T H E O H A S S O C I A T I O N 80 Rowley Bridge Road Topsfield, Massachusetts 01983
The O H Association is an organization of former employees of the AMC Huts System whose activities include sweet White Mountain reminiscences

The OH Resuscitator is published
twice a year for members and friends
of the OH Association
Steering Committee Meetings are
held in the Boston area quarterly and
are open to all who care to drop by
and say hi
Current information about dates of
meetings, notices, members on the
internet, a list of hut crews, pictures,
past Resuscitator articles—even this
issue as a PDF file—are on our web
site at www.ohcroo.com
This issue is brought to you by
Nick Howe, Stroker Rogovin, Ned
Baldwin and Jim Hamilton, Editor
jwhamilton@mediaone.net
________________________

AMC Books gave us permission to reprint Chapter Sixteen from Nick Howe’s
book Not Without Peril which was published last spring. Available this spring
in paperback, this 310 page book has
received amazon.com’s prestigous four
and a half star customer rating.This
chapter should be mandatory reading
for current hut croos who work in the high
huts where there are extreme temperature changes. Nick has thoroughly researched and written about the circumstances that required a young hut croo
to make hard decisions in adverse
weather conditions. If Mount Washington can lay claim to the worst weather in
the world, then Mount Madison, only a
few miles away across the range, can
certainly claim a very close second.

McDONALD BARR
August 1986
By Nicholas Howe
A QUESTION OF LIFE OR DEATH
We try to make our lives safe. For every hazard there are warnings and barriers, for every bold
assertion there are fallback positions, for every fallible device there are back-up systems and
redundancies. Children go forth to play girded with armor for their head, face, teeth, elbows,
knees, and any other part that may suffer assault. I’ve seen a step ladder with eighteen
warning labels pasted to it, another with a six-part lesson on how to avoid falling off, with
attendant diagrams. If all else fails, we go to court; when a piece of bridge masonry fell
through the top of a convertible, the driver sued the car company for making a cloth top that
wouldn’t keep out falling masonry. So when we talk about questions of life or death, we
usually don’t mean it.
There do come times, though, perhaps only once in a lifetime, when we’re really up against
it, when there’s no manual or guide or precedent, when we really do have to answer a question
of life or death. The crew at Madison Hut had to do that one evening just as they were
serving dinner to a full house; they were all college age and they were up against it.

M

ADISON SPRINGS HUT is one of the great rallying points on
the Presidential Range, few places can match its spectacular location and none can
be reached by so many trails — there are eleven direct routes to the hut. On August
24, however, McDonald Barr was primarily interested in climbing to the summit of
Mt. Madison, which rises 556 feet above the hut.
Don Barr was serious about this kind of thing, and as he started up the trail in
Randolph that day he was a candidate for his Ph.D. in geography from Boston
University. Beyond that, he loved it. As his wife Yvonne said, “He was the kind who
would go the extra steps for a big view or to just see the stars. The mountains were
an extra dimension in his life.”
The gentlefolk of Randolph’s classic age would understand. As Don Barr started
up the Valley Way, he was directly across a broad meadow from the site of the
Ravine House, which was the home away from home for the generations of vacationing Boston academics who spent their summers in Randolph and built that
extraordinary network of trails on Madison and its adjoining peaks on the Presiden-
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tial Range. They’d go anywhere for a pleasing outlook and a
pretty waterfall, which is why they built so many trails.
Don came from a long line of military men. He’d grown up
on a number of military posts in far-off climes, but his home
base was in Pueblo, Colorado, and he learned the vigorous life
there; in fact, he had a metal kneecap as a reminder of an early
rock-climbing fall. He settled in Brookline, Massachusetts, to
make his own life and after his first college degrees he worked
as a civil engineer and city planner for about fifteen years. He
continued to believe in the active life, and as a member of the
Brookline Town Meeting during the 1970s and as a city
planner he pushed for the development of bike paths around
Boston. He also went whitewater canoeing and hiking and
rock climbing in the nearby Quincy quarries when he could.
He and his wife had a daughter, Heather, and a son, Tavis, and
as the children grew up these outings were an important part
of their family life.
But on this late August day they hadn’t made their big
summer climb yet. Don had been busy that summer finishing
his PhD. in geography and looking for work in the new field
of geographic information systems, and he’d be taking
another job soon. The Barrs had already taken a combined
business and family trip to the West, and the Madison trip was
probably their only chance for a New England hike this year.
Don was acquainted with the White Mountains and their
upland lodgings. He’d taken Tavis on a hike up the Southern
Peaks and they’d stayed at Mizpah and Lakes of the Clouds
Huts, he’d taken Heather on a different Mount Washington
trip, and planning for family hikes was careful and enjoyable,
it was actually the beginning of the trip. They began
thinking about this year’s White Mountain hike before they
went west, and while plans were afoot Don called the AMC to
see which one of their huts would have room for a party of
three on the night of August twenty-fourth. Madison Hut
would, and he made the reservations.
Heather Barr was in Germany that summer, so the three
would be Don and Tavis Barr and Christian Steiber, a German
exchange student living with friends of the Barrs. Don and
Tavis didn’t know him very well, but he was added to the
roster so he could see another part of American life before he
went home. Don was fifty-two, Tavis was thirteen, and
Christian was sixteen. They got an early start from Brookline
on the twenty-fourth and reached the parking lot at the
beginning of the Valley Way Trail at about noon. Don knew
that the weather report was not promising, and he and the
boys got their gear organized under lowering clouds.
Up on the heights, the weather was treacherous. On the
twenty-third, the Mount Washington Observatory recorded
mild southwest winds in the teens and 20s rising to a peak
gust of 53 a little after 6:30 P.M., but the temperature ranged
from 47 (degrees) down to 39 (degrees). This is the kind of
summer weather that can presage trouble for hikers who
confuse August in the valleys with August on the Presidential
Range. In fact, it was on August 24, 1938, that Joe Caggiano
died near Madison Hut, and on August 23, 1952, Raymond
Davis hiked across the range to his death above Tuckerman
Ravine.
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On the twenty-fourth, the summit observatory recorded a
wind moving steadily into the northwest with a morning
average in the 50 mph range. This is a veering wind and it’s a
good sign; an old sailor’s adage promises ,”Veering is clearing.” My father always called it a northwest clear-off, a
promise so eagerly awaited that my generation saved time by
calling it an NWCO. This was not the pattern that was
developing this day.
The usual plan for an overnight climb to the summit of
Madison is to hike up one of the many trails to the hut, spend
the night there, and then go to the summit and down to the
valley the next day. Don knew the weather report was not
promising. Thinking back to that day, Tavis says, “He felt that
if we didn’t see the summit that day, we wouldn’t see the
summit. I think maybe he wanted to leave in the morning for
somewhere else.” So Don decided to climb to the summit of
Madison in these marginal conditions before they got worse,
then descend to the hut for a good dinner and a cozy night
and see what the next day would bring.
Only two trails lead directly from Randolph to the summit
of Madison. One is Howker Ridge, which starts almost a mile
east of the Valley Way and follows the high arc of the ridge to
the summit. It’s a spectacular trail, but it’s four and a half miles
long and would take about that long in hours, too. The only
other direct route is a combination of three trails: the Valley
Way, the Brookside, and the Watson Path. This route is threequarters of a mile shorter to the summit of Madison and, like
the Howker Ridge Trail, the last mile would be along rough
terrain above timberline, with no protection at all from the
weather. And, again like the Howker Ridge, there would be
another rough and fully-exposed half-mile down to the hut.
Given the late start and the poor weather, the prudent
approach would be to stay on the Valley Way, which provides
the shortest, easiest and most sheltered route to the hut; in fact,
it stays below the crest of the ridge and also below timberline
until about 100 yards from the door. Then Don and the boys
could see what the next day brought; and even if the weather
went against them, they’d have a wide choice of trails back to
the parking lot where their car was. They wouldn’t get to the
summit of Madison, but it would still be a fine and memorable hike. The three of them talked this over and Don
decided to stick with the Watson Path.
The Watson Path turns off the Brookside, which turns off
the Valley Way. The beginning of the Valley Way is enchanting. It leads over very moderate grades through a cathedral
grove of ancient evergreen trees, with the many pools and
cascades of Snyder Brook just a few steps away on the left.
Remembering the day, Tavis says, “It wasn’t raining, but just
kind of humid, but in almost a nice way, a blanketing kind of
humidity. It wasn’t very steep and it was very pretty.”
After almost a mile they came to a seven-way junction of
trails, an eloquent testimonial to the enthusiasms of those
nineteenth-century academics in their summer pursuits. The
Brookside is one of the choices. True to its name, the trail runs
along the brook up Snyder Ravine and the AMC White
Mountain Guide mentions its “views of many cascades and
pools” and calls it “wild and beautiful, with cascades, mossy

rocks and fine forest.” It’s a mile and a half long and the early
going is right beside the brook; then the trail joins an ancient
logging road relicked from the original forest cutting early in
the century. It follows this easy grade for more than half a mile
through a beautiful mature birch forest, the usual succession
after a timber clear cut.
The Snyder Ravine finally pinches in, the logging road
ends, and the Brookside runs close to the brook and becomes
more of a scramble. Soon the trail turns away from the brook at
Salmacis Rock and becomes steep and rough. The Watson
Path enters from the right on a short and almost flat connection from the Valley Way, and Don Barr’s group could have
made this quick change to a sheltered trail better suited to the
day, but they didn’t. Typical of the Randolph Mountain
Club’s affection for natural curiosities, the Brookside soon
comes to Bruin Rock and then Duck Fall, and after a few more
strides the Lower Bruin departs on the right for another chance
to join the Valley Way, and the Watson Path bears away left.
Don Barr turned left.
So far, the hike was a damp but enjoyable riparian reverie,
but then everything changed. The Watson Path is a misleading choice. The contour lines on the AMC trail map do show
that it’s the steepest of the alternatives to the Valley Way, but
the 100-foot contour interval is necessarily an average
calculation and it does not show that the steepness comes in
clumps and the footing is much rougher than any of the
neighboring trails. The climb out of Snyder Ravine is the
price hikers pay for the gentle walk along the old logging
road down below; it’s an exhausting and frustrating grind,
and not often chosen for a repeat visit.
By now it was mid-afternoon and on Mount Washington
the wind was in the 70 mph range; the summit temperature
dropped from 49 (degrees) early in the morning to 32
(degrees) at noon, it held steady at freezing all afternoon, and
the heights were in the clouds with intermittent rain.
Madison Hut is above timberline in the col between Adams
and Madison, four miles across Great Gulf from the summit of
Mount Washington, and conditions at the hut were not much
better: afternoon temperature sank into the 30s, the wind was
in the 50-60 range, and there was a harsh driving rain. Hikers
arriving at the hut were severely chilled and their numbers
climbed into the forties as prudent people caught above
timberline on the range made for shelter. The numbers rose to
the hut’s capacity of fifty and the hut crew kept busy warming
them and watching for hypothermia.
The Watson Path climbs out of Snyder Ravine on the north
shoulder of Mt. Madison, and Don Barr and the two boys kept
scrambling upward over the steep terrain with its loose stones
and root traps, a tough piece of work under the best of
circumstances and a severe test in the rain and cold of this
afternoon. About three miles after leaving the parking lot they
reached timberline and a stretch of peculiarly discouraging
terrain; there’s a hump that looks like the summit, then three
more crests and then another hump, each of which brings false
hope. By now, hikers are wondering if there’s ever going to be
an end to it. Tavis says, “I don’t think the map showed where
timberline was. So we looked at the map and saw one major

topographical bulge before the summit and then the summit
and then the hut on the other side. So we looked and we
figured, Okay, this is the first bulge and the next one will be
the summit.” To make matters worse, the trail leads over large
angular rocks that tend to shift and tilt underfoot.
Madison Hut is open from early June to early September
with a crew of five, but there’s always one person on days-off,
so in practical terms it’s a crew of four. The line up had
changed on this late-summer day. Liz Keuffel had been the
hutmaster, but she left just the day before to return to her
teaching job for the academic season; Emily Thayer had been
assistant hutmaster, so this was her first day in charge.
Emily was no shrinking violet. She’d grown up in a large
and enthusiastic family of hikers; her grandparents and
parents and aunts and uncles and cousins and two brothers all
gathered at their summer place in Whitefield, just west of the
Presidential Range, and her memories of childhood were
filled with heroic outings on the heights. Now Emily had
finished her junior year at Middlebury College in Vermont,
this was her fourth summer working for the AMC, and she’d
reached her full strength at 5' 8".
Lars Jorrens, Alexei Rubenstein and Dan Arons had been
on the Madison crew all summer with Emily, but Dan was on
days-off this weekend. Kari Geick had just arrived that day to
bring the numbers up to strength in the absence of Liz
Keuffel. It was a good day not to be at Madison Hut and for
those who were there to stay indoors, and Emily kept looking
out the windows at the dark swirling mist on every side and
wondering about people who were out on the range.
Emily knew about bad weather on the range. During one
of her childhood summers a throng of relatives set out from
Whitefield to climb Mt. Jefferson. They started up the Caps
Ridge Trail, which is the express route of the Northern Peaks;
it starts at the 3,000-foot high point on the Jefferson Notch
road and runs straight up the ridge 2.4 miles to the 5,715foot summit of Jefferson, a delightful climb, but one that’s
studded with the steep rocks of the “caps” and runs above
timberline for most of its length.
The weather went bad when they were near the top of Mt.
Jefferson and the grown-ups decided that rather than go back
down through the weather on the difficult trail they’d come
up, it would be better to march the family troop down the
summit cone of Jefferson, across the ridge of Mt. Clay, around
the headwall of Great Gulf, and on up to the summit of
Mount Washington so they could take the cog railway down.
A family photo album preserves the image of Emily sitting in
the summit hotel, twelve years old, soaking wet, and glumly
reflecting that the celebrated wisdom of grown-ups might not
be all it’s cracked up to be. In fairness to the senior Thayers, it
must be said that agile children enjoy steep rocks a lot more
than grown-ups do, and they also have an instinctive faith
that their skin is waterproof.
Now, eight years after that stormy day on the range, Emily
turned on the radio to hear the regular 2:00 P.M. call from
AMC headquarters in Pinkham Notch. Hut crews take turns
cooking on a daily rotation and this was Emily’s turn, all huts
have a reservation list so they can plan their meals, and the
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2:00 P.M. call provides news of late cancellations or late
additions that will require adjustments in the kitchen. This
day the call did not include any cancellations and Emily had
an immediate thought, almost a reflex: “We’re going to be
going out — we’re going to be going out.” That is, they’d
have to answer a call from distressed hikers.
It seemed to Emily that there had been an unusual number
of emergency calls that summer. Twisted ankles and tired
hikers are a matter of course and crews take them in stride, but
extra dimensions had been added this summer. There was, for
instance, the German shepherd dog. One day a man came in
and said that his dog needed help out on the Parapet Trail,
that he couldn’t walk anymore.
The Parapet is nasty piece of work. It was cut in 1951 to
provide a foul-weather route around the summit cone of Mt.
Madison and the 0.7-mile length leads over large angular
boulders and through dense dwarf spruce growth. When the
1951 trail crew got through, it was so difficult to negotiate
that the Madison Hut crew thought it must be a rough draft,
a sketch to be refined and finished later. It was never refined,
and Emily’s crew loaded the dog into a litter and spent a very
unpleasant time hauling it back to the hut. The owner called
for a helicopter lift to the valley; he said he’d pay for it, but
this was not arranged and the hut crew had to take care of the
dog for three days while the owner went to the valley to look
into other arrangements. Finally the dog got a ride down in
the cargo net slung below a regularly scheduled supply
helicopter.
So 1986 rescue demands on the Madison crew had been
heavy, unusual, and not necessarily rewarding. Now, on the
afternoon of August twenty-fourth, the people who’d been
hiking across the range from the Lakes of the Clouds Hut
began coming in. The wind was gaining in strength and they
were cold and wet and almost everything they had with them
was soaked, so the crew kept busy getting them supplied with
warm drinks and putting them into whatever dry clothes
could be found; the crew dug into their own reserves of
clothing and Emily even contributed her favorite original
Chuck Roast fleece jacket, which she never got back.
August twenty-fourth also brought a new crew member to
Madison. Kari Geick belonged to an active family in Kent,
Connecticut, and she was an equestrienne of very considerable
achievement. After college Kari spent four years with the
biology department at Tufts University working in animal
behavior; then she decided it was time for a career change and
planned to relocate in Colorado. She’d hiked on the Franconia
and Presidential Ranges and she had a little time before
leaving for Colorado, so after she left Tufts she went to the
AMC headquarters in Pinkham and asked if they had any
openings for end-of-season fill-ins. Liz Keuffel had just left
the Madison crew that day so Kari was hired on the spot and
she went right on around to Randolph and hiked up the
Valley Way with Emily Thayer.
Late in the same afternoon, Stephanie Arenalas showed up
at the hut. She’d worked for the AMC the previous two
summers in several connections, she’d been on the trail crew
and on the storehouse crew managing supplies for the huts,
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but she was not on the roster this summer, so she’d come to the
mountains to pay a surprise visit to her friend Liz Keuffel at
Madison.
Stephanie hiked up the Madison Gulf Trail, which rises
from the bottom of Great Gulf south of the hut and provides
the most difficult of all direct approaches to the hut. It’s a
strenuous but wonderful climb in good weather, but this day
the trail was more like a brook bed and the top section was
steep water-soaked ledges, so Stephanie reached the hut
exhausted, wet to the skin, and severely chilled. Then she
learned that Liz had just left. Stephanie knew the ropes, so, in
the time-honored tradition of the huts, she stayed to lend a
hand.
Don Barr and the boys were still pushing up the Watson
Path. Timberline is about 4,000 feet here, with another 1,363
feet to the summit of Madison. The northwest wind was
blowing straight onto the ridge and its violence was heightened by the topography: they were climbing the northernmost
ridge of the Presidential Range, the terrain turns a corner here,
and a northwest wind starts into the long accelerating venturi
of Pinkham Notch. Tavis says, “At that point it might have
dropped thirty degrees and the winds became a lot faster. It
was a little breezy as we were getting up to the timberline but
all of a sudden there were the fastest winds I’ve ever been in. I
was out in a hurricane in Boston and the winds on Mt.
Madison were faster than that.” Don’s group was not prepared
for this; they had long pants, hats, sweaters and light jackets,
but no real protection against heavy weather, and the bare
rocks gave them no protection at all.
“We were in the clouds and we kept pushing on,” says
Tavis, “because we thought we were almost there the whole
time, we kept seeing these bulges and, ‘Okay, maybe that’s it.’
You get this series and each one you think, ‘Well, that’s it, we
know the hut’s right on the other side.’ So that’s why we
didn’t turn back.”
There was still a chance for an easy escape. A little more
than halfway up this discouraging summit climb, the Pine
Link Trail crosses the Watson Path at a right angle. The Pine
Link is almost level here and it continues level and then
descends slightly to the hut. Tavis says, “We debated taking
that and then decided we were probably close enough anyway
that we should just go over the summit and get to the hut,
that that would be faster. At that point we were basically
guessing where we were based on the topographical markers,
and we were wrong about where we were.”
Tavis remembered that his father had said where the
timberline would be. Don Barr would be interested in that
kind of thing, it’s something that geographers think about.
But it turned out that his calculation was about 300 feet too
high, and this is revealing. Timberline averages 4,000 feet all
around the range, but it varies with several factors. One factor
is exposure, and timberline on the northwest shoulder of
Madison is lower than Don expected because the weather is
harsher here than in most places, and harsher than he expected.
Don and the boys kept pushing on toward the top, but
they were going slower and slower and stopping more and
more often. Tavis says, “We didn’t have any backup clothing,

we had T-shirts and sweaters and windbreakers. I didn’t carry
along a hat and dad actually gave me his hat and then it blew
right off my head.”
Tavis was only thirteen, but he was already taller than his
father and notably slender, a physiotype well-known among
teenage boys in their growing years. Christian had a hood on
his jacket, he had a solid athletic frame, and he seemed to be
managing the conditions fairly well, so he told Don and Tavis
that he was going on ahead and he disappeared in the fog.
Now the cold rain was in their faces and Tavis tried to wrap
his hands in a bandanna, but it didn’t work very well. He also
realized that his father had changed, he was panting in a way
that he’d never seen before.
Tavis also remembered a video his grammar school class was
shown before they went on a hiking trip. “It was on hypothermia and I remembered that at a certain point you stop
realizing that you’re cold. And I think that’s just about when
my dad got to that point. I wasn’t at that point yet. I had
started to go numb, but I was quite aware of my condition. At
that point he had difficulty walking or moving. I was kind of
the unsteady you are when you’re drunk. I could maybe not
run in the straightest line, but I could run.” Finally Tavis saw
a cluster of trail signs — he’d reached the top. His father was
about twenty feet behind him so he went back to tell him. All
his father said was, “Oh, good.”
“We got past the summit together, my dad was at the
summit, but not for much after that. By that time we realized
that it was really too late. We both knew we were hypothermic, by the time we were at the summit it really was the fastest
way to go straight to the hut, but it was just too late. He was
still lucid enough to know. I think we stopped for just a
second to look around and that’s just about when his lips were
going white. That was the sign that he was really in bad
shape. I knew I was in bad shape, I could feel it, but I was still
— I would say drunk, but lucid.”
There was no lingering on the summit of Madison. “My
dad was pushing on. If I reminded him that he was hypothermic and needed to keep pushing on, he would say, ‘Oh, yeah,
I need to do this.’ And I just kept saying, ‘We need to keep
going — we need to keep going.’ He kept trying, and there
was a point at which he just visibly couldn’t walk anymore.
He found a crevice and covered himself up as best he could,
and at that point I just started running.”
The summit of Madison is not a sharp peak like neighboring Adams, it’s more of a short narrow ridge with the trail
running just off the crest. Tavis sensed that the storm would
get worse before it got better, “but it was so painfully obvious
that there was nothing that I could do. He was trying very
hard to walk and he couldn’t. My choices were either to stay
there with him or move on and I didn’t really see any benefit
in staying there with him. There wasn’t — I couldn’t really
— I didn’t have anything to give him.”
Down at the hut, dinner was almost ready and yet another
group of hikers straggled in. They were soaking wet and they
were beyond cold, they had the slurred speech and muddled
thinking of hypothermia, so the crew put them into their own
bunks in the crew room and made them drink fresh-brewed

liquid Jello — the sugar and heat of the dessert is a favorite
restorative with hut crews.
It was now 6:00 P.M. and the crew turned their attentions
to serving dinner to a full house of hikers; actually, a bit more
than a full house. They got everyone seated and just as the
soup was going out to the dining room the kitchen door burst
open and Christian Steiber lurched in.
Kari Geick was surprised, the weather was so nasty that she
couldn’t get over how anyone would think it was a good day
for a hike. Christian was very much reduced and he tried to
tell them urgent news, but it was difficult to learn much
about the situation because he had a heavy German accent and
imperfect English, and he was further choked by fatigue and
cold. The crew did understand that there were two people
behind him and going slowly, but they didn’t learn how far
away they were, how bad their condition was, or even what
trail they were on. Trails approach Madison Hut like spokes
aimed at a hub and the crew guessed the people were on the
Osgood Ridge because that’s the only major trail that
approaches on the kitchen-door side of the hut. So they got
Christian out of his wet clothes and into a crewroom bunk to
warm up, and then they waited for a little while.
Here, too, there were complicating factors. The need for
help is subjective and it’s liable to misreading. For instance,
earlier that summer a woman came in to one of the other huts
and reported that her mother was out on the range and having
chest pains. This is an automatic danger signal and the crew
started up the trail at a fast clip. When they reached the
afflicted woman, it turned out that the shoulder straps on her
pack were too tight.
The crew waited for a few minutes to see if anyone would
come in after the German boy, but no one did. Emily was
thinking, “Oh god, we’ve got dinner all underway here...”
Then she told Lars to make up a pack of useful gear and see if
he could find anyone on the Osgood Trail. Lars pulled on as
much wool and polypropylene as he had, then a hat and rain
jacket with a drawstring hood, and he put his mittens in his
pack along with a blanket and extra clothes. He took the
high-band radio and Thermos bottles filled with hot Jello,
and at 6:15 P.M. he started up the Osgood Trail toward the
summit of Madison.
Lars was a good person for the job. He was twenty-two years
old, he’d been hiking in the New Hampshire mountains since
he was seven, he was six feet tall and 155 pounds, and after a
summer of packing loads up to Madison Hut he was exceptionally fit and strong. Now he found Tavis Barr on the
Osgood Trail about 500 feet from the hut.
Topography is important here. Timberline is not a precise
location, it’s more like a zone, and Madison Hut sits in an
open field of rock and grass and moss that’s inside a ring of
scrub growth that protects the lowest part of the trail for about
350 feet above the hut. Tavis was sitting on a rock just above
the top of the scrub growth.
The boy was completely exposed to the wind and driving
sleet. He was cold but he was coherent, and he told Lars that
his father was farther up the trail. Lars asked him how his
father was getting along and Tavis said he didn’t exactly
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know. Tavis remembers that Lars had quite a number of things
with him, and when the hutman tried to give him some
warmer gear, he said, “No, my dad’s going to need them more
than I do.” He did take some hot Jello and a pair of gloves,
but Lars couldn’t learn much more about Don except that he’d
been going slower and slower and Tavis thought his father
was dying up there and he came on ahead to find help.
Lars judged that Tavis was certainly uncomfortable but not
in serious trouble at the moment, and he asked the boy if he
could hang in there for a while longer. Then he tried to tuck
him into a bit more sheltered position in the rocks and started
up the trail. Lars judged the wind to be about 60 mph and
the fog had cut visibility to seventy-five feet. Tavis hadn’t said
how far up his father was, but Lars was familiar with the
terrain, it was his summer backyard, so he made a fast climb
even though the gusty tailwind knocked him down several
times. It got noticeably colder as he came closer to the summit
and the rain turned to sleet and added a sandblast effect to the
misery.
Don Barr was lying in the middle of the trail on the near
end of that short summit ridge, he was in a short level place in
the trail that gave no protection at all from the wind and he
was in very poor condition. Lars couldn’t tell if he’d fallen or
if he simply lay down, but he was only semi-conscious and
mumbling incoherently and he didn’t seem to understand
what Lars said to him. Don’s condition had put him beyond
reason and he resisted Lars’ efforts to help him; he’d stiffen up
and try to protect his body, and he wouldn’t take the hot Jello
and he wouldn’t let Lars put any clothes on him. Lars tried to
drag him and he tried to roll him, but he couldn’t move Don
at all. Lars tried to get through to him, he put his face right
down with him and tried to talk to him, but Don barely
registered the presence of his Samaritan, he’d just groan.
In fact, Lars could hardly manage the extra clothes himself.
Don was wearing jeans and a light jacket and they were
soaked, so Lars immediately started to pull extra gear out of his
pack and the first thing was a hat. The wind tore it out of his
hands and sent it spinning away toward the valley.
Lars did not have a large supply of emergency equipment:
“I didn’t have a tent or anything, no sleeping bag. I brought a
blanket to warm somebody if they were moving — I didn’t
anticipate that the guy would be lying down and not able to
do anything. What we understood was that they were coming
along and I was just bringing up a Thermos of hot Jello,
which is always a good thing. I had a flashlight and a blanket
and some extra clothes — I just ran out the door hoping I
could get these folks in, so I wasn’t equipped to deal with
somebody that couldn’t move.”
This is always the difficult choice: to wait for a while in
hopes of getting more information and making a betterinformed rescue, or to go out as quickly as possible and see
what can be done. Reports of trouble are often fragmentary
and vague, the trouble might be a twisted ankle or a heart
attack, and Christian had given the hut crew very little to go
on.
By now it was 6:45 P.M. and the situation was critical and
moving quickly to lethal. The wind was rising into the 70-80
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range and sleet was mixing with the driving rain; the sun was
still shining somewhere, but the Northern Peaks were
smothered in dense storm clouds. Then more bad luck joined
the emergency: the radio Lars had with him was not on the
same wavelength as the radio at the hut.
Joe Dodge was an expert and enthusiastic promoter of radio
since his childhood. He retired from AMC duty at Pinkham
Notch in 1959, and, following his lead, the Pinkham office
and all the huts were equipped with two-way radios in 1964.
In accordance with the standards of the day, this was low-band
equipment in rather large cases containing eleven batteries,
and there was a solar charging unit. And, since there was only
one radio at each hut, they could not be used as base and
remote in emergencies.
Twenty years later, the goal was to provide each AMC
facility with two new high-band radios of light hand-held
design. These, with a repeater on Cannon Mountain, would
put all the AMC huts in contact with headquarters in
Pinkham and with each other, and they were suitable for baseremote operations. These radios are expensive and the system
was being completed piece by piece with money raised
through donations and the sale of various small items such as
bandannas. In 1986, Madison had one of the new radios and
one of the old low-band models, which meant that both their
radios could talk to Pinkham but they couldn’t talk to each
other.
When Lars left the hut he took the high-band radio, and
after he’d done everything he could for Don Barr he pulled it
out of his pack to call Pinkham and heard an urgent conversation already going on. Two hikers had been overtaken by the
storm on the flanks of Mount Washington, they were above
timberline and somewhere between Oakes Gulf and Boott
Spur, but they were well-equipped and they did the smart
thing, they pitched their small mountaineering tent in a
sheltered spot, battened down the hatches, and settled
themselves to wait for better weather.
These hikers were overdue on their planned arrival and this
had been noted, so search parties were deployed and Lars could
hear them talking to each other. In fact, the whole hut system
was listening. The eight AMC huts are spaced about a day’s
hike apart and Peter Benson was listening from Zealand, three
huts away at the edge of the Pemigewasset Wilderness.
Jennifer Botzow was hutmaster at Lonesome Lake at the far
end of the chain and she could hear the exchanges clearly.
Suddenly she heard someone break into the talk on Mount
Washington. “This is Lars on top of Madison,” he said, “this is
an emergency.” Jennifer could also hear the wind roaring
around him.
Peter Crane heard him down at headquarters in Pinkham
Notch. It was 6:55 P.M. and the main building was filled
with the hubbub of a full house at dinner. Peter was carrying a
high-band radio and he heard the call from Lars, but the
message was indistinct. The problem was not in the electronics, it was in the air; his words were masked by the blast of the
wind, but Peter understood that there was trouble on Madison. In keeping with his careful nature, he began a log on the
evening.

Peter was one of the ranking veterans on the Presidential
Range. In the fall of 1977 he took the caretaker job at the
Harvard Mountaineering Club cabin below Huntington
Ravine and the following spring he began work with the
AMC. He spent three summers in different huts, three offseasons in remote caretaker positions, two winters at the shelter
in Tuckerman Ravine, and in the spring of 1984 he was
appointed assistant manager at the AMC headquarters in
Pinkham Notch. By the summer of 1986 he was on the
“Notch Watch,” one of two people detailed in 24-hour shifts
to deal with problems that might arise in the valley operation
or emergencies on the heights.
Peter brought more than wide experience to the job; he
was also a person of remarkable calm. Now Lars said that he’d
done all he could for Don Barr, he said he couldn’t move him,
that he’d tried to drag him and even roll him, but the man
just stiffened up and it wasn’t working at all.
Hut crews are housekeepers, not ambulance personnel, and
Lars was not feeling very confident, but after just a few
exchanges on the radio he felt stronger. “Peter was great. I
remember his voice being very calm and that was Peter — he
was very good for this kind of situation. I summarized the
situation and said there was nothing more here, but there’s this
kid down below and he is still able to move, from what I can
see, and I think we need to get him in, and then maybe we can
come back up and try to get this guy down the hill, but I
can’t do it myself. Peter said, ‘You make the call. We don’t
want to lose you up there — you do what you can.’ He asked
if I could move him and I said I couldn’t.” Peter told him to
shelter Don as well as he could and get back down to the hut
for reinforcements.
Then Peter asked Lars if the low-band radio at the hut was
switched on so he could speak to the crew there, and Lars said
that he didn’t think it was. This was not a mistake; those old
units were in semi-retirement and it was not standard practice
to leave them on. At this point Emily and her crew had only
the sketchy news brought by Christian Steiber and the
situation might be relatively easy — a man was a little way
back on the trail and Lars could take care of him with hot
Jello, a blanket, a helping hand, and an encouraging presence.
When Peter finished his talk with Lars on Mt. Madison he
called the weather observatory on the summit of Mount
Washington and asked them to try to raise the Madison crew
on the observatory’s low-band radio, but the summit could not
establish contact. Immediately after this, at 7:00 P.M., Lars
called Peter again and said that he could not find any place
nearby that offered more shelter than the one Don was in, and
that he hadn’t been able to move him anyway. He emphasized
that Don was shaking and convulsive.
Peter understood that they had a dangerous emergency on
their hands and the moment Lars’ call ended he called the
Androscoggin Valley Hospital, eighteen miles from the Valley
Way parking lot. The AVH staff is familiar with mountain
emergencies, so Peter brought them up to date on the Madison
situation and asked them to stand by, and they advised him on
treating Don.
That call was at 7:10 and at 7:15 Peter called Frank

Hubbell at SOLO, an organization thirty miles south of
Pinkham Notch that specializes in training emergency
personnel. No live voice answered at SOLO and Peter left a
message on their machine. Then he called the Mountain
Rescue Service in North Conway; he didn’t know how many
AMC staff would be available for emergency duty and he
wanted to put MRS on standby.
Peter also called Troop F of the state police and asked them
to engage the Fish and Game unit responsible for the area.
Carl Carlson of Fish and Game called back at 7:25 and said
that he was putting additional necessary people in the loop.
Then Peter called Bill Arnold of the very active Randolph
Mountain Club. Bill was one of the Forest Service men at the
Dolly Copp campground on the northern flank of Mt.
Madison and Bill said he’d call Gary Carr about further Forest
Service involvement. Then Peter called Mike Pelchat, the state
of New Hampshire’s manager of its interests on the summit of
Mount Washington. All that was done by 7:35.
Meanwhile, Janet Morgan was organizing a team of AMC
staff in Pinkham Notch. They had warm clothing, rain gear,
heat packs, Thermoses, and headlamps with extra batteries,
and they also had oxygen to be administered by Brad Ray, the
Forest Service ranger in Tuckerman Ravine and a veteran of
thirty years of mountain emergencies. Finally, Peter impressed
the nature of the situation on the AMC crew, he reminded
them of the first rule of search and rescue: that they could not
help the victim of a life-threatening emergency if they became
victims themselves.
Up at Madison Hut, Lars didn’t come back and he didn’t
come back and Emily was thinking, “Oh man — what is
going on?” The Osgood Path rises directly from the hut to the
summit, Lars was young and strong and he had good clothes,
but as night came on the conditions were so severe on top of
Mt. Madison that he was barely able to get back down
himself. The wind was in the 70s and gusting into the 80s
and it was right in his face. His body did not obey thought, it
obeyed cold and wind, and Lars staggered and lurched down
the summertime trail he knew so well until he found Tavis.
“He hadn’t moved, obviously he was stuck and he was
getting pretty incoherent. I thought, ‘Alright, I’ve got to try
get him in. It isn’t that far to the hut, so give it a try.’ I stood
him up and I tried to move him but we were getting pushed
over, flattened, and we’d be flopping around and I’d try to get
him up again. He was very stiff, he was not helping much at
all at that point, kind of a dead weight or even worse than
that, he was a sort of resisting weight.” Lars wasn’t sure of
Tavis’ mental state, “His speech was slurred and I guess he
recognized that I came back down alone and he asked ‘How’s
my dad?’ and I said we’re going to go back up and get him.”
Lars got back to the hut at 7:40. He went in through the
kitchen door and found Emily and said, “We’ve got to talk —
there’s something serious going on out there.” The kitchen
and the dining room and the crew room were all crowded
with people and Emily didn’t want everyone in the hut
overhearing what Lars had to say, so she hustled him and
Alexei down the aisle between the dining room tables and out
the dining room door and into the dingle that serves as a wind
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break, a dank shelter with the space of two telephone booths.
Lars said, “There’s a guy dying up there.” He used a strong
intensifier and this all happened so fast that Emily hadn’t
pulled the door shut behind them. She shot him a warning
glance as she latched the dining room door and at the same
time she said to herself, “Oh my god — we’ve got a major
thing going on here.”
The dingle didn’t provide much shelter, so Emily had a
hurried conference out there. Alexei was hopeful; he hadn’t
been out in the storm and he didn’t quite believe it could be
that bad. The crew had been out in some pretty bad weather
that summer and his feeling was, “Come on, are you sure we
can’t go out there?” Lars was pessimistic about Don Barr’s
chances and he hadn’t been able to move Tavis along either,
but the boy was much nearer the hut and in better condition,
so that was the priority. By now the guests knew something
was going wrong and several of them said they were ready to
go out and help, but Emily didn’t think she could put any of
the guests at peril out in the storm.
Lars called Pinkham from the hut and the connection was
still poor, but Peter Crane got more information about the
situation on the summit. He learned that there was another
person about a tenth of a mile from the hut who was also
hypothermic, but could probably walk if he was strengthened
against the high winds and slippery footing. Peter backed up
Emily’s plan that two or three people should help this second
person down to the hut. Lars was used up and Emily was
needed to keep things moving in the hut and to oversee the
developing situation out in the storm, so Alexei and Kari were
the ones to go. They’d take chocolate bars, more clothes, and
hot Jello, and do everything they could to bring Tavis in.
Alexei had just graduated from high school, he was 6’1"
and after a summer at Madison his lean and rangy frame was
almost a twin to Lars. Kari was 5’3" and slender, but her many
years of riding and the requirements of handling 2,000pound thoroughbreds made her much stronger than her small
presence might suggest.
Kari and Alexei left the pots and pans for other hands to
finish and got ready for the storm. Kari put on all the pile
clothing she had, then wind gear, a hat and gloves, and an
extra jacket; then she and Alexei made up a pack with
reinforcements for Tavis and took their turn in the storm.
There was still enough daylight in the clouds for them to see,
but the air was a maelstrom of stinging sleet and the battering
wind was still gaining strength. About 500 feet from the hut
they spotted Tavis sitting on the rock. He was not on the trail
as Lars said he would be, he was a ways off to one side and they
were lucky to spot him.
Tavis was so badly chilled that he had difficulty talking,
his speech was slow and slurred and Kari remembers that all he
said clearly was, “My dad’s up there — my dad needs help.”
Kari felt it was important to stay positive and she said, “We
came to help you. You need help now and we came to help
you.” They got extra clothes and mittens on him, and even
though he was having difficulty swallowing they got some
warm Jello into him.
Looking back on that night, Kari says, “He had pretty
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much seized up by that time and he was very, very cold. The
winds were very high, it was right around dusk, it was right
around freezing and it was raining. The rain was beginning to
freeze on the rocks.
“Tavis couldn’t walk. Alexei and I could sometimes get on
either side of him and haul him along and we did a lot of
pushing and pulling and hauling. We kept saying, ‘We’ve
got to keep moving, Tavis, we’ve got to keep moving.’ Up on
the rocks he would literally get blown over, so we tried to
keep a low profile. He didn’t have the strength to stand up,
anyway.”
At first they were out on large, rough and exposed rocks,
then the trail entered the scrub. “It was better down out of the
wind. We could be on either side of him as much as possible
and we tried to get him to walk, but he had extreme cramps in
his legs.”
As Alexei remembers, “It’s not the kind of thing where you
hold his hand and walk him down the path, it’s a scramble. It
was difficult to figure out a method of bringing him down,
aside from picking him up and putting him on our backs,
because he wasn’t able to move very well. His legs seemed
almost paralyzed, almost like cerebral palsy.
“So we were trying to encourage him. It was kind of
sliding and it was very messy, me pulling on his legs and Kari
pushing him from the back, skidding him along.” They
bumped and scraped on the rocks and tried not to get lost
themselves because they had to go where the rocks and wind
would let them go rather than where they thought the trail
was. Then the terrain finally eased a bit and they got Tavis up
on his feet, but he could not stay steady.
It was almost dark, and in the ruthless conditions even the
best intentions and surest orientation might not be enough to
avoid moving with the pressure of the wind, which would
take them across the slope and away from the hut, but the
light from the windows was a lighthouse in the fog. The
Osgood Trail leads north of the hut, so they cut across the
clearing and headed for the kitchen door. Alexei was new to
this. “It’s August and I didn’t maybe think it was a life or
death thing, you have this concept that it’s summer and he’s
pretty close to the hut, it’s no big deal, but you have this
winter storm...”
Lars was worried, he knew what it was like out there and it
seemed to him that they were taking a long time for the short
distance they had to go. “After a while I was beginning to
wonder when they were going to show up. I was full of
adrenaline when I came in, and when I finally stopped and
rested I was pretty cold and shivery and soaked to the bone,
and I wasn’t in any shape to go right back out again.”
Alexei and Kari spent forty minutes moving Tavis that
tenth of a mile back to the hut. Inside, conditions were at full
stretch. The two hikers who came in without reservations
could not be turned away, so the accommodations were two
over capacity at fifty-two and a full dinner had to be served,
cleared away, all the pots and pans and table settings washed
up, and makings for the next day’s breakfast started. There was
wet clothing hanging from every projection and nothing dry
to put on, there was no heat beyond the stray BTUs that

slipped out of the kitchen while the crew was preparing
dinner, and the hut had been buried in supersaturated clouds
all day. The arrival of Christian and Tavis, both in dire need of
restoration, called on an account that had already been fully
spent.
Then Stephanie Arenalas took hold. Tavis was hypothermic
and barely able to speak, he was soaking wet, his muscles were
going into spasm, and he’d been considerably battered as Kari
and Alexei hauled him down over the rocks. Beyond that, his
father was alone in the storm up above the hut and there was
no way of helping him.
The Madison crew room opens off the kitchen and it used
to be claustrophobic, with just enough space for two double
bunks and a window. Then it was rebuilt and made into a
much larger and more comfortable space, with a three-tiered
bunk immediately to the left of the door, a double bunk on
the adjoining wall, two windows and a table on the third
wall, and then a hinged arrangement that’s wider than the
other bunks and can be used for extra sleeping space or as a
daytime settee or folded up out of the way.
Christian was already in one of the bunks, so Stephanie and
another crew member got Tavis out of his wet clothes, dried him
off as well as they could and gave him warm Jello to drink, and
put him into a sleeping bag with blankets over it in that wide
folding daybed. Stephanie knew that Tavis wouldn’t get any
colder, but he wouldn’t warm up very fast either. She knew that
the 98 degrees of heat she could contribute were all they had, so
she stripped down and got into the sleeping bag with him.
While the hut crew was struggling with the storm, Walter
Wintturi of the U.S. Forest Service called Peter Crane and said
that he was in contact with Brad Ray and three or four USFS
people would probably be available to go up to the heights of
Madison. Ten minutes later Dick Dufour of Fish and Game
called Peter and said he was in touch with Carl Carlson. Five
minutes after that, at 7:50, a radio call came from the hut telling
Peter that Alexei and Kari were tending to Tavis.
Up at the hut, Emily and whatever other crew member who
wasn’t out on the mountain working on behalf of Don and Tavis
were keeping things going for the guests. They’d set out the
usual bountiful dinner, attended to refills and the other table
needs, cleared off, and set out the next course. The hut was not
very comfortable. There used to be a wood stove in the dining
room, but that was gone now and there was no heat except the
propane rings in the kitchen and the natural furnace of the
hikers’ bodies, but the metabolic fires were running at a very
reduced setting and the hut was dank and clammy.
At 8:0.0 P.M., a team of eighteen people left Pinkham in two
vans to drive around to the Valley Way parking lot and start up
to the hut. Forty-five minutes later Emily called Peter to report
that Tavis was in the hut and being tended to, but he was very
groggy and debilitated.
That left Don Barr alone in the night and the storm. Emily
was in her first day as hutmaster and she was in a tough spot.
The weather was still getting worse at the hut and she knew
by way of the Pinkham radio relay that the Mount Washington observatory could not promise any relief that night.
On paper, the crew’s main responsibility was the hut, but

this night’s responsibilities were already off the paper. One
consideration was the carry itself. There were only four people
on the hut crew, which is not enough for a litter carry. Emily
knew about that. There’s something about a rescue that fixes
the imagination on heroic carries to safety, so when a call came
to Pinkham during Emily’s rookie summer there, she thought
“Whoo...!” and she was quick to volunteer. It was an easy case,
someone went lame on the Tuckerman Ravine Trail a short
way above Pinkham and that trail is almost as wide and
smooth as a country lane. Emily took her first turn at the carry,
stumbling along without seeing her feet and trying to stay in
step and keep the litter steady and match the level of her grip
to the other carriers and it wasn’t very long before she was
thinking, “Oh man — this really sucks!”
The situation facing her Madison crew was much more
difficult. The guests knew there was a tough situation in their
midst and several of them came up to Emily with offers of
help. They could help with after-dinner housekeeping, but
Emily knew she couldn’t ask them to go outside. She was
thinking of the chaos that could overtake the evening, how
there could be people with all degrees of strength and skill
out on the rocks of the summit cone and no effective way of
keeping track of them or coordinating their work. Even more
to the immediate point, there was hardly a stitch of dry
clothing anywhere in the hut. The storm was still gaining
strength and the hut crew and volunteers alike would be wet
and tired and more prone to hypothermia at the start of the
rescue than anyone should be at the end of it.
At this point, Emily was the only one among the guests
and the crew who hadn’t been out in the storm and she was
also the most experienced among them, which would make
her the best candidate for a rescue team. But at the same time,
she was the hutmaster and she was wondering where her
responsibility really lay. Should she lend her strength and
experience to a rescue effort, or should she stay in the hut to
hold things together there?
By now, Christian had gotten up and he was in the kitchen
having something to eat. Tavis was in bed in the crew room
and he was beginning to recover from his own hypothermia,
he was saying, “Where’s my father — where’s my father?”
Stephanie was still with him, she told him that they were
doing everything they could to help his father, but at the same
time she didn’t want to give him false hopes, because his
father was still out there on top of the mountain and alone in
the lashing storm.
The hut crew was finally all indoors and they knew they
were up against it, they knew they had to talk it over, they had
to decide about McDonald Barr. This led to another problem.
There were people everywhere in the hut, they were finishing
dinner and milling around in the dining room and the bunk
rooms and some were lending a hand cleaning up in the
kitchen. Christian Steiber was in the kitchen, too, and Tavis
was in the crew’s bunk room. So where could Emily gather her
crew for a serious talk?
Madison Hut is T-shaped, the kitchen and crew bunkroom
are at the base of the T, the dining room is the rest of the leg,
two big bunkrooms are the left and right arms of the T, and
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there’s a bathroom at the back of each of the bunkrooms,
women on the left, men on the right. It was after-dinner hot
drink time, so Emily asked a couple of the helpful guests if
they could keep the fixings coming in from the kitchen; then
she called for attention and said that the crew would be busy
for a while and could everyone take turns using the men’s
bathroom.
Then the crew gathered in the women’s bathroom to talk
things over. They knew the Mount Washington weather
observatory had reported no signs of relief on their charts. On
the contrary, the observatory crew said the storm would
probably intensify through the night.
Emily and Lars and Alexei and Kari tried to think the
situation through. Emily thought most about the wind; she
knew it can be raining hard or snowing like crazy and hikers
can still be all right; it fact, they can enjoy it. But it was the
wind — above timberline the wind simply tears away every
defense.
The Madison crew knew that Don Barr was in mortal
danger, but mortal danger was everywhere on the mountain
that night; once out there, everyone would be equally
exposed. Lars remembers, “There was a little bit of bravado —
‘Oh, we can try it — it’s our job, we’re able to do these
things, so let’s give it a shot.’ We’d all been out, though, and I
think we quickly realized that all of us except Emily had just
been out in the weather and we probably wouldn’t be in such
great shape to try again.”
There was also the matter of numbers. Even in the best
circumstances imaginable, even on a walking path in the
valley with fair skies and sweet breezes, the four members of
the Madison crew would have difficulty managing a half-mile
litter carry by themselves. In the cold and dark and rain and
rocks and wind, they would have no chance at all. There was
no shortage of willing help among the guests in the hut, but
they were there to take shelter, not to risk their lives. Beyond
that, taking an unknown and untrained group out on a rescue
brings its own hazards, both physical and ethical. The first
members of the AMC group from Pinkham were already
arriving and the Madison crew had seen them. Lars says, “We
started seeing these folks coming in from Pinkham in various
states of hypothermia themselves and certainly not prepared to
go up on the mountain beyond the hut.”
All these thoughts were in the women’s bathroom and even
though not all of them were said out loud, the hut crew knew
that they’d decided. It was not a debate. Lars remembers, “We
realized at that point we were making decisions to forget any
hope of trying to rescue him or bringing him back alive. We
knew that was weighing over us. But we also knew that it was
ridiculous to try to go up there to get him. The choice had
been made before us.” No one asked for a vote or tried to
persuade anyone else, but they knew that the risk to a rescue
group outweighed the benefit to Don Barr, and Emily
summed it up for them: The danger is too great, our resources
are too small, and we’re not going to go out tonight.
The valley forces were on their way, so at 8:55 Peter Crane
called Emily for another report from the hut. Peter was in a
position to launch the rescue on his own authority, but, as he
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says now, “Recognizing that there could be more than one
answer to the question, I asked if a party would be going out
from the hut. It’s very easy for someone in a warm building ten
miles away to ask other people to go out, and names like
Albert Dow come to mind.” Albert was a member of the
volunteer mountain rescue squad based in North Conway, and
four years earlier he’d been killed while trying to help two
teenagers whose inexperience had led them into difficulty.
Peter finishes the thought: “But if those people can actually
feel the buffeting of the wind and the stinging ice pellets and
have to stare out into the dark fog — if they make the
decision that that’s excessive risk for them, then I think we in
our warm places have to respect that decision, even though it
could have grave consequences.” Emily told him the difficult
news of her decision, and he backed her up completely, he said
she should not risk anyone beyond the immediate shelter of
the hut.
Right after this exchange Peter called the AMC personnel
regrouping on the Valley Way. He told them that twelve
should continue up to the hut, stay overnight, and go to work
at first light if conditions allowed. The other six in the mobile
group should return to Pinkham to keep normal operations
going, though that number was considerably below the usual
complement. The group should be divided so the strongest
members would go up to the hut and those with necessary
duties at Pinkham should return. After this conversation, he
called Don Dercole of the Forest Service and brought him up
to date, adding that his personnel might want to stay in the
valley overnight and be ready for an early-morning departure
rather than squeeze into the overcrowded hut. He also called
Carl Carlson at Fish and Game asking for a call-back on the
telephone.
Then Peter called Emily again. The contrast between his
strong experience and his mild presence can be disconcerting,
and he tells of that terrible night in a voice that is hardly more
than a whisper: “There had been more time to reconsider, or
perhaps to wind down a little bit on what had happened thus
far. After that decision was made, that initial decision, they
had the opportunity to rethink, to reconsider, perhaps to have
either more worries go through their head that this was the
right decision or to gain confidence within that decision, so I
asked again if this was something that they still wanted to
follow through with. I indicated that this was a very serious
decision they were making and asked if they wanted to reevaluate their situation and the weather conditions.” Emily
told him that the situation at the hut had not changed, and
they would stay with their decision.
Alexei was still cold and worn from his struggle with
Tavis, but it was time for his other duties. The next day was
his turn to cook, so he was busy with the small things
of hut life, he was laying out the bacon and mixing the dry
ingredients for the biscuits he’d make in the morning, and
thinking ahead to what he’d make for dinner. He decided on
the entrée and he’d probably make cheese bread. Emily taught
him how to make cheese bread on the first day he cooked that
summer, and he liked it so well that it was practically the only
kind of bread he ever made.

Meanwhile, the crew was trying to keep Tavis in the
picture, but they were being careful not to give him unrealistic hopes or unrealistic fears. He understood what they were
doing. “At that point I knew that he was going to die. They
made it sound like, ‘We’ll see if he’s okay,’ but you know, as a
thirteen-year-old kid I thought they were just kind of
delusioned. Now I know they were trying to put a good note
on it, but...”
At 9:30 P.M. Peter called the Mount Washington Observatory again. They told him that the temperature remained
steady at 32 (degrees) with fog, rain, sleet, snow showers, and
maximum visibility of fifty feet; the wind was averaging 79
mph, gusting regularly to the mid-80s and occasionally into
the 90s. They expected no change over the next twelve hours
except in the temperature, which might go lower. Peter knew
that conditions would be only slightly less extreme where
Don Barr was on the summit of Mt. Madison.
Peter tried to raise the group of AMC staff on the trail at
9:30, but he couldn’t get them directly, nor could he reach
them through the RMC relay. The upper sections of the Valley
Way run through a deep cleft in the mountain and the
topography blocks most transmission angles into it. He kept
trying and he finally got through to Charlie McCrave on the
trail and brought him up to date; Charlie said that his leading
group was pretty well up by now and they’d keep going to
the hut and regroup there. Peter had been keeping track of the
numbers and he realized that Madison hut was two over
capacity before any emergency crews arrived. Now it would be
getting critically short of space.
Just then a call came from Troop F of the state police; they
had more powerful radio equipment and mobile units on the
road, and through them Peter arranged for four Forest Service
men and three of his AMC contingent to turn around on the
Valley Way and spend the night in Randolph. Ten minutes
later he called Carl Carlson, the veteran at Fish and Game, and
brought him up to date on the situation.
The regular 10:30 weather transmission from the summit
observatory reported no change in wind or temperature, with
intermittent snow and heavy icing. Ten minutes later, more
members of the Pinkham crew arrived at the hut with their
radio and fifteen minutes after that the three Pinkham crew
who had turned around on the trail called from the parking
lot at the base of the Valley Way and said they’d stand by to
see if any more people would be coming down the trail. At
11:30 the last two members of the Pinkham group reached the
hut and the five waiting in the parking lot were cleared to
return to Pinkham.
Five minutes later Peter went to bed, but he did not rest.
“You know there’s someone up on the mountain and half a
mile from the hut who most likely will not survive the night.
It weighs on you.” Up at the hut, everyone managed to find a
bit of space to lie down and see if they could sleep. The crew
room was full, the two big bunkrooms were full, there were
people sleeping upstairs in the storage attic, there were people
sleeping on the dining room tables and on the floor in places
where they hoped no one would step on them. During the
night the summit observatory recorded winds of 121 mph.

Emily went to bed in her crewroom bunk, but she did not
sleep. She kept getting up, she’d go out to look at the night,
she’d sit in the kitchen and think, “Could we do it?” There
was wet clothing hanging everywhere and draped on every
possible spot and she’d feel to see if it was getting dry. She
even thought about how many for-sale AMC T-shirts there
were — she could hand those around for dry clothes. She
listened to the sleeping sounds of the people all around her in
the hut, and most of all she kept listening to the constant
roaring and rushing of the wind and she thought that
sometimes storms just suddenly blow themselves out and she’d
stretch to see if she could hear the slightest lessening that
might bring hope, but she never heard it.
Stephanie was still with Tavis. “It was hard for me to know
what he was thinking. I don’t remember much sleep. I was
staring out the window into the darkness and holding him
and trying to reassure him that he was okay. People were
coming in and out and there was the darkness and he was
sleeping some. I was whispering to him and murmuring to
him in the night, trying to be quiet.”
First light came and at 5:55 A.M. Emily radioed Pinkham
with a weather report: 42 (degrees) and wind-driven rain at
the hut, and the rescue group up there would be ready to start
for the summit in five minutes. On consultation it was
decided to send a carry party of nine to the summit and keep a
relief group of five at the hut. Peter reminded the hut
contingent that Don should be treated as any person in severe
hypothermia: his wet clothes should be removed and replaced
with dry insulation, he should be protected from wind and
further wetting, and any possible heat loss should be eliminated as far as possible.
Then Peter again made sure that Emily and everyone in her
crew remembered the first rule of search and rescue: No
member of the rescue group should risk becoming a victim.
The litter group left the hut at 7:05 and they found Don Barr
thirty minutes later. He was in the trail just below the summit
of Mt. Madison and the EMT people determined that he was
unresponsive.
It was the second time up there for Lars: “The wind was still
blowing pretty good, certainly not as high as the night before,
the clouds had lifted and the angle of wind had changed just
enough so when we got to the flat place where he was lying it
was almost calm. He was just lying there with his hands
crossed on his chest.” Lars stood off to one side in that small
island of quiet air, out of the way of the people tending to
Don. It was his first death and he kept thinking that he was
the last one to see Don alive, and now this. Then he saw Emily
go over and kneel down beside him.
Emily was struck by the way Don lay there on his back with
his hands crossed on his chest and she thought that he looked
very peaceful and composed; this was such a contrast to what she
expected that she almost spoke to him. She saw that his eyes were
wide open and looking up into the endless sky, and she thought
it was time for his eyes to close. Emily remembered all those
death scenes in the movies where someone reaches out with a
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small gesture and brushes a person’s eyelids down as a sort of
final benediction, but now she learned that unseeing eyes don’t
close as easily as that.
The guideline among emergency teams is “Not dead until
warm and dead,” so this was still a rescue, not a recovery. They
put Don Barr in a sleeping bag and added blankets and the
weatherproof hypowrap, and they were careful to handle him as
gently as they could, because when a person is in extreme
hypothermia even a slight interruption can push the heart into
crisis. They started down toward the hut with the litter, they
were thinking, “Maybe there’s a chance.” The carry required
everything they had - at one point the entire team was knocked
down by the wind and they struggled to keep the litter from
hitting anything.
Earlier in the morning Emily had sent a radio request for
someone to start up the trail with dry clothing for Tavis and
Christian, and a speedy volunteer was found for that mission.
Tavis was in the kitchen while the crew was getting ready to go
up to the summit and Lars was watching him, “I could see in his
eyes that he kind of recognized what had happened. But maybe
there’s still some hope, ‘Okay, the rescue crew is going up and
they’re going to see what’s going on.’ We explained that
hypothermia is one of those things where you can recover. We
were injecting a little bit of hope into ourselves, that there is a
possibility that he could make it. So I’m sure he was still
holding out some hope, but he kind of knew that if his dad had
been lying up there all night, things weren’t very good.”
When Kari Geick was back in the hut after she helped rescue
Tavis, she decided that her best part was tending to the domestic
routine. Everyone else on the crew was between eighteen and
twenty-two years old and they’d been together all summer; she
was five years older than the oldest of them, but she was still only
a few hours into her career with the AMC. She did understand
housekeeping, though, and the hut was still in full operation, so
she decided to concentrate her efforts on the dishes and pots and
pans and other domestic necessities, and free the regular crew for
the difficult tasks rising on every side.
The next morning she was struck by the layering around her.
The crew was tending to routine tasks but there was a stunned
quality everywhere. Alexei was the cook for this day and he’d
finished his part of breakfast some time ago, so he began the
usual business of checking out the guests. “It was kind of surreal,
taking their Visas and Master Cards at the same time as all these
other things were going on.” The guests were very quiet as they
packed up and most of them changed whatever other hiking
plans they had and went down the Valley Way, where they’d be
sure of quick shelter.
Traffic was moving up the Valley Way at the same time. There
were men from New Hampshire Fish and Game and from the
Forest Service and still more from the AMC. Stephanie was
devoting all her time to Tavis, but she heard members of the
crew saying, “Rich Crowley is coming up - Rich Crowley will
be here soon,” as if that would change everything and we’ll be
all right.
Kari heard this, too, and she was impressed and puzzled. Then
she learned that Rich was the long-time manager of the
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storehouse down at Pinkham; he took the hut crew orders and
did the food shopping to meet their cooking needs and then
packed it into cartons and delivered it to the base of the pack
trail, and this day he was coming up with extra clothes for
Christian and Tavis. Then he reached the hut and nothing
changed. Kari decided that Rich was the person who took care of
the hut crews - that’s what the storehouse man does, he gets what
the hut crews need. So, in the awful strangeness of that morning,
it seemed natural that he’d be the one who could set things
right.
The crew was amazed to learn that Tavis was only thirteen;
seeing his size, they thought he was probably seventeen. They
were worried about his day, they imagined the ways he could
meet his father being carried in a litter with his face covered, and
they worked out a timing to avoid that.
At 8:43 further reserves were alerted in an AMC group
staying at Camp Dodge, the old CCC station four and a half
miles from the Pinkham Notch headquarters. The litter party
from the summit of Madison reached the hut at 9:00, and an
hour later Emily called Pinkham and learned that further
reinforcements of eleven people from the Forest Service, Fish and
Game, and the AMC had started up the Valley Way at 9:15. At
11:15, the litter team started down the Valley Way with
McDonald Barr.
Stephanie Arenalas stayed with Tavis through the night and
through the early hours in the kitchen when everyone was up
and around and she stayed with him through breakfast. She
cooked some things to eat for the various people coming up the
Valley Way to help and she kept Tavis occupied while the litter
party came past the hut with his father. Finally she and Rich
Crowley started down the Valley Way with Tavis and Christian.
Tavis hadn’t been saying much during the morning; the crew
thought he seemed a bit distant and disengaged, and they tried
not to crowd him. Then on the hike down he seemed to be
bothered by the clothes that had been brought up for him. There
wasn’t any underwear and the pants were much too big, so the
crew had made a belt for him out of a piece of the rope they use
to tie loads on when they’re packing supplies up to the hut. He
kept talking about the pants as they made their way down the
Valley Way and Stephanie realized that she really didn’t know
what a seventh-grader should say at a time like this.
That trail was originally built as a bridle path with easy
grades all the way from the valley to the hut, but that was
ninety years ago and now it was severely eroded by the many
generations of hikers and the rains and meltwater of all the years.
The footway was filled with loose rocks and roots and wet places,
and a very severe test for a litter carry.
An hour after the litter party started down, a call went to the
valley contingent to start up with relief carriers, and another
hour after that three more AMC crew members headed for the
Valley Way to help. The combined litter crew reached the
Valley Way parking lot at 3:40 P.M. and they were met by an
emergency response vehicle from the Androscoggin Valley
Hospital. Every resuscitation effort failed and McDonald Barr
was pronounced dead later that afternoon.
Rich Crowley drove Stephanie and Tavis and Christian back
to Pinkham Notch in his car and Stephanie went into the AMC

building with Tavis. There was a telephone booth near the door
and he insisted on calling his mother; then he told her abruptly
that his father was dead. Yvonne Barr already knew; she’d had a
call from an official source.
Stephanie and Rich thought it was time for Tavis to be alone
for a while, so they showed him to a bunk upstairs in the crew
quarters. Later that morning Mrs. Barr arrived at Pinkham and
she met Peter Crane and Stephanie out near the kitchen.
Stephanie tried to explain what had happened and what they
tried to do up at Madison, but then she had to walk away from
Mrs. Barr. She’d done all she could do.
The Madison crew was in the habit of making a little talk to
the guests at suppertime. That evening Lars made a larger talk
than usual. He talked about his love for the mountains and his
respect for them and he said that people are not infallible, they’re
fragile up in the mountains and there are times when things go
wrong, not as a sacrifice but as a reminder of what can happen.
He talked about the cold fronts that come through at the end of
August and how people start at the bottom and when they get to
the top it’s a different world. He told them that they’d come to
our nice cozy hut expecting all sorts of amenities and we provide
that to you, but you have to get here first. Then he said that one
of those times came just the night before...
When he finished, Lars said later, “They were all looking at
me.” Kari Geick was looking at him, too. It seemed to her that
the talk was partly for the guests and partly for himself, that it
was his way of finishing up the terrible night of McDonald Barr.
Three days later Emily was back at Middlebury College; she
was on the women’s field hockey team and they had a pre-season
training camp. Everywhere she turned there was laughter and
cries of greeting and hugs of reunion and, “How was your
summer?” and, “My summer was really great!” Emily gave them
her greetings and her hugs, but she didn’t go into much detail
about being in charge at Madison Hut.

AFTERMATH
The two climbers who were marooned on Mount Washington
were exposed to the full force of the storm on August 24, but
when the weather moderated they emerged from their tent and
hiked down the mountain without any adverse effects.
About ten years after the death of McDonald Barr, two women
hit heavy weather while crossing the range toward Madison Hut.
They were exhausted and felt unable to continue, so they took
shelter under a plastic sheet they had with them. The crew at
Madison hut heard about them and, remembering the story of
McDonald Barr, they went out along the range until they found
the women a mile from the hut, and then the Madison crew
insisted that the women get up and hike on to the hut.
Peter Crane stayed with the mountains. The weather
observatory on Mount Washington has expanded its work and
now runs extensive educational programs on the summit and in
its new valley station in North Conway. Peter is director of all
special programs for the observatory.
Emily Thayer suffered a severe knee injury two days after the
start of the Middlebury field hockey camp and she missed the
whole semester. She continued with seasonal work for the AMC

for three more years as summer hutmaster or winter caretaker. At
this writing her brother Chris is huts manager for the AMC. She
married Peter Benson, who followed the Barr emergency on the
radio at Mizpah Hut, and they have two children. Peter is the
New Hampshire Preserves Manager for the Nature Conservancy.
Emily has not forgotten McDonald Barr, “It’s always hovering,
it’s always there.” Since then, she has run many guided hikes for
mountain visitors.
Alexei Rubenstein worked at the AMC’s Greenleaf Hut in the
summer of 1987 and had to deal with a fatal heart attack there.
Lars Jorrens took advanced EMT training and is now teaching
those skills and working fulltime in wilderness education at
Keeping Track , in Richmond, Vermont. He married Jennifer
Botzow, who followed the Barr emergency on the radio from
Lonesome Lake Hut, and they are raising a family.
Kari Geick stayed with the AMC longer than she expected.
The next summer she worked at Carter Notch Hut with Emily
and Lars, she worked as a winter caretaker at Zealand Hut and
she guided hikes for two summers. Since then she’s worked in
Alaska, and she spent three years in Antarctica including two
winters at the South Pole. Her first day of AMC work is still with
her. “It shaped my life. With my mountaineering life, or life in
general, I look at what can happen.”
There was, for instance, the day in May 1999 when she hiked
up the Zugspitz, Germany’s highest peak. It’s a popular tourist
climb, and she and her friend took a return path that led over a
snow slope lingering from the winter. It was late in the afternoon, the sidehill fell away steeply, and Kari knew the soft snow
of the day would be glazing over and she didn’t have the right
equipment. She took a long look, weighed the consequences of a
slip, and turned back to find another way down.
Tavis Barr has not done much hiking since his father’s death.
Then in April 1999 he was on a trip to California and spent a
day in Yosemite, where he and some friends hiked up the path to
the top of the park’s signature waterfall. “There were people there
who were casually out on their day hike,” he said later. “I don’t
think they’d thought twice about it, they were going up in the
same jeans and T-shirts that we were wearing. You can see the top
of the falls from the bottom, you can see it’s not cold. But I could
see that they’re not cautious enough. I brought along a down
coat and a sweater and a hat and gloves. There was no reason I
needed a winter hat and gloves up there at the top, but I still
remembered.”

Not Without Peril
150 Years of Misadventure
on the Presidential Range of New Hampshire

can be ordered from AMC Books
tel: 1 800 262 4455
or from www. amazon.com.
It is also available at local book
stores, including Pinkham Notch
and 5 Joy Street. Nick Howe is
a former contributing editor of
Skiing and has written for
Backpacker, Outside and Yankee.
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Just Get Me to the Bowl on Time
by Rich Eton Strokington, Bull Cook

N

o, this ain’t
about
Tuckerman’s.

It’s about Dave Wilson
getting married, and how it
almost didn’t happen ‘cause
of a big ruckus down in
North Cornflake. You see,
Dave should have stuck to planning menus and left the
wedding stuff to his bride-to-be, ‘cause the day he picked to
get married, September 12, 1981, there was a whole lot more
than just a wedding going on down in that valley.

I guess Mud Bowl 1981 wasn’t a whole helluva lot different
from Mud Bowl 1980, or 1979 for that matter. Never been,
but I ’ve heard. Fire Department floods a football field so’s it’s
knee-deep in mud,just the right thickness, like a good
chowder. Then a bunch of local fellas goes flopping around
in it to raise money for charity, careful to bring a football so’s
folks think they’re doing something besides getting dirty.
They say people love it. Probably ’cause it’s for a good cause,
but also ’cause it’s just one of those one-of-a-kind things. Like
JQA under a full moon. Joe Dodge. Old
Overholt.
Old Overcoat, that’s what we used to call it, the only
straight, unblended rye whiskey sold in the State of New
Hampshire. Live Free or Rye. One of history’s best kept
secrets: why the South lost the Civil War. A bull cook’s best
friend. One-of-a-kind, all right.
Speaking of cooks, I was just getting around to telling you
about the groom, Dave Wilson. Damn good cook, been doing
it a while. Except he always used to burn the bacon. I know
’cause my room in the Trading Post was right over the kitchen,
and many a morning, when I wasn’t working, I’d wake up to
the most gawdawful smell. Breakfast would be fifteen
minutes late, with ninety goofers salivating all over the lobby
carpet. Good thing it was indoor/outdoor. But, see, Dave
always had a plan. Just cut the cooking time in half and
double the temp! I’ve heard you can’t produce a baby in one
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month by sleeping with nine women. I’m here to tell you the
same principal seems to apply, more or less, to bacon.

D

ave’s marriage was set for Saturday, Sept. 12, at 11 a.m
day and hour of the 1981 International Mud Bowl Championship Parade! Inside the church, strategically located at the
start of the Hog Parade route, I sat with a small group of us
hutfolk and listened to the cacophany mount. Traffic
thickened in the heat of the day, clotting and oozing down
Main Street like pork drippings down a drain.
Fifteen minutes past and still no preacher. The bride
waited in the wings for the curtain to rise, for the show to
begin. But the “director” wasn’t nowhere to be found. I
could swear I smelled burning bacon.
Then the first chords of the Wedding March pealed
everywhere, real loud, like they was trying to outdo the car
horns, and all them plastic bugles the Hogettes was blowing,
or trying to, from the backs of convertibles and pickups.
Ushers with five-o’clock shadows at 11:20 in the morning
were starting to look a little worried. Still no preacher.
Somebody rose to the moment, got up on that pulpit, and
started in with the “Father in Heaven, Thou art almighty...”
But the Hog horns drowned him out soon enough, coming
through the stained glass which was open ’cause it was one of
them Indian Summer days feeling more like July than two
weeks from the first day of fall. Them horns was blaring and
blaring, full with the sound of booze and hunger for battle,
I tell you. Police sirens too.
“Father look upon the faith of all of us here this morning...”
Blah-blahhhht!! Blahhhht!!
Forty minutes late, preacher come in. That bacon was good
and crispy. I never did make the game.
Rich Eton Strokington was never bull cook at Pinkham, but everything
else about this article is true. Rich Eton is of course the nom de plume
of Professor Strokington, which is of course the pseudonym for our own
Stroker, which is of course the nickname of a guy who’s true identity is
known only to the Ghost of Red Mac, the IRS, and his own mother (who
doesn’t give interviews). A Construction Crew slave from 1979-1984,
Stroker has been a regular contributor to Among the Crowds since it’s
inception in 1982. He is also founder and curator of the Arlington Dog
Museum. His email is elstroker@aol.com.

Gormings
May 2000-April 2001
In Memorium
LEWIS PROUTY BISSELL, 82, of Jackson,
NH died December 10, 2000. Born in
Medford, MA, he was a graduate of UNH
where he met and later married Priscilla
Emery who worked for Joe Dodge. He then
received a master’s degree in forestry at
Yale and served in the Army Air Corps
during WWII. He was employed by UNH as
extension forester for the state of Maine
and was instrumental in the formation of
the Maine Tree Farmers Association. He
was a member of the AMC, Jackson
Historical Society, the Obs, White Mountain
Interpretive Association, Kiwanis, UNH
Alumni Association, Girl Scouts and the
Tree Farm Association. He had two
daughters, Nancy Rancourt of Bartlett and
Susan Beechum of Orlando who was
hutmaster at Pinkham ‘67-’68.
ELIZABETH BETH BELCHER died
Saturday, March 3, 2001. Wife of the late
FOOCHOW and mother of Jeff (Zealand),
Bill (Lakes), Joanie (Pinkham) and Betsy
(Pinkham) and, according to Bill, worked
unofficially at Madison when Foochow was
a hutman. A memorial service was held
March 17 at the First Congregational
Church in Melrose.

AMC 125th Celebration
February 10, the AMC held it’s 125th
Annual Meeting in Waltham and recognized
outstanding individuals that have been
actively involved in AMC affairs over the
past decades. It shouldn’t be a surprise that
all are either OH, Special OH or Honorary
OH. Following are excerpts from the
biographical information that Special OH
FRANK KELLIHER drew from as he
presented MAC STOTT this year’s Joe
Dodge Award, the only AMC award that Fred
had n’t won after a lifetime of service.

F
RED STOTT has been a member of the
AMC board of directors. He is a current
member of the AMC Board of Advisors and
the AMC Capital Campaign Steering
Committee. Advocacy is in Fred Stott’s
nature, in the late 1980’s he founded the
AMC President’s Society to recognize
donors of $1,000 or more. Since then, the
Society has grown to over 300 members,
thanks to his perennial and indefatigable
fundraising. He has made outstanding
contributions that have enriched the
experience provided by the Hut System and
has been a member of the AMC President’s
Society since 1988.
JOE DODGE gave Fred the name “Mac”
when he joined the hut crew. Also nicknamed “fireball”—a name he gained from
his Andover and Amherst baseball mates
who, according to his teammates, said his
pitches wouldn’t break a pane of glass.
Within the AMC, Fred has served since
1936 as hut crew, director, and advocate.
He has also earned his reputation for wit and
story telling. His anecdotes cover search and

rescues of the 1930s (when hut crews
without first aid training unbolted metal
bunks for litters), baseball (particularly his
13 1/2 days as a left-handed fireball pitcher
for the Pawtucket Red Sox), and hiking
(such as his Bastille Day ascent of Mt.
Lafayette, complete with French Flag).
He went on to attend Philips and
Amherst College where he excelled in sports
and participated in soccer, skiing and
baseball.
While at Amherst, he worked in the AMC
huts for Joe Dodge from 1936 until
1939. His chronicle—when he started at
Pinkham in ’36, hutmaster of Pinkham in
’37, member of the Madison Hut Crew of
1938 and hutmaster in ’39—was published
in the Resuscitator.
After graduating from Amherst in 1940,
he taught at Governor Dummer Academy in
Byfield until he entered the Marine Corps in
the spring of 1942. He went through
officers training at Quantico, VA, then
Camp Lejune N.C. by train to Camp
Pendleton, CA where he became an officer
with the 4th Marine Division, he participated in the invasions of Kwajalein, Saipan,
Tinian and Iwo Jima. He won Two Purple
Hearts, a Bronze Star and a Navy Cross.
The Navy Cross, second only to the Medal
of Honor, was given to him for his courage
in coordinating an attack in the early stages
of the battle of Saipan. He received the two
purple hearts for injuries sustained at Saipan
(a tank in which he was riding was hit by a
Japanese field gun) and Iwo Jima (while
moving from fox hole to fox hole, a knee
mortar landed next to him, sending shrapnel
into both legs and breaking a bone in one.)
After World War II, he ended up on the
West Coast working in a political action
group trying to bring new blood into the
Republican Party. (Afterward, he would
also work on several democratic campaigns;
he served as finance manager for the
successful campaign of State Senator John
D. O’Brien and the unsuccessful campaigns
to elect Paul Tsongas in ’92 and Michael S.
Dukakis U.S. President in 1988).
He remained in Southern California until
1950. In 1951, John Kemper, former
headmaster of Phillips Academy at Andover,
offered him a job in the alumni office.
He went on to a great career at Phillips
Academy where he worked in Alumni
relations and development and as the
secretary to the Academy’s board of
trustees. He retired from Phillips in 1981.
A list of his contributions to Andover, MA
would have to include vice chairman of the
Andover Finance Committee, his participation on two school building committees,
membership on the town’s first Conservation commission, service as a trustee of the
Holt Hill Reservation, treasurer of the
town’s 350th Anniversary Committee.
In 1965, during his tenure at Phillips, he
took a six-month sabbatical to Nepal
where he hiked above base camp to 19,000'
on Mount Everest. The trip took 35
days and covered over 350 miles on foot.
He has hiked the 4000 footers, won senior
titles in skiing and claims to have made it
from Madison Hut to the Ravine House on
25 minutes in his hutmen days. He and his
wife Susan have regularly hiked a five mile

circuit adjacent to Cardigan Mountain,
where they have a home.
In the 1990s Fred was an official at the
Iditarod. He has photographed and written
about the Iditarod and has attended the dogsled race in four times as official correspondent for the Lawrence Eagle Tribune and
the Concord Monitor. He served as
volunteer chairman for the Nature
Conservancy of Alaska for the lower 48
states for their donor recognition group.
He was married to the late Georganne
(Nan) Stott with whom he climbed to Mt.
Everest in 1965. They had two children:
Peter C. Stott and Frederic (Sandy) S. Stottthe former editor of Appalachia. Sandy is
Fred’s lifelong hiking companion who
finished Fred’s 4000 footers with him on
Owls Head. Nan Stott died on October 29,
1981 at the age of 58. Fred married Susan
Garth Stott in 1982. She is a member of the
AMC President’s Society. Susan Stott works
at Phillips Academy at Andover. She has a
degree from the Harvard Kennedy School
of Government.
Fred was the chosen speaker at JOE
DODGE’s and FRAN BELCHER’s memorial
services. He was the co-producer of the
100th Anniversary of the Hut System slide
show in 1988, the centerpiece of the 100th
anniversary. In 1989 AMC recognized
Fred’s outstanding contribution to the AMC
Capital Campaign. In 1998, he was
recognized by his OH Association as an
Honorary Member. In January 2000 Fred
received AMC’s Distinguished Service Award.
In June 2000, he became the recipient of
AMC’s first Lifetime Achievement Award.
In February 2001 Fred was the honored
recipient of the Joe Dodge Award.
Fred currently serves as Chairman of the
Board of the Merrimac River Watershed
Council.

AMC Lifetime Achievement
Awards for the following OH:

S
ANDY SAUNDERS for his dedication
and support of the AMC mission to
promote the protection, enjoyment and
wise use of the mountains, rivers and trails
of the Appalachianregion. His duties
included the following:
Permit Renewal Negotiator 1996-1999
Chair Diversity Task Force 1995-1997
President of the Board 1991-1993
Chair Nominating Committee 1967 & 1989
Recipient Joe Dodge Award 1993
Search Committee—Executive Director 1988
White Mountain National Forest Citizen’s
Advisory Committee 1972-1975
President of the Board 1965-1966
Vice President 1963-1964
Recording Secretary 1957-1963
Huts Committee, Finance Committee,
Mountain Leadership Committee 1957- 1963
AMC Summer Employee, Pinkham 1946,
Zealand Notch 1947, Carter Notch 1948
From Junior Member to Club President,
Sandy has been the AMC’s most ardent
steward. His generosity of spirit and quiet
determination have helped the Club
face many difficult decisions and never
ending challenges. Through his ability
to find common ground within the growing
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and diverse AMC community, Sandy truly
leads by example.

S
PECIAL MEMBERS EARLE and ANN
PERKINS have filled many positions, both

countless jokes, their OH charges departed
for home while the Perkins’ remained to
pickup another party of trekkers and
duplicate the trip for another two weeks.
This summer, they will return to guide their
own family trip.
Through their history with AMC and the
huts, they have always been interested in
AMC search and rescue program and
commitment, spending countless hours
attending volunteer committee meetings as
well as monthly search and rescue meetings
with involved state and federal agencies and
volunteer groups. They are a voice of
reason and contribute greatly to training
sessions by often cooking for everyone who
shows up! Earle is involved in collaborating
on a book about search and rescue in NH.
They have even led and participated in a
few incidents through their volunteer
coverage work in the huts as well as stints as
Lonesome Caretakers. They both also play
a role in the Joe Dodge Award Committee
and choosing the annual winners for Annual
Meeting. They also are on the OH
Latchstring Award Committee.
After serious flooding in Yosemite
National Park, Earle signed up to do a week
of volunteer trailwork to ease the damage to
the trails. There, he was a friend to all, a
teacher, good-humored even in 100 degree
weather and even when facing hillsides of
poison oak.
Earle had his pulse on the Rhode Island
legislature. As soon as they were considering
legislation to allow ORVs in the state parks,
Earle was on it. He was calling his legislators, attending meetings, giving testimony.
He had the situation under control.
Earle is a volunteer who embodies the best
of the AMC. He’s a passionate lover of the
White Mountains, of trails and he’s one of
the people dedicated to protecting and
giving back to the mountains for the all joys
and pleasures they have given him in his
life. He teaches this ethic to all who come
into contact with him—including his
grandchildren who he started teaching as
soon as they were born.

paid and volunteer, over their long history.
First and foremost, they contributed a son
JAKE PERKINS to work in the hut system
for several years in the late 70’s early 80’s.
They followed that up by Earle becoming
President of the AMC (1989-1990). Earle
presided over the successful transition of
Executive Directors when Andy Falender
succeeded TOM DEANS. The Perkins’ have
intricately been involved with the hut
system over the years by remaining active
as part of the OH Association, by volunteering coverage for winter hut caretakers as
well as summer hut crews, and even being
paid employees of the AMC in their later
years when they were the fall caretakers at
Lonesome Lake Hut in the fall of ’97 and
’98. They are knowledgeable, agreeable, and
two of the finest folks you’ll ever meet who
spend quality time in the huts. Somehow,
they still the find the energy to guide
summer treks in Switzerland for Bill Russell
Tours. Last summer, Earle and Ann led a
group of spirited OH around the three resort
towns of Verbier, Wengen and Pontresina,
challenge enough for anyone, but after two
weeks of daily treks, boisterous dinners and

PECIAL MEMBER SAMUEL F. PRYOR III
for his dedication and support of the AMC
mission to promote the protection,
enjoyment and wise use of the mountains,
rivers and trails of the Appalachian region.
His accomplishments include:
Honorary Chair, 125th Anniversary Capital
Campaign 1999-2002
Permit Renewal Negotiator 1996-1999
Founder, Political Subcommittee, Conservation Programs Committee 1997
Founding Chair, Board of Advisors 1996
President of the Board 1994-1996
Chairman of the Advisory Board 1988-1993
Leadership Gifts Committee 1984-1988
From his early days hiking and exploring
the mountains at Camp Naidni, Sam
developed a love of wild, open spaces and
has dedicated his life to protecting them. As
AMC President he worked tirelessly to bring
together AMC’s constituency to work
toward the common mission. Since then his
efforts have greatly strengthened AMC’s
position in the conservation, political and
fundraising arenas. He presided over the
Galehead Rebuild campaign dinner that was

H

ONORARY MEMBER BRAD
WASHBURN, JR for his 75 years of
tenacious dedication and support of the
AMC mission to promote the protection,
enjoyment and wise use of the mountains,
rivers and trails of the Appalachian region.
Our OH records don’t show when he was
recognized as an Honorary Member, but if it
hadn’t been for his conveying the parcel of
his own Jackson property to the OHA off
Rt. 16 in the late 1930’s, our Cabin would
never have been built on the site overlooking Mt. Washington.
His publications and awards include:
Published 1993 Tuckerman Ravine Boot
Spur and Lion Head, Mt. Washington, New
Hampshire —a map for hikers, skiers
scientists.
Published 1991 Map of Pinkham Notch,
New Hampshire in the heart of the White
Mountains.
Published 1988 Mount Washington and the
heart of The President Range
Member, AMC Board of Advisors, 1996
Honorary Member, AMC, 1948
Joined AMC, 1926-present (He became a
member at the age of 16.)
In 1921, at the age of 11, Brad Washburn
completed his first ascent to Mount
Washington. In the years to follow, Brad
carried his Fairchild K-6 camera to
great heights and extraordinary places to
bring the mystery of the mountains to
us. He is celebrated as an internationally
renowned photographer, mountaineer,
geologist and cartographer. In February
2001, Washburn marks his 75th year of
membership with the Appalachian Mountain
Club. In recognition of this extraordinary
relationship, AMC honors the man who has
come, over the years, to share his intimate
knowledge, appreciation and love of the
White Mountains.
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successfully launched in New York City and
was well attended by OH who got behind his
fundraising efforts to help contribute and
seek more than $100,000 OH gifts torwards
the hut’s $400,000 rebuilding costs.

H

eard from IKE MEREDITH that, as we
honor our octogenerians, we ought not to
forget BOB TEMPLE and his spring
reunion cooking duties. Some years ago, we
did dedicate the Brawl to Bob and his famous
lobster story “How to Differentiate the
Gender of the Crustaceon” which was made
up as a bandana for the occasion. Just ask
Bob next time you see him this spring to
show you how to tell little girl lobsters from
little boy lobsters. He’ll be most forthcoming with his graphic display replete with
definations using live models. Bob was
around when the Cabin was built in 1939 and
has volunteered his services for our road
maintenance through the years. That’s Bob
on page 19.
This winter reunion we honored a life-time
member of our association BERTRAM
SWOOP GOODWIN for his many years of
membership, attendance at reunions and his
interest in sweet mountain memories.
Unfortunately, he was unable to attend this
January. CHUCK STATA, who normally
drives Swoop from the Nashua, NH area to
the reunions, presented him the
association’s framed certificate of appreciation
TOM HEFFERNAN writes from the Black
Hills of South Dakota where he and his wife
has a nice place nestled in the Ponderosa
Pines close to the little town of Custer.
Contrary to our impressions of the Dakotas,
he gets about 240 days of sunshine a year,
very little snow and seldom has extreme
temperatures. They live close to three
national parks and a state park where deer,
elk and turkey roam. He rides his three
saddle mules in the park and on pack trips,
including the Grand Canyon for a five-day
trip last May. The mules comported
themselves well with nary a slip (hence,
Tom was able to send us his letter). The
Black Hills do deliver snow dumps such as
the one last April which caused a power
outage for six weeks for some folks. And
then there is the worst fire ever recorded
that they got last August named the Jasper
Fire which came close enough to prepare to
evacuate. It gobbled up over 83,000 acres of
primarily national forest land. So if any OH
care to make it to the Black Hills to join
the 4,000,000 visiting tourists—maybe
between snow and fire season—Tom and his
wife extend their hospitality to visit with
them in this truly beautiful part of our
country. Phone is 605 673 4972 and email
tomkat@gwtc.net .
ANN MICHALEC PAYSON has volunteered at the annual AMC Mountain
Leadership School, a great five-day program
directed by ANDY COHEN. Other OH
involved are DUTCH TOBER and JOHN
DUNN. Ann, after her recent hiking in the
Presidentials, regrets to inform other OH
that the trails have mysteriously become
rockier and steeper. She is living in
Falmouth, ME and child No.2 is due this
spring.

KATHERINE BIRNIE ran into
MEREDITH BELLOWS in Guatemala last
spring where Katherine was traveling for
two-weeks and Meredith was wrapping up a
two-year Peace Corp stint there. Then
another chance meeting, this time with
BRIAN SCHUSTERMAN on the street in
Berckely where Katherine now lives.
We heard from MARTHA CHILD ASH
living in NZ about meeting with us this
summer. She emailed STROKER that she
would like to get together with her hut pals
this summer. Easy enough to do, even at the
drop of a hat, since she can post her arrival
on our web site and a convenient place to
meet can be arranged. She was interested in
TONY MACMILLAN stories as have been
several other OH which has prompted da
editor to start collecting material about
Tony. Martha sent her Macmillan collection
since she was the first recording secretary.
Her list includes all the members of the
original MMVSP. Martha’s email is
marthaandjohn@hotmail.com.
HELEN FREMONT sends us news of the
Grand Fourth Birthday of Henry Huntley,
son of DAVID HUNTLEY and LAURA
MCGRATH and nephew of UNCLE MARK
HUNTLEY.
ETHAN DUBOIS retired as a Commander
of the Naval Reserve last summer. His wife
is still serving as a Captain, USNR.
FRED GREENE worked at Zealand in
1936 and Lakes in 1937 and was a member
of the 1940 AMC Downhill Ski Team made
up of all OH. His health is good, but no
more skiing.
CAP KANE biked with friends across the
U.S. this past summer from Portland,
Oregon to Portland, Maine. They traveled
4044 miles in 67 days, but the most
distinguishing feature of the trip was that fit
and trim Cap actually gained four pounds on
the trip, possibly the only cross-country
cyclist that has ever gained weight. He
attributes it to good beer and good wine
every evening.
EARL EFFINGER helped bring up our
Cabin fund with a generous check and the
news that he’d miss winter reunion, but was
happy to use the Cabin once this past
summer with his son and grandchild.
Dr. CANDICE RAINES spent three weeks
in Siberia as a member of the U.S. SkiOrienteering Team at the XIII World
Championships. The experience was filled
with incredible highs and lows. Russia is a
combination of old and new words thrown
togther. You never know what world you are
entering-one moment, you feel you are in a
European city, the next there’s a gun in
your face and you’re being asked for your
papers. The people, however, are remarkable.
SALLY HARRIS WILBUR and her husband
Sandy have just published a book titled The
McCully Train: Iowa to Oregon, softcover
202 pages, illustrated. To learn more about
the book, log onto to www.netcom.com/
~symbios. Meanwhile, they are spending
May through October at their camp in
Dummer, NH and winters in Oregon.
ARTHUR WHITEHEAD holds the grand
prize for our oldest OH—97 years but
always looking forward to OH news.
ROCKY MORRILL is running a small

construction company in Raymond, NH and
says hi to the active Greenleaf croos,
LINUS STORY, JED DAVIS, GERRY
WHITING and KEN OLSEN. Also hi to
DOUG HOTCHKISS.

ARTHUR HARRIS sent us a 1940 picture of
BILL EL WACKO ASHBROOK and
FRANK CARLSON reading the Boston
Herald about the Nazis bombing Rumania.
Frank was to later fight Nazis and was
engaged in the crossing of the Moselle
River. Along the way, he collected two Silver
Stars and retired as a Colonel. Bill served in
the 10th Mountain Division and returned to
become a college humanities professor. He
retired from Indiana State University as
professor emeritus in 1994 and received an
honorary Ph.D. in 2000. Today, Frank is
living in Leesburg, VA, Bill lives in Terra
Haute, IN and Arthur lives in Arlington,VT.
BILL EL WACKO JUNIOR ASHBROOK
says his father received the El Wacko
nickname after extensively testing a batch
of hot buttered rum made by CARL
BLANCHARD, but has sworn off demon
rum ever since. But the nickname caught on
and even was embellished to become EL
WACKO GRANDE IL MAGNIFICO.
AL FOLGER’s sister DORIS was
interested in the Galehead disabled hikers
trek to the hut this summer which she
spotted in the Quincy Patriot Ledger.
AL KAMMAN is married to ANN
POLLENDER and is the son of ALAN
KAMMAN, all OH, but Alan reminds us that
he is not, or never was, a junior. He,
however, recommends that we hang a senior
on his dad which is only fair after we’ve
been calling him junior for twenty years.
PETE WOODCOCK has moved about
fifteen miles up the road in Croton On
Hudson, NY.
BAYARD and BETSY KLIMASMITH
have moved from Seattle back to the
Somerville, MA with their three-year old
daughter Sophie. They have kept in touch
with DAVE YAMPARIS (SP) and WENDY
PRENTISS who just had a baby boy. They
had a Lonesome 1991 with SASHA
ALEXANDER RINGE, AMY WILLIAMSDERRY and Dave.
Nice Christmas newsletter from MARTY
WOMER with news of his life passages,
including moving back to Connecticut after
28 years in Maine, a divorce and starting a
solo law practice. Marty cares for his ailing
mother with the help of his brother, but he’s
begun dating a wonderful woman and is
getting into the outdoors for skiing, sea

kayaking and hiking.He also wrote a paper
on estate planning which was given a
conference in St. Paul.
MARTHA GAMBLE lives in Northwestern, VT seven miles from Canada. She was
impressed by the new Galehead, the space
and lighting. Her party hiked in at dusk
without headlamps to celebrate a friend’s
fiftieth birthday.
CAL CONNIFF has gone a long way from
being the second cook at Pinkham in ’47’48. A self-described “survivor of Tex
Benton”, he lives in Longmeadow, MA and
won a national ski award in November. At a
presentation at the Chart House in Boston,
he was given the BEWI Award recognizing a
ski industry leader who has made valuable
contributions to the betterment of skiing in
America. Cal is a Springfield, VT native who
started skiing in the late 1930’s on Gilbert’s
Hill in Woodstock, site of the first ski lift in
America. Too young to join the 10th
Mountain Division, he spent the war years
volunteering his services to run the rope
tow so that war plant factory workers could
ski during their off hours. In high school, he
was a ski champion, then continued at
American International College where he
won the Ski Meister title at the New
England Intercollegiate Ski Conference. He
was also the president of the ski club. In the
Army, he was stationed at Garmisch
Partenkirchen where he won the four-way
combined ski championships of the Armed
Forces of Europe. After his service, he
promoted skiing on the fledging Springfield
TV station Channel 22 and became the
developer of the ski are on Mt. Tom which
had the largest snowmaking system in the
world. He promoted skiing as physical
education at the area schools and is
responsible for teaching thousands of young
people to ski at Mt. Tom. In 1970, he
became president of the National Ski Areas
Association and was responsible for
reorganizing it, moving headquarters to
Springfield and making it a financially viable
organization. In 1990, he was inducted into
the U.S. Hall of Fame. He is past president
of the New England Ski Museum in
Franconia, NH where he started and chaired
the museum’s most important fundraising
event, the annual Hannes Schneider Meister
Cup race held in March at Cranmore.
STEVE BRIDGEWATER was away skiing
in British Columbia last year staying at one
of MARK KINGSBURY’s hostils and heard
stories from his Austrian guide about
BROOKS DODGE’s skiing exploits which
we’d love to hear. Steve sent along an
article about his irrigation business based at
Pretty Penny Farm in Warner, NH. From
there, he and his four employees travel
from Boston to Nova Scotia installing
irrigation systems in everything from roof
top gardens to potato fields. And the name
of the company? Greenleaf Irrigation, of
course! Thanks for the Something Extra in
the dues envelope, Steve.
BOB CARY has a legitimate excuse to be
out of the country missing the winter
reunion. He and his wife traveled to
Antarctica.
POLLY SMITH LIT is proud to have her
grandaughter SIERRA CURTIS-MCLANE
on last summer’s Galehead crew where she
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was the naturalist. Her son, ANDY
MCLANE sits on the AMC Board of
Directors and has made leadership gifts to
Galehead’s Rebuild Campaign and the justannounced AMC 125th Anniversary
Campaign kicked off at the AMC’s 125th
annual meeting February 10th. Polly hopes
that her great grand daughter, Chase
McLane, might work in the huts someday.
TIM SAUNDERS added his extra to the
“OH Kitty”and thanked the Steering
Committee for putting the programs
together for the association.
HENRY ROGERSON spent December in
Massachusetts supervising the arrival of a
second grandchild and enjoying a white
Christmas. He’s retired and living in Virginia
Beach, VA.
AL STARKEY from his outpost in
Wayzata, MN would like to visit the new
Galehead and see the OH Cabin renovations.
JAMES MARSTON actually complains about
the cold-in Satsuma, FL, please! He would like
to get to visit Alaska and stop by in NH.
MARK FURLONG states, “Far be it from
me to be a ‘dead head’, ‘dead beat” maybe,
but not, ‘dead head’!”
JEAN HUEMMLER LEE from Salt Lake
was a ski patroller at the Wasatch, spent
two years teaching in Honduras, returned for
a Masters Degree, taught high school for
another two years and is now is a full-time
mom with a 14-month boy Chase and a
great husband named Scott. Come visit.
jhuemmler@hotmail.com.
A very interesting contribution from
HARRY ADAMS from Wichata, KS. Nice
three figures with ninety-eight cents of
change and a note “...overage is for road
fund. Total is just exactly so you can put in
your two cents worth!”
Remember the Resuscitator a whole bunch
of years ago that chronicled the bearding
caper of the Old Man of the Mountains?
DOBIE JENKINS was part of that bearding
crew, a self-described “bootleg” member of
the OHA. He was a member of the trail crew
in the halcyon days at Hutton Lodge in
Whitefield 1952-55 and then in 1960. He
keeps in touch with fellow trail crew Doug
Rankin, Bob Scott, DAVE HAYES, Bob
Watts and Charlie Beauchamp. He would
like to provide us an account someday how
the Alabama “Mafia” with thick southern
accents happened to get hired by the AMC’s
rock-ribbed councilors. The late HOWIE
GOFF was responsible for getting eight to
ten Alabamians to serve on the 1950s trail
crew. Now, scattered all about the country,
they all treasure the summers spent in the
mountains and the friendships with Damn
Yankees. The crowning act was joining with
hutmen from Greenleaf and Lonesome to
hang the tree on the Old Man in 1955.
JEFFE ABBE is in Durango, CO as Public
Works Inspector.
ROBERT and ELIZABETH ELSNER are
having a fine winter in Alaska cross country
skiing and snow shoeing right out their front
door. They stopped at Pinkham in October
for a climb in Evans Notch and a look at
the Obs Weather Discovery Center which
they recommend to everyone.
BILL MEDUSKI worked at Pinkham in
the winter of ’82 which was a great snow
year. He skied at wildcat and learned to
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telemark in the trees in the great back
country behind Pinkham. There he was
hooked and has spent time in British
Coulmbia back country skiing in 10 foot
snowpack in the Purcell Mountains.”Nothing
like skiing Tucks and the Sherburne to get
you ready to ski the world”. Bill also worked
three summers on the trail crew and a spring
in the huts.
BRIAN COPP lives in River Falls, WI and
is chair of the Sociology Departmrnt at
University of Wisconsin-River Falls.
PAGE DINSMORE sends her hi to ROBIN
SNYDER and remembers the nights on the
roof with Jay et al (hmmmm). She reports
all is well with husband Adele, the kids are in
school and that they like Colorado.

circumstances that earned Greenleaf crew
special recognition.
Meanwhile, the Latchstring Award
committee will huddle again this summer to
recognize the hut croo who receives the best
comments from guests, management and
OH visits. The committee will try to take
all aspects of a well-run hut into consideration and hopes that a catastrophe doesn’t
give one hut an unfair advantage over
another hut which has had a less eventful
summer.
Doug Hotchkiss and Ned Baldwin co-chair
this committee. The award will be given out
at the two Guinea Nights at the Cabin
August 23 and 24.

Croo Picture Framing Project

A
fter the completion of Galehead’s rebuild,
an area was set aside in the new bunkroom

EMILY THAYER BENSON and husband
PETE live in Jackson, NH, fifteen years
after the tragedy on Mt. Madison. She not
only instills a love of the mountains in her
children, Hannah and PJ above, but also a
tremendous respect. She always checks the
weather and sets a turn around time to make
sure that all will get back safely. The
mountains will always be there to tackle
another day. She credits her hut experience as
the best preparation she could get for
whatever life could throw at her.

Latchstring Award for 2001

T
wo years ago, an individual croo member
Kristin Robson, received the first annual
Latchstring Award. The 2000 award went to
an entire hut croo at Greenleaf. Hutmaster
Amanda Riley reminded us we left off a croo
member Missy Fiebelkorn in our winter
Resuscitator report. Missy was, according
to Amanda, the best naturalist she’s ever
met.
Amanda regretted our invitation to the
winter reunion because she was spending
time snowboarding in Jackson Hole, WY,
but wanted to express her feelings that there
were more distinguishing reasons for her
croo to be recognized than the tragedy that
the croo had to deal with last summer. In
Amanda’s words, she was most impressed by
her croo’s “overall commitment to high
quality guest service, environmental
protection, and, as always, a wildly fun croo
dynamic.” Sorry that the brief Resuscitator
report neglected to highlight the less grisly

hallway for croo pictures. Ned and Sally
Baldwin scanned the old pictures and
replaced them with prints that can be left
year round in the hut. It’s a nice display and
the original photos are now safely stored at
the Baldwin’s shop, Gold Leaf Frame &
Gallery in North Conway.
Now it’s on to Greenleaf and Zealand to
replace the old pictures in the same manner.
Thanks to Dave Porter and his work
collecting and scanning pictures at
Greenleaf’s Fiftieth Anniversary in 1980,
much of Greenleaf’s pictures are now in at
the Baldwin’s shop. There are still some
Greenleaf croo pictures missing from the
years: 1931, 1934, 1936-1945, 1947, 1948,
1956, 1958, 1959, 1963, 1964, 1970,
1975, 1980, 1981, 1984, 1987, 1988,
1993, 1995, 1996, 1998-2000.
The Zealand collection is still in boxes at
Pinkham and awaits a review to determine
missing croos.
The Baldwins are contributing their
expertise and much donated labor, but can’t
do these projects for freebies. Thanks to a
generous offer from Jack Tracy, Greenleaf’s
project will receive very substantial funding
from him. Chris Thayer can have the AMC
contribute $250 per hut, but the rest is up to
us. Rough budget estimates will run around
$1500-$1750 per hut.
Here’s how you can help the Baldwins.
If you worked on any of the missing
Greenleaf croos or know anyone who did,
dig through your old photos or slides to see
if you have any images that show any of
those missing folks during those years. Call
Ned or Sally at work 603 356 3979 or home
603 939 2939. Their email is
goldleaf@ncia.net.
Here’s how you can help fund both the
Greenleaf and Zealand projects. Greenleaf
could use $800-$900 and Zealand needs
$1200-$1300. Your contribution can really
help make sure that a visible token of our
special tradition of camaraderie and esprit
de corps extending back for generations of
OH is preserved for the hiking public and
future hut croos to understand and appreciate. Just make your check out to the OHA
and send to OHA 80 Rowley Bridge Road
Topsfield, MA 01983. Please write on your
check, Zealand or Greenleaf framing project
so John Meserve can keep his accounts
straight.

Spring Order Form
Cut out, enclose check, news and mail to:
O H Association 80 Rowley Bridge Road, Topsfield, MA 01983

I’m prepaying the full menu for Spring Brawl at $20 or at $14 for
kids and present croo. Lobsters and clams will be bought only on a
prepaid basis. Sandwiches and beer available for dropins at $10.
Oops! Here's my dues for 2001--$15 and here’s something extra to
sweeten the pot for the Cabin renovations and repairs.
So here’s my total $..........for limited edition O H cap with embroidered Solvitur Crumpus logo at $17 each.
Spring Brawl
Saturday, May 19
$20 for prepaid full menu,
Sandwiches, Salad, Little Necks,
Beer, Lobster, Ice Cream, Pie
($14 for present croo & kids under 14)

Want to come for just a
sandwich and a beer?
Then it's just $10

So here’s my total $..........for limited edition O H T-shirt, also
embroidered with logo at $22 each, size L.....XL..... THESE ARE
GREAT BEEFY T SHIRTS AND THEY LAST FOR MANY
YEARS. THE FIRST EDITION OFFERED IN THE PAST CENTURY ARE STILL GOING STRONG.
I’m checking with the Baldwins to help with the framing project.
Their number is (W) 603 356 3979 and (H) 603 939 2939.

Full menu must be prepaid.

1:00 p.m. Brawl Game

Here’s my contribution for the Greenleaf or Zealand framing project.

a
Guinea Nites
Thursday, August 23
Friday, August 24
At OH Cabin

a
Oktoberfest
Saturday, October 20
Sunday, October 21
Check website
for details

a
Winter Reunion
Annual Meeting
Saturday, January 26, 2002
Details to be announced
in Winter Resuscitator

a
Steering Committee Meetings
September 23 and November 13
check www.ohcroo.com
for date and place or call Malin at
781 316 1756

Here’s my total for all the above $.............................................
You've challenged me to write for the Resuscitator and I'll send
you the following........................................................................
..................................................................................................
Here’s the name and address and email of a missing OH...........
..................................................................................................
Here's my news and email address............................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
...................................................................................................
Hey, what am I writing this here for? I’ll just email Jim Hamilton at
jwhamilton@mediaone.net

Spring Resuscitator 2001 19

Presorted Standard
U. S. Postage
PAID
Brockton MA
Permit #690

In This Issue
Page 1

MacDonald Barr
by Nicholas Howe
Page 14 Mud Bowl
by Strokington
Page 15 Gormings
Page 18 Latch String Award
Page 18 Framing Project
Page 19 Calendar &Spring Order Form
Page 20 2001 Summer Croos

Hut System
2001 Summer Season Staff List
Carter
Brian Houser CT
Susan Thompson CT
Madison
Kathleen Jones HM
Annick Champoux AHM
Jill Rusignuolo
Tim Kuhner
TBA
Kimberly Wik Naturalist
Lakes
Mike Jones HM
Alexa Engelman AHM
Annie Bellerose
Ian McEleney
Anne Crawford
Jess Milne
Brendan Kemeza
TBA
TBA Naturalist
Mizpah
Hilary Knipe HM
Lib Eden AHM
Noah Kuhn
Emmanuelle Humblet
Stu Woodham
Lori Goebel Naturalist
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Zealand
Amy Wagensellar HM
Robin Sherman AHM
Beth Eisenhower
Elizabeth Turnbull
Kate Sharaf Naturalist
Galehead
Caitlin Gray HM
Kristie Robson AHM
Jason Lalancette
Reuben Levy
Meg Meixner Naturalist
Greenleaf
Alex Bisset HM
Liz Mygatt AHM
Naomi George
Emmy McQuaid
Zack Ambrose
TBA Naturalist
Lonesome
Peter von Burchard HM
Priscilla Potter AHM
LeeAnn Richter
Bridget Love
Beth Wieland
Nina Ferrante Naturalist

Crawford
Chuck Dolbear AM
Kevin Gray
Julia Larouche
Rebecca Fulterton
Backcountry Education Assistant
Dave Mallard
Tucks Caretaker
TBA
Tuck’s Assistant
TBA
Crawford Manager
Florence Keir-Pitkin
Huts Field Assistant:
Dave Herring
Huts Manager
Chris Thayer

Remember to visit

www.ohcroo.com
for current Cabin updates
and all other news

Spring Resuscitator 2001 21

22 Spring Resuscitator 2001

Spring Resuscitator 2001 23

