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$ 1HZ <HDU KDV DUULYHG FRPSOHWH ZLWK �� ZHHNHQGV�

DQG LI \RX
UH OXFN\ ZHHNV� WR H[SORUH WKH RXWGRRUV RI

1HZ (QJODQG� , KDYH HYHQ QRWHG VRPH ZKLWH VWXII IL�

QDOO\ IDOOLQJ RXW RI WKH VNLHV DIWHU VXFK D PLOG IDOO�

3HUKDSV LW LV WLPH WR ILQDOO\ GXVW RII WKH VQRZVKRHV�

-RLQ XV RQ DQ RXWLQJ�

&RPPXQLFDWLRQ ZLWK WKH PHPEHUVKLS KDV EHFRPH DQ

LVVXH DV� ZLWK WKLV LVVXH RI WKH 7UDLO 7DON� ZH VWDUW D

TXDUWHUO\ LQVWHDG RI ELPRQWKO\ SXEOLVKLQJ VFKHGXOH� ,W

LV WLPH WR EULQJ RXU FOXE FRPPXQLFDWLRQ PRUH LQWR WKH

HOHFWURQLF DJH� 3OHDVH QRWH RXU QHZ ZHE DGGUHVV LV

KWWS���KRPH�DWWEL�FRP�aJPFFWVHFWLRQ��

)RU VHYHUDO \HDUV� WKDQNV WR WKH HIIRUWV RI $OOHQ

)UHHPDQ� ZH KDYH KDG DQ ,QWHUQHW VLWH� 0DQ\ RI XV�

P\VHOI LQFOXGHG� ILUVW EHFDPH DZDUH DQG MRLQHG WKH

&7 6HFWLRQ EHFDXVH RI RXU ZHE SDJH� 1RZ� LQ DGGLWLRQ

WR WKH ZHE SDJH� 'LFN .URPSHJDO KDV VWDUWHG D &7

6HFWLRQ *URXS 0HVVDJH %RDUG�

7KH JURXS PHVVDJH ERDUG KDV VHYHUDO DGYDQWDJHV�

,W
V D QHDU �LPPHGLDWH� IRUP RI FRPPXQLFDWLRQ�

HIIHFWLYH LQ JHWWLQJ WKH ZRUG RXW� DQG EHVW RI DOO LW
V

IUHH� ,W FDQ EH SHUVRQDOL]HG VR \RX FDQ FKRRVH WR JHW

HYHU\ SRVWLQJ WR WKH ERDUG DV LW LV VHQW RU FDQ KDYH LW

LQ D GDLO\ RU ZHHNO\ GLJHVW IRUP� 2QH H[DPSOH RI KRZ

WKH PHVVDJH ERDUG ZRUNV LV WKLV� ,W
V 7KXUVGD\ QLJKW

DQG WKH IRUHFDVW IRU 6DWXUGD\ LV VXQQ\ ZLWK KLJKV LQ

WKH ��
V� 3HUIHFW KLNLQJ ZHDWKHU EXW FKHFNLQJ WKH

*0& VFKHGXOH WKH ZHHNHQG
V HYHQW LV 6XQGD\� <RX

ZDQW WR KLNH 6DWXUGD\ DQG ZRXOG OLNH VRPH FRPSDQ\�

$ TXLFN SRVW WR WKH PHVVDJH ERDUG ZRXOG LQIRUP DOO

PHPEHUV DQG SHUKDSV ILQG \RX VRPHRQH ZLWK VLPLODU

WKRXJKWV IRU WKH ZHHNHQG� ,W FDQ EH XVHG WR SRVW

TXHVWLRQV DQG DQVZHUV DQG DOVR KDV DQ DUHD WR SXW

SLFWXUHV IURP RXU HYHQWV�

7KH JURXS KDV EHHQ VHW XS LQ VXFK D ZD\ WKDW \RX

PXVW EH �LQYLWHG� WR MRLQ� 7KLV HQVXUHV WKDW RXU

HPDLO DGGUHVVHV VWD\ ZLWKLQ WKH FOXE DQG� KRSHIXOO\�

HOLPLQDWHV WKH PHVVDJH ERDUG DV D VRXUFH RI �MXQN

PDLO� WKDW FOXWWHUV PRVW RI RXU LQER[HV� +RZ WR

MRLQ" 6HQG 'LFN .URPSHJDO �5NURPS\#DRO�FRP�

\RXU HPDLO DGGUHVV DQG VKRUWO\ \RX ZLOO UHFHLYH WKH

PHVVDJH ERDUG DGGUHVV DQG VLPSOH LQVWUXFWLRQV RQ

KRZ WR MRLQ� ,I \RX GHFLGH WKDW \RX GR QRW ZDQW WR

MRLQ WKH JURXS VWLOO VHQG XV \RXU HPDLO DGGUHVV�:H

KDYH PRVW PHPEHUV
 HPDLO DGGUHVVHV DOWKRXJK , DP

FHUWDLQ WKDW PDQ\ DUH RXW RI GDWH�

7KH &7 6HFWLRQ DQQXDO PHHWLQJ DQG GLQQHU LV VFKHG�

XOHG DQG , KRSH WKDW HYHU\RQH ZLOO MRLQ XV� 7KH

6HFWLRQ RIILFHUV DUH� 3UHVLGHQW� .HQ :LOOLDPVRQ�

�VW 9LFH 3UHVLGHQW 7UDLOV DQG 6KHOWHUV� 'LFN

.URPSHJDO� �QG 9LFH 3UHVLGHQW $FWLYLWLHV� 6DUDK

2
+DUH� 7UHDVXUHU� -DFN 6DQJD� 6HFUHWDU\� 6WHYH

.HUL� <RXU VXSSRUW RI WKLV HYHQW LV QHHGHG� 0RUH

LQIRUPDWLRQ RQ WKLV HYHQW LV LQFOXGHG LQ WKLV LVVXH

RI WKH 7UDLO 7DON�

0RVW PHPEHUV VKRXOG KDYH QRZ UHFHLYHG WKHLU

PHPEHUVKLS UHQHZDO IRUPV� $OWKRXJK WKH FOXE KDV

JRQH WR D UROOLQJ PHPEHUVKLS� PRVW RI RXU PHPEHUV

KDYH D -DQXDU\ UHQHZDO GDWH� ,I \RX MRLQHG WKH FOXE

VLQFH -XQH DQG UHFHLYHG D PHPEHUVKLS UHQHZDO

IRUP� WKLV LV SUREDEO\ LQ HUURU� 3OHDVH FRQWDFW PH

DQG ZH ZLOO JHW LW VWUDLJKWHQHG RXW�

.HQ :LOOLDPVRQ
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Backpack on AT in New York
November 10, 11

After a slight delay in shuttling cars,
we had managed to get going on our 20

plus mile hike over a two-day period. The
five of us, Mandy, Kati, Jeremy, Mojo
(the black lab) and myself headed out of
Elkspen trailhead lot in Arden, NY going
south on the AT, with a funny feeling
that we probably would be rolling into
Wild Cat Shelter near sundown.
  The first day contained a number of ups
and downs with mostly rocky terrain and

slippery dead leaves as we
all got a major cardiovascu-
lar workout and a surpris-
ingly assortment of views to
our  east, south, north and
occasionally west. Even
though most of the leaves had
turned completely dead, there

was still speckles of yellows, lime
greens, reds and patches of burnt oranges
scattered throughout the mountainsides
that glistened in the warm sun as we
spent a fair amount of time absorbing the
surrounding landscape and listening to
the sound of the wind
rustling through the tree tops. This
first day did contain a few challenges
that we stepped up to tackle success-
fully. It was good that we all had some
form of backwoods skills and much common
sense to communicate and help out.
  Heading towards our destination, we
passed at least 15 other hikers. We got
into the shelter site just around sun-
down, and using the remaining daylight,
set out to find a water source, since the
brook was dried up and the water pump
that the description in the book said was
located there, had been removed last year
according to the deer hunter we ran into,
or should I say scared the ba-jee-bees
out of us.
  Luckily, after following the dry brook
for a while, we located a puddle that we
filtered from. One of us was able to get
a tent up before complete darkness set-
tled in, and the rest of us set up our
sleeping gear inside the shelter which
was nicely equipped with special necessi-
ties such as candles, log books(which
stated water shortage problems in the
area), foodbag pegs, stairs, plenty of
space and a roof and sides in great con-
dition. We basically ate supper, chatted
and then crashed out about 7pm, exhausted
from a hard day.
  I woke the following morning before

sunrise in hopes of spotting black bear
which are abundant in the area, but
didn't see any. So I made some coffee,
climbed a hill and watched the sun
break over the burnt orange mountain-
side as the landscape sparkled to life.
What calmness came over me. Around 7am
we had breakfast, packed up our gear
and headed south on the AT over the
Catrocks and Pinnacles towards Mt. Pe-
ter. Our second day of hiking entailed
a fairly easy and quick pace with the
miles just going by as we skirted
across the near flat ridge containing
Mt. Peter, Bellvale Mt., Furnace Brook
Ravine and Mt. Prospect at @1500' with
numerous 360 degree views including
Greenwood Lake, Warwick Mt. and Taylor
Mt. to the west, with the winds almost
blowing us over.
  As we came to the NY/NJ stateline on
the AT, we followed the stateline trail
east down to our carspot in the lot be-
low the ridge, drove back to Arden,
thanked the troops for a good job and
making it to the frontline without any
casualties, and said our good-byes. Un-
til next time, Happy Trails!!

Hikers: Mandy, Kati, Jeremy, Mojo
Leader: Steve Keri

Sessions Woods
November 17

Eight GMCers plus two people from the
joint AYH hike enjoyed a fine 5 miles

circular hike through Sessions Woods
and the Tunxis Trail. Ses-
sions Woods maintains var-
ious demonstrations to il-
lustrate wildlife manage-
ment practices for large
tracts of land such as
parks, state forests and
private properties. In ad-

dition there are outstanding vista such
as the summer house and the firetower.
At the Beaver Pond at the top of the
hill were some ducks and geese but no
beaver. Later, we stopped for lunch in
a sunny spot on the blue trail and en-
joyed Jack's delicious brownies.

Hikers: Richard and Leslie Chandler,
Dick Krompegal, guest Laura Miller who
found us on the Internet, Sarah O'Hare,
Jack Sanga, Bob Schoff, Ken Williamson

Leader: Marge Hackbarth
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Meadow Woods
November 25

Meadow Woods is a Nature Conservancy
Preserve whose trails link up with

trails through Canfield Woods. We be-
gan our hike following faded and
poorly blazed markings through Meadow
Woods. The blazes were few and far be-
tween, which made for some confusion
and resulted in frequent backtracking.
Once we entered the Canfield Woods
area the trail markings improved
greatly. However, these blazes were
painted metal strips nailed to the
trees. Each and every one showed evi-
dence of gnawing. We speculated on
which animal did this, unanimously
deciding on the porcupine.

  The 323-acre natural area was par-
ticularly pretty with the woods laced
with stone walls. The hike was planned
for a 3-4 mile walk but we ended up
hiking about five miles.

Hikers:  Marge Hackbarth, Bob Schoff,
Ken Williamson, Lora Miller, Rosemary
Miller, Sarah O'Hare

River Highlands Park
December 16

An afternoon hike brought together
seven members to explore newly con-

structed trails in Cromwell. Following
the white blazed main trail we walked
along a 100' high bluff with spectacu-
lar Connecticut River views. This sec-
tion of trail ended at the edge of the
River Highlands Country Club, where we
stopped for snacks. Retracing our

steps along the bluff, we
then followed the yellow
blazes, taking us steeply
down to a winding brook
which emptied into the
river. This streamside
trail brought us to the ca-
noe camping area which was
strewn with trash and flot-

sam. We explored the river's edge,
with Jimmy finding a few treasures
worthy of a young boy's interest.

  On our return to the cars we fol-
lowed the streamside trial, which took
us into an area that had become a
biker's playground. Homemade bridges

and ladders had been constructed for the
riders' challenge. The enticement was too
much for many of us who just had to climb
on them. Jimmy had discovered that even
grown men (and women) enjoyed being a
child again!

  Our three mile hike finished, we went to
Sarah's house to feast on holiday hors
d'oeuvres, libations and dessert. Jimmy
was quite content to roast a hotdog in the
fireplace and had his fill of cookies.
Quite a change from the usual post-hike
pizza!

Hikers:  Dick Krompegal, Jim Robertson,
son Jimmy, Ken Williamson, Regina and
Dave Chatel, Sarah O'Hare

New Year's Hike
December 31, 2001 - January 1, 2002

Last time I talked to Ken (the usual
leader for this annual event) there

were supposed to be 5 people on this glo-
rious overnight expedition. For those of
you who have never attended one of these
marvelous winter campouts here is how it
is supposed to work. We hike up on Dec
31st, in the afternoon. We arrive at
Bond(or now Brassy Brook) shelter, make
camp, have supper and generally while the
night away. Around 10:30 pm, our fearless
leader usually shames us out of nice warm
sleeping bags and into ice cold boots
(brrr) and we make the 1.5 mile trek up to
the top of the mountain. We arrive, cele-
brate New Years, by shivering, and then
saunter (or race) back down to our now
cold sleeping bags. Some years we have
seen fireworks lit by other towns. From
the highest peak in CT we can see both
Mass. and NY.

  Once back at camp, someone without
frozen fingers usually gets a stove going,
we have something hot, like coffee, tea,
chocolate, rum toddies, whatever is handy.
Get back to our sleeping bags, and hiber-
nate until about 6:30 am. We pack up, and
head for McDonalds and have a hot break-
fast. The choice of restaurants is
severely restricted on New Years day at
8:00 am in the morning.

  This year our normally intrepid leader
called at the last minute and dumped ev-
erything into my lap. No problemo. At this
point it looked like just Steve Keri and
Olivia Sanga and me (Jack Sanga) were go-
ing. Steve was going to take the AT in
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over Lions Head. He wanted to do some
miles. Olivia (my 8 year old daughter)
and I decided to take the Undermountain
trail. Mostly I decided that, since dear
old dad was lugging two sleeping bags, a
tent big enough for 3 people, a space
heater (christmas present ), all the food
and necessities.

  We arrived about 1:30 in the afternoon,
and Steve arrived about 1:35. Olivia and
I set up our tent. Steve elected for the
shelter. About 2:00 we had lunch and then
Olivia and I retreated to our tent. It
was nice and warm as the sun was shining.
The tent had the oven effect going. We
played word games, "Guess Who" which is
like 20 questions and finally the "States
Games".  I was busy regaling Olivia about
how tough it would be to get up at 10:30
and hike to the top of the mountain. We
had a 5 cent bet as to whether she would
do it or not.

  Anyway around 5:00 pm, we're bored.
Olivia suggested we go to the top of the
mountain and celebrate New Years Italian
style. Since Italy is exactly 6:00 hours
ahead. We would get the top around 6:00
pm. and celebrate as though we were in
Italy. Steve and I thought this was a
marvelous idea. We hike to the top. Get
there around 5:57 and celebrate. The tem-
perature was probably about 20 degrees at
this point, and there was probably a 10
mph wind at the top. We had a light stick
which Olivia activated (in lieu of fire-
works). While we were at the top we
watched the moon rise. It wasn't quite
full, but it was very bright. Have I men-
tioned there was about 2 inches on snow
on Bear Mountain.

  Headed back to the shelter and we had
supper. Olivia dropped off about 8:00 and
I soon followed. I woke up around 5:30 am
and learned some new words from Steve who
was (calmly?!!) remarking on the tempera-
ture. It was a balmy 8 degrees and all
his water had frozen solid. Next time any
of you see Steve, be sure to comment on
how well his new winter stove worked.

  Both Olivia and Steve mentioned hearing
gunshots at night. I being the vastly
more experienced winter camper informed
them that these probably weren't gun-
shots, but were trees exploding from the
severe cold. This didn't cheer them up as
much as I had thought it would.

  On the hike down the mountain we all
commented on why these highly informa-

tive, extremely entertaining social
events aren't better attended every
year. This question stumped us for
quite a while. In fact we still haven't
quite figured it out. However, we do
have some suggestions for future years.

1) Hold it at Springer Mtn in Georgia
(or somewhere further south)
2) Hold it in July
3) Perhaps stay at a Bed and Breakfast
and have a night hike to the top and
back to a warm bed

  If anyone else has positive or con-
structive comments please see Ken I-
stayed-home-and-drank-warm-mulled-wine
Williamson.

Intrepid adventurers were Olivia Sanga,
Steve Keri and Jack Sanga.

Hiking in the mountains is a natural
high!
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Club Information:  Please direct all inquiries
regarding the Club to the President:

Ken Williamson
3 Mill Village Pentway
North Stonington, CT 06359
(860) 535-2622
Ksub@aol.com

Trail Talk:  Published four times a year  in
January, April, July and October.  Activity sched-
ules are included in each  issue.  Reports of ac-
tivities and articles must be sent to the editor no
later than the tenth day of the month of the publi-
cation.  Send articles to:

Grace King
653 Marrett Road
Lexington, MA 02421
Kangti@excite.com

Membership Dues:  Annual dues are as follows:

Individual Adult $ 27.00
Family $ 35.00
Junior (under 18) $  7.00
Organization  ` $ 35.00

Dues are payable by December 31 for the following
calendar year.  Send annual dues to:

The Green Mountain Club
4711 Waterbury-Stowe Road
Waterbury Center, VT  05677

Website:  http://home.attbi.com/~gmcctsection/


