The Cameron Club
by Richard Sparks  
What I knew came secondhand; not from personal experience. Over a couple of high school years I heard colorful tales about parties at the Cameron Club, with live rock bands at dances sponsored by fraternities. My impression was that reasonably respectable fun was had there, occasionally livened up by parking lot skirmishes with rival organizations and students from other high schools. More intriguing was the hint that the Cameron was a speakeasy for teenagers. More than once I heard the place described by the adventuresome types as “our kind of club,” or words to that effect, comparing the Cameron to the night spots in D.C., where underage drinking was not unknown.
After high school, I essentially forgot about the Cameron Club. I frequented clubs in Georgetown until, as time moved on, I pretty much forgot about nightlife in general. Then, many years after high school, I heard someone mention the Cameron Club, triggering my memories and curiosity. For the first time, I thought to ask where the legendary place had been. I had always assumed it was somewhere in Alexandria.  I was incredulous to find it had been at the far end of Foley Street in Fairfax County, south of town. I was familiar with the location on the banks of Cameron Run, across Hunting Creek Bay from the Alexandria National Cemetery, definitely off the beaten track. In the 21st Century, that end of Foley Street was still marshy woods; in 1960, it must have been virtual wilderness. How (and why) would anyone in their right mind have a business in a place not only hard to find, but probably without water or sewer service? 
But when was it built and why? Maybe it originally served hunters and fishermen, or the people who lived on Hunting Creek in houseboats during the Depression. Reachable by small craft, maybe it had something to do with Prohibition, a facility either for or against rumrunners. I came to find out that in the 1950’s-1960’s it was operated as an annex to the 1320 Club, a redneck bar in Hybla Valley. The 1320 was run by a couple of brothers from Alexandria, and it had a reputation for being rowdy, as well as lax when it came to checking the ages of beer-drinking customers.  As I heard it, the Cameron Club would be booked for events, and before things got started, someone from 1320 would travel the two miles to Foley Street to stock supplies and make sure things were under control. They would then return periodically to be sure things stayed more or less on an even keel.
The most intriguing thing I have encountered about the Cameron Club came when I was looking over a 1942 Geological Survey map, and found the Cameron Club specifically identified on it.  Typically, these large scale government topographic maps only identify significant buildings like churches and schools. What the heck attracted the cartographers to the Cameron Club? Was it a government building then, or just a handy watering hole for the thirsty map survey team working southern Fairfax County?
I have some memories of the Cameron Club: 

There were some good times at the Cameron Club.  They always had good bands.  It was a BYO Club - at least for those of us from GWHS who were under 21 years old, a good place to go for an "AOE Fraternity Party" with a date, or an opportunity to meet a new girl, usually from another high school.  We use to buy 32 oz. bottles of beer, and drink 2 or 3 on the drive down Route 1 to the Cameron Club, to get into the mood.  If memory serves me right, we had to go back out to the car in the parking lot during the night, in order to replenish our drinks of choice. 

There were a few fights in the parking lot.  Sometimes the police broke up the party, due to underage drinking - can you believe that!!  That caused us to start driving to DC and party at Rands, which had a great band with "Big Al" Downing, and the Hayloft, one block over, which also had good bands.  We could legally get into those clubs at 18 (most of us got in when we were younger), and were able to buy beer.  We could not buy the hard stuff until we were legally 21, but most of us were starting getting mixed drinks in DC before we turned 21.  One year we had the IFC Dance at the National Airport.  That was a great party!!  

Sometimes, instead of going to the Cameron Club or DC, some of us would go to a CYO Dance on Friday Nights, to meet girls that went to Catholic Schools.  The music was usually from records, and no drinking inside … still, a good time.
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