I have not slept or eaten for three days, so perplexed have I been by this question, but
now I am starting to feel like I could do with a bite to eat. ”

And the man could indeed hear a low rumbling sound. He replied to the tiger, “Well of course I will gladly share my wisdom with you. But I’m afraid I have left it at home today. I must go
and fetch it for you. If you come back with me, I am afraid the villagers will take fright. Will you wait here a while?”

The tiger walked around the man menacingly before giving his reply, “I will wait, but be sure to come back, or I will visit you in your field again tomorrow, and next time I might be more
hungry than than inquisitive.”

The man started to walk out of the field, but he had taken only a few steps when he turned back and said, “Please forgive me. I am troubled by the thought of leaving a hungry tiger here
with my animals. Will you let me tie you to this tree while I am away fetching the wisdom? That way my fears will be at rest.”

The tiger was afraid that the man would change his mind about sharing his wisdom. He thought of the great power that only a little wisdom would give him — how with his strength, and
with just a little of man’s wisdom, he would rule every creature that walked, slithered, swam or flew across the world. He wanted this prize so much that he agreed to let the man coil a
rope around his body and his legs, and tie him to the trunk of the banana tree.

A little later, the man returned to the field with his three sons. Each carried armfuls of dry straw.

“Here, I have kept my side of the bargain. I have brought you wisdom” said the man, and he and his sons laid the straw on the ground beneath the tiger. Then the man set alight to it.
Bright orange flames leaped up and burned the tiger. He roared with pain, until at last the fire seared through the ropes, and he sprang to freedom, and bounded for the river where he
soothed his burnt fur in the cooling waters.

In time the wounds of the tiger healed, but for ever more his body bore orange stripes where the flames and burned him, and black ones where the ropes had bound him.

Entry written by Sharon Venn of 1st Randburg
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