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Note from the Editor:

First of all thanks to everyone who has submitted articles for this Cairn. This has
been a very active semester for ROC and this Cairn captures a lot of what has gone
on.
I brought up in emails and at the last meeting the idea of adding a forum section to
the Cairn. This section could be used to submit any ideas, complaints, or praise you
have for the club. I didn’t get any submissions which is why that section is absent.
For the next Cairn I may try adding a specific topic which people could discuss in the
forum to see if that would get more participation. Stay tuned for more info.
I hope you all had a great semester and that you enjoy your winter break.
Remember to get outside.
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Message from President:

Dear ROCers,
It is that time of the year again. It’s the end of the semester. It seemed to go by so fast.
For me, I am halfway done with my last year here. Please don’t cry, we still have plenty of time
to play, however awful the weather might be (see my other article).
I hope this semester was a good one for everyone, I know it was for me. If it was your
first, congratulations, you’ve made it 1/8th of the way. This semester saw some great events in
the club, such as the birth of the “Trip In.” I hope that you all will continue this tradition of
poor-weather festivities long after my passing. There are few movies more suited to the club
than the Eiger Sanction, but I’m sure you’ll be able to find appropriate entertainment.
I also would like to take this opportunity to apologize for my meeting attendance this
semester. I had a mandatory class with only one section, so I was really obligated to miss a few
meetings, but rest assured, next semester will certainly not be lacking in my presence!
Also, I hope that everyone had a chance to try out what they were interested in. As
always, I wish that more trips could have gone out, but there can really never be enough.
Besides, you’ve only seen half of what the club has to offer! Now is the time that winter
mountaineering really gets into high gear, not to mention ice climbing, cross country skiing,
more caving, sno-yaking, giant snowman making, and Mt. RPI expeditions.
In the last semester of my tenure here, there are a few things I’d like to see happen. First,
I’d like to see more people go for patch membership. If you’ve been on 3 different trips,
including one overnight, and done at least 3 hours of club service, why aren’t you a patch
member yet?! If you’re not eligible for patch membership, FIX IT! There are all sorts of things
to do, and if you’re not sure about it, just ask, everyone will tell you that getting patch
membership was at least the 7th best thing in their lives!
So everyone, good work this semester, glad we all made it. Hope everyone has a ballin’
winter break. Personally, I’m headed to Colorado for a week or so, actually, thinking about it, I
might want to retract my “better attendance next semester” statement, it’s a possibility that I
might just like it too much to come back. So be safe, have fun, celebrate, and maybe I’ll see you
on the other side.
Sincerely,
Adam “The Hibernator” Brown
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Editor:
I found this digging through some old cairns and figured it would be very fitting for this issue
given the discussion and pictures of Cairns. It gives some insight as to why the Cairn was
chosen to be the name of our newsletter. Originally posted in the May 1950 issue of the Cairn:
Origin of the Cairn
“When our savage ancestors first took possession of the soil then covered
with forests, where to-day our towns and cultures are laid out, it was their
custom, if they arrived on an eminence, to erect a heap of stones, a cairn,
as English Alpinists still call it, they having preserved this old Celtic
word. Thus do we always when we attain a virgin peak of our mountains, obey
rather a sort instinct than an immemorial tradition; and this cairn, for us
as for our ancestors, is not merely a monument of personal vanity; it means
before everything to say: Man has come here; henceforth this spot of the
globe belongs to him.”
by Emile Javelle in his
Alpine Memories, London, Unwin, 1899

Photo taken by Andrew Calcutt
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Algonquin & Wright: A Trip Report with Some Tangents
By Nate Gibson

On the morning of September 20, 2008, four members of the Outing Club met at the wondrous
hour of 7:30am at the Armory horseshoe. After a few minutes, the car drove away as I took the
wheel with a pop-tart in my hand. Two and a half hours later, in Keene Valley, NY, that very car
pulled into the Adirondack Loj parking area and was turned away due to lack of space.
Apparently on beautiful fall days, hiking is a popular prospect. A mile back up the road, the car
was parked and the day began.
The four – Mike Allard, Kallie Powers, Chris Suraci, and I – quickly headed down the road to the
trailhead and signed in at the registration book. Directly behind us was a familiar face – Keith
Anderson, the RPI counseling center psychologist. Although we didn’t say a word to him, we
read his entry in the registration book and discovered that his hike was his last on his journey to
become an ADK 46er. Congratulations to Dr. Anderson!
The hike was a pleasant one, starting off comfortably without ever being steep. The trail was
crowded, as could be expected on a day when the 200-car parking area is filled to capacity.
This wasn’t much of a problem, but it did detract from the common feeling of isolation that one
can sometimes find on the trail. Keeping up a good pace, the group continued on, enjoying the
beautiful day and the lovely wooded path.
The trail did in fact get steeper as the day progressed, as all guidebooks and guide persons said
beforehand. As for when exactly the steepness began was somewhat a matter of debate – it
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seemed that some used the lovely waterfall as the start of the climb whereas others considered
the junction of the Wright & Algonquin summit trails to be the origin of the rough terrain. My
personal take on the matter is this: the trail got steeper at the waterfall and even steeper at the
junction and even steeper after that. In any case, the trail was never unmanageable and was
actually a great undertaking – just enough of a challenge to be exciting without being
frustratingly difficult and dangerous. The path to Algonquin had one somewhat extended
section of bare rock face and a few scrambles.
Once above treeline, the trail was
heavenly. Such exposed sections in
great weather have always been my
favorite part of hiking. By the time
the summit of Algonquin was
reached, the scenic views extended
in all directions, with breathtaking
outlooks of nearby peaks, lakes, and
foliage. Mts. Marcy, Colden,
Gothics, Wright, and Iroquois were
only some of the peaks we were
able to identify, with many more
within our view. The summit,
reached at about 1:45pm, was a
perfect spot for a long lunch break.
Tangent: Trail Food
As I am sure you know, anything resembling food tastes absolutely delicious when eaten on the
trail or directly following a hike. I know I have eaten some very strange things while
backpacking – everything from Mac & Cheese with SPAM to Instant “Loaded Baked Potato”
Mashed Potatoes with Canned Salmon and Taco Sauce – and they’ve at least been edible. Why,
then, does everyone gravitate towards power bars, trail mix, and sandwiches on day hikes?
During my escapades in the woods, I have discovered the perfect “unusual” trail snack and the
perfect “unusual” trail lunch. Seriously,
why would you want to eat a power bar
when you can devour a sleeve of fig
newtons? They hold up well, they taste
great, and they get you both confused
and jealous looks. You don’t need to feel
bad about sharing them, seeing as they
come in rather large sleeves. They’re
perfect.
As for lunch, peanut butter and jelly is a
thing of the past. So long as you
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remember to bring a spoon (which I can’t say is always true of myself) and it’s above freezing,
I’d highly recommend trying Chef Boyardee Raviolis. Come on, admit that sounds amazing –
you can enjoy delectable Italian cuisine straight from a can. If you are more ambitious than me,
you could even heat it over a backpacking stove, making the most impressively awesome meal
ever. After posting a picture of myself enjoying such tastiness for lunch, I received this
comment, which I feel perfectly sums up the meal:
nate. i know that some people might think that your profile picture is crazy and doesn't make
any sense... but i can completely see the logic. i mean. i'd like to know who doesn't hike up to a
gorgeous view, pull out a can opener, and crack open a can of their favorite italian chef? makes
sense to me.

So next time you go hiking or are exploring the outdoors, I urge you to give Sir Isaac and the
chef a shot.
(End of Tangent)
After a long and relaxing lunch, plans were discussed and it was decided that Wright Peak was
too good an opportunity to pass up on this trip. We navigated the trail we had ascended in
reverse and realized that parts of it we thought were steep were jokes – and parts we thought
weren’t were actually very treacherous. All in all, though, the trail is very manageable and is far
worth it.
Eventually we reached the junction we were looking for – the summit trial to Wright Peak bent
off to the right. I wish I could somehow quote Robert Frost right now and talk about the path
less traveled, but that just wouldn’t be remotely accurate. All the trails in the area were a
highway that day. This one being no different, we turned our metaphorical car to the right and
moved on.
The path up to the summit was short and steep. My legs weren’t overly thrilled with what my
mind was telling them to do, but they cooperated well enough. Less than an hour passed
before we were standing atop Wright Peak, which had views paralleled only by those atop
Algonquin. The view back up at Algonquin was the best, as we could visualize what we had
done in just the past few hours.
Tangent: Cairns
As long as I’m writing an article for the Cairn, I may as well talk about
the cairns I saw along the way. There was one cairn on the way up
to Algonquin that I thought was the most impressive I’d ever seen
away from a summit. That thought ended on the way up to Wright,
with a rival cairn that arguably surpassed the first one.
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But what exactly makes a cairn awesome? Obviously, size is a
concern. Bigger is better for cairns, at least if you are trying to
impress the general public. The Wright cairn stood somewhere on
the order of 7 feet above the ground. The other thing I’d judge a
cairn on is most definitely its shape. The Wright cairn was well
shaped, being something in between a rectangular prism and a
cylinder. To continue being an RPI nerd, I was impressed with the
consistency of its cross sections parallel to the ground – very well
done. The Algonquin cairn, though, was even more impressive. It
was the most perfectly executed pyramidal/conical structure I’ve
ever seen in a pile of rocks. With a constant slope to the vertex,
not only the diameter but also the size of the component stones
decreased. Impressive, I must say.
(End of Tangent)
The ADK guide book mentions a 1950s-era plane crash that left remnants somewhere near the
summit. It also mentions a plaque on the north side of the summit face. We found neither.
We looked all over the place and expended quite a bit of effort, and yet we came up with
nothing. Just to note, when I say “we” looked hard, I really meant that I pleasantly sat on the
summit while my compatriots tramped all over the surrounding area – it’d be nice to claim that
had I helped success would have been achieved, but I’m not thinking that’s true. The plane is
not easy to find, and I have no idea whether that plaque even exists.
We were now done with the uphill portion
of the trip. By and large, the rest of the day
was retracing our steps and going downhill.
We had our fill of most of the sights on the
way up, and so moved fairly rapidly on the
way down. We did, however, pause to
enjoy the scenic waterfall. With the sun off
to a different side, the waterfall was much
more picturesque at this time of day and we
took full advantage of that with our
cameras.
A few hours later, we arrived back at the
parking lot. The trip was done, albeit a bit later than originally intended. The WIMP was called
on our way to procuring $5-footlongs at Subway, and around 9pm we were back in the
wonderful city of Troy, NY.
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Public Service announcement: Beware of Winter
Dear ROCers,
As you may have noticed, the temperatures are dropping, and every now and then the
water that blesses us with life, freezes to a deadly solid. This can mean only one thing: winter.
Along with winter, comes a disease more terrifying than any that your health class may have told
you about. This disease is called I.C.E.S., or Incredibly Cold Everything Syndrome.
The problem is that people begin to think that they actually enjoy winter, and start to go
outside. You may know people that suffer, skiers, snowboarders, mountaineers, ice climbers.
They unfortunately are unaware of the horrors that winter brings. They blindly subject
themselves to the murderous cold, endangering themselves and their loved ones with advancing
cases of I.C.E.S.
Many of you are in denial, “Winter is fun!” you say, or “I enjoy camping in the snow”
even. Take a moment to consider coldness, and ice. Dante Alighieri tells us that hell is
composed of circles, but the innermost circle is reserved for traitors. These traitors, including
Judas and Lucifer himself, are tortured not by fire, but instead encapsulated by ice. This is
obvious proof that ice and coldness are essentially the worst punishments possible, and only the
most wicked of all sinners are deserving of such conditions.
More obvious proof of the malicious intent of this god forsaken “Old man winter” is that
water, the essence of life, is a solid during winter. How can anything good be said about a
season where the source of all life on earth is reduced to a useless mass. Perhaps, even,
becoming a conduit for Satan himself to walk on earth with, possibly related to being locked in
an icy tomb. What proof of Satan’s collusion with winter is there you ask? Perhaps you’ve
heard of “frosty the snowman.” Frosty is a frightening childhood story, based on a true story,
which usually causes nightmares the youth of the world. In this story, a mound of snow becomes
possessed by a demon, and terrorizes a small town. He lays waste to the town for months, killing
all who cross his path. Luckily, the town is miraculously saved by the spring thaw.
Consider also, if you will, the case of the noble bear, which hibernates during the winter,
in order to save himself from the harsh coldness that comes with this most terrible season. It is
only the Polar Bear, known for its savagery and bloodlust, who chooses to live in the icy grasp of
the arctic.
So I beg you, everyone, stay in this winter, don’t be foolish. Build a fire, make some hot
chocolate, get a blanket, anything possible to stay warm. If you have a friend who claims to be
enjoying the winter, in any form, check them for symptoms of I.C.E.S. If they begin to act
strangely, be very wary, they may very well be in league with Satan. The only solution is to go
the way of the bear, and take refuge until the cold passes.
Good bye and good luck. Hope to see you in the Spring.
-Adam “The Hibernator” Brown
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The Kenda Bikefest
By Dan Skellie

The Kenda Bikefest (or “Pedro’s” for those of us in the know) was one of the best
weekends of my summer. It took place in late July in the nearby town of Hancock, MA. I was
told that it was the place to go for anyone interested in mountain biking, and it exceeded all of
my expectations.
I packed and headed out on Friday after work after rounding up some last minute
supplies, and got there just as it was getting dark. After signing in, and getting my goodie bag, I
was directed to the “partiers’” camping area which was well away from the “family” camping
area. Counting on my sixth sense for these things I drove through row after row of tents in the
dark until I ran across Matt Oakley, Tim Jansen, and the ΧΦ crew. The partying began almost
immediately, followed by pitching tents, preparing food, and discussing the events of the day to
come.
The big draw of the evening was the Disco Tent. Four or Five forty-something dudes had
this trailer with a pop-out lean-to totally decked out in multicolored flashing lights, a full-size
disco ball and loud music. Glo-sticks were handed out to everyone in sight. These guys knew
how to party. Although they were camped amongst us, and acted like they knew me and
everyone else, no one I talked to actually seemed to know who they were. But they partied like
they were twenty years younger, and shared full course meals with us (including several pounds
of bacon), so they were part of the gang. As the night carried on, some of us observed that we
were clearly at the epicenter of the campground; and elsewhere, even though there were several
hundred tents in this “party” area, things were pretty tame. There were about twenty of us,
maybe thirty by the time a few curious outsiders were drawn in by the music and radiance of the
Disco Tent, and we were having a good time. Unfortunately, just as things were reaching a
crescendo, the campground authorities showed up, made us shut down the Disco Tent, and told
us to be quiet. We resisted heartily, but it proved futile. We were really here for the bikes
anyway, we reminded ourselves, and went to bed at a decent hour.
The next day broke with a comfortable low fog, which quickly turned to steam as the sun
blazed up over Jiminy Peak. I stood looking with awe at the magnificent 1.5 Megawatt wind
turbine which towers over the trees on the side of the mountain. It’s 253ft. tall with 123ft. long
blades, and provides one third of the power required to run the mountain. This thing is truly a
marvel of engineering. Like a good centerpiece it provided fodder for several conversations over
the course of the weekend.
Then Bikefest began. I was a little nervous at first, being one of the least experienced
mountain bikers of my crew. I found it hard to believe that bike companies were here for the sole
purpose of letting fools like me take their high-end bikes out in the woods and thrash them for as
long as I wanted. I repeatedly asked Matt and the other guys what I had to do to prove to the reps
that I was capable of handing these velocipedes with the finesse they deserved. I even expressed
concern that I wasn’t capable of doing so, but they reassured me that I didn’t have to prove
anything and there was a no questions asked attitude.
So, doing my best to look like a real mountain biker, dressed in short shorts and donning
my camelback I talked myself onto a full suspension Titus Moto-Lite, recommended by Matt as
a solid all-mountain bike. It really was no-questions asked, just “Yeah man, here ya go!” I didn’t
dare look back after my first disc-brake experience almost put me on my face before I got twenty
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feet from the Titus tent. I tooled around at dangerous speeds in crowded areas for a little while
before meeting up with my intermediate guided ride.
I should have known from the fact that the ride “leaders” didn’t give any kind of
introduction that this would mostly be a self-guided tour, but like the other forty riders who
showed up, I had faith in the people in charge. I really wasn’t sure if I was an “intermediate”
rider either, but I sure as hell wasn’t gonna label myself a beginner. As we waited for someone to
show some authority, my new friend Charles and I sized up our fellow riders and determined that
we were at least as fit as most of them, and assured ourselves that that should make up for our
lack of ability. Finally some old, bearded guy spoke up and told us that we’d be following him
and three other guides, and “Here we go.” No word about how far we were going, when we’d be
back, or the fact that we were about to climb the steepest, most sustained hill any of us had ever
tried to pedal our sorry asses up. I felt pretty good about the fact that I didn’t have to walk until
about twenty-five minutes later, 75% of the way up the ascent. Unfortunately, I’d killed myself
pedaling so hard that when I did stop, I was unable to even push my bike any further, and had to
wait for my quads to stop throbbing before I could move another step. Eventually I made it to the
top, near the front of the pack I might add, and was granted a nice long rest while we waited for
the rest of the group, which turned out to be considerably smaller, and minus one guide?
Once we were all regrouped we took a few wrong turns and went up and down the
steepest parts of the hill some more until the “leader” thought he found the trail he was looking
for. By this time our group was half the size of when we started because a large number were so
frustrated that they ditched us and took the dangerous trail down. Having confidence in our
elders, Charles and I waited for twenty minutes or so while our guide pedaled back up the hill
again in search of the trail. Eventually one of us found it, informed the guide, and we were off.
“This is the fun part,” he said. “The downhill really makes that climb worth it. This is some of
the best downhill in the Northeast,” he said. And he seemed to be right for once but, about fifty
yards in, my bike started acting weird, and I looked down to see that I had hit a rock and snapped
the rear derailleur clean off the bike. At this point our guide proved his competence and removed
the chain from my bike while only losing one part. I introduced myself, got his name, and
coasted all the way back to the Titus tent, a remarkable feat in itself. I felt very ashamed as I
returned my mangled ride, but the Titus rep was really cool and said it was no problem, in fact
now he had something to do. Still, I felt rather guilty every time I passed that tent for the rest of
the weekend.
So after a tumultuous first ride I walked back to our camp area to see what people were
doing, and tell the story of my mini-epic.
Later that day I test rode a couple more bikes. I gave up on the group rides and stuck to
the singletrack for the rest of my test rides. The cool part about the single track was that you had
to cross a couple streams to get to it. This set you up for a test of confidence right off the bat as
there was a steep downhill to one of the streams, crossing it required a wise choice of line
choosing, then a steep uphill out of it. I found the best method was to just bomb down into it,
which gave enough momentum to make the uphill. If you got scared and hit the brakes, serious
embarrassment ensued because you’d get stuck in the stream. This little section actually told me
a lot about the bike I was on. When I had a real kickass ride, I’d bomb that stream with total
confidence. Over the course of the weekend I came to realize that this was the difference
between an excellent bike, and one that was just so-so. A good bike inspires you to hit turns fast,
launch over logs, and fly through mud and over roots. A mediocre bike will have you riding the
breaks and questioning if you’re going to make it through the next section.
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My legs were completely toasted when I returned to camp that night, and it was time to
party again. The disco tent was once again in full swing, and word had it that the Luna chicks
were around. Luna is the female component of Clif (bar). Bars specially formulated for a
woman’s needs? All three Luna chicks did indeed make an appearance midway through the night
and they were immediately surrounded by dudes trying to impress. I’m proud to say that I caught
the prettiest one’s eye several times, but competing for attention really isn’t my thing and there
were other sorts of revelry to be had. I had to give Gary props cuz he scored a ride with one of
them the next day. I guess he did the “beer bottle walk” the furthest or something.
Eventually the party was killed by a monsoon. We all took to our tents to ride it out, and I
was forced to open the windows on my tent for fear that it would otherwise blow away. This was
okay because I swear the rain came in one window and blew straight through the tent and out the
other side.
Sunday morning eventually dawned significantly more groggily than the day before. But
after a breakfast of complementary powerbars and sausage, bacon, and coffee provided by the
disco tent guys, I felt like a champ. I tested three more bikes that morning before my final
session was killed by incapacitating leg cramps.
I was on a full-suspension Rocky Mountain Slayer SXC, one of my favorite bikes of the
weekend. I was nearing the top of the singletrack trail where a mildly challenging log-hop is
required. It was a little tricky because it’s after a steep uphill and you’re pretty gassed when you
get there, but I’d been hitting it all weekend and it was becoming routine. However, this time I’d
failed to assess my accumulating fatigue and mid-hop my entire leg totally seized up. Quads,
hamstrings, calves, foot; everything suddenly spazzed out. I fell/dismounted rather ungracefully
and was completely unable to control my left leg. Tears came to my eyes as I looked down in
excruciating pain and watched my left leg spasm for about fifteen seconds. When the pain finally
subsided, I looked up and there were Gary and Luna chick looking at me like they didn’t know if
they should laugh or call an ambulance. I tried to pretend everything was cool, “Oh, hey guys,
what’s up?” but I think they saw through my ploy. I asked them a stupid question about the trail
and, after an awkward exchange they rode off and left me to assess my situation. By then things
seemed to have chilled out, so I chugged some Gatorade and finished the ride.
That experience signaled to me that it was time to call it a weekend. I was completely
exhausted. I’d ridden for most of two days straight; test rode seven or eight sweet bikes and had
a great time. I decided that as soon as I get a real job I’m getting a 29er hard tail, probably a Trek
or GT. I felt really confident on those bikes, they seemed to fit me well, and the reps were very
helpful. Also, a 29er (a bike with large 29” wheels, as opposed to the standard 26”) seems to
make sense to me; since I’m a larger guy, I want larger wheels right? No, but seriously the big
wheels let me roll over obstacles much easier and they tracked extremely well and felt more
secure in general. Supposedly the big setback of 29” wheels is that they can’t turn as tight, but I
really didn’t have any problem with that. I’d originally wanted to go all out and get a fullsuspension ride, but after I witnessed Chris Patton’s toolbox of tiny, intricate, and probably very
expensive bike parts get scattered across the campsite by some drunken buffoon, I realized that I
didn’t want to have to deal with all of the parts and maintenance that goes with a full-suspension
bike.
All in all I Pedro’s was one of the high points of my summer and I’d like to thank the ΧΦ
and bike club guys, as well as the disco tent guys (whoever they were), for letting me in on the
experience and helping me make the most of the weekend. As soon as I get a bike we’ll go tear it
up!
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History of Bentley's Cave,
compiled by Chuck Porter and edited by Mike Chu.
Col. Caleb Bentley, a Revolutionary War captain who settled on the present property in 1769,
learned of his cave through a burglary in Berlin: “There was a well-known textile firm operating
in Berlin at that time. One night men broke in and stole several thousands of dollars of valuable
cloth. ... For months the burglary remained a mystery. Then an under-sheriff and Mr. Bentley
discovered the cave opening and followed it to the cavern where there were evidences that the
burglars had used it as a hideout. But the burglars were never found.” [Anon., 1935]
Clay Perry (1956) proposes an earlier discovery: “[A legend places] the cave’s discovery to the
later years of the Revolution, when captive Hessian soldiers are said to have escaped from their
guards and hid in the cave.”
(Anon., 1935): Two men came Melancton Bentley sometime between 1845 or 1855 and asked
to lease the cave. They said that they wanted to use the cavern ... to ‘get out clay.’ The
particular type of clay [white] in the cave was admirably suited to the needs of the paint
manufacturers.... He did not learn that he was harboring a notorious gambling den on his farm
for a long time. "Bentley became suspicious of his tenants because of the action of ‘Big Bill,’ a
strapping Negro who the gamblers hired to stand at the mouth of the cave and act as
watchman. As the gamblers came Sundays and sometimes stayed till the middle of the week
swapping small fortunes at cards, it was quite necessary to have a watchman on the lookout for
authorities, or irate wives perhaps. The cave has two entrances, one about 13 feet wide and five
feet high, with a 30-foot vertical drop. This is the one the gamblers used. A ladder was placed
inside so the men could span the 30-foot drop. The lower entrance must have been obstructed
in some way. The [stream crawl] is 50 feet long and difficult to navigate. ... It used to get so wet
when they got clay out that they had to lay down boards on which to slide it. A person of ample
girth cannot enter the crawl hole. The crawl hole runs into the gambling room.”

Perry (1948) continues the tale: “It is local history—or legend—that this band of gamesters
would remain in the cave, squatting on the dry floor of the great chamber, for days and nights,
having brought in with them food and drink. But the Negro guard, it is related, became so proud
of his position that he bragged about it, and one dull, blue morning as the red-eyed gamesters
appeared out of the jackknife entrance above the black pool, the sheriff was there with his
posse and the gaming was broken up.” Perry (1956) says the gamblers built a cabin near the
cave entrance for the black guard, now called Pete. After the arrests, paint-clay mining took
place with Pete as miner and perhaps salesman as well. The cabin was later burned and its
ruins have vanished.
Newspaper accounts from the 1930s and ‘40s state that Bentleys had many visitors, mainly
students from Williams College and RPI. “The first known member of the NSS to enter the cave
was Roger Johnson of Hockanum, South Hadley, Mass., with Ernest Knight of Springfield, in
1935 [but Johnson’s photos here are labelled Nov. 1934]. In 1937, he guided the writer to it for
his first visit with Arthur Palme of Pittsfield, Mass., who took photographs then and again on a
later visit with the writer, who has visited it three times, all told (once with the RPI Grotto in the
1940s).” (Perry, 1956)
“A newspaper account [published shortly after World War II at Lebanon Springs, NY] states
that ... ‚it has possibilities for use as an air raid shelter in case of atomic war. ... A man named
Stone, from Gardiner, Mass., approached [A.C. Bentley] about five years ago and wanted to buy

13

and develop the cave commercially. Stone said he would bore a tunnel from near the road (NY
Route 22) into the hillside and into the cave and would enlarge the 50-foot wet crawl with
electrically-driven machinery. This deal was never followed up.”

In 1949 the Rensselaer (RPI) Grotto used a new invention to map Bentleys Cavern. “The
‘spelunkometer’ ... is a measuring device used to determine differences in elevation. The meter
consists of ... a water reservoir in the form of a nearly filled pint milk bottle, 40 feet of rubber
hose filled with water, and a pressure gauge.” [June 1949 NSS News, reprinted June 1999]
“A SERIOUS AND COMPREHENSIVE study was made, by the Northeastern Regional
Organization (NRO) on May 5 and 6, of Bentleys Cave at Berlin, N.Y. ... Under the leadership of
George E. Strickholm, the new chairman of the NRO, the survey began early Saturday morning
and was attended by some 30 spelunkers from New York, New Jersey and Massachusetts.
Included in the group were veterans of the ‘Caves Beyond’ expedition and of the Celebrated
American Caves editorial staff. Three members from Pittsfield, Massachusetts also attended.
They represent the Berkshire Hills Grotto which has just applied for a charter, with 10 members
signed up. “The group camped on the Berlin Rod & Gun Club grounds and dined at the
clubhouse on a home-cooked roast beef supper served by the club. After supper, there was an
interesting showing of color slides and Clay Perry gave a brief account of the new history of
Bentleys Cave.” [The (NSS) News, June 1956]
The first NRO Tandem Timed Cave Race was held 4 June 1977. “Cavers started drifting up to
the entrance of Bentleys Cavern in Berlin around 9:30 am. First of all, Norman Thompson and
Doug Hauser made a trip in to set up markers and checkpoints along the route through the
cave. Then at 10:40, the first pair of cavers entered the cave, tied together with a 12-foot section
of rope.
“Each team had to quickly negotiate a loop route through the cave about 750 feet long. This
route consisted of 180 feet of walking passage, 50 feet water crawl, and then crossing a big
room up a slippery mud slope. At the other end of the room is a small drop into small crawling
passages (about 75 feet long) leading to a tight squeeze that drops into a 7-foot-deep stream
canyon. A short hike upstream and the teams climb out into the big room again. [Thom Engel’s
cover photo on the May-June 1977 Northeastern Caver shows Robert Jefferys and Bruce
Robtoy at this place.] From here they follow the same route out—through the water crawl and
walking passage.
“Teams were sent in at staggered intervals and timed from when the first caver went in to when
the second came out. The teams, in order of finish, with their times in minutes and seconds,
follows: 1. Peter Quick and John Irminger—10:00, 2. Steve Reutlinger and Dave Teoste—
10:50, 3. Robert Jefferys and Bruce Robtoy—11:11, 4. Tom Cook and Tom Hall—15:40, 5.
Emily Davis and Wink Cook—15:20, 6. Ron Morris and Martin Barry—15:25, 7. Doug Hauser
and Norm Thompson—15:39, 8. Bru Randall and Doug Soroka—19:31, 9. Steve Jordan and
Warren Hall—21:28....
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Sunsets
By Andrew Calcutt

It's been a great year so far in the outing club. I have made full use of all of my
weekends, spending at least one night out on half of them. I have been day hiking in the
Catskills as well as the Adirondacks, Backpacking in the Green Mountains, and then you can't
forget FLG, but one of my favorite weekends was spent backpacking in the Dacks. It was
Columbus day weekend, and hiked in to the John's Brook Lodge area on Friday night.
On Saturday we made our way up Marcy, and then on to Haystack. On the way up
Marcy the sun was coming down in front of us, occasionally blocked by the mountain, other
hikers, and even cairns, making for some very interesting views. The pictured cairn on page 4
was taken from this trip. We relaxed on Marcy for a bit, then hurried over to Haystack to make it
there by dark. I have not seen a sunset from a mountain before, and the one from Haystack
definitely set the bar high. For a while we just watched the sky slowly darken into an orange and
purple glow.

The next day was quite the hike, (trust me, that one is easily worth another whole article), we
crossed Basin and Saddleback, then came down back to the John's Brook Lodge area. At this
point Jesse Kenyon, Ben Matthews, and Ziv Kennaz left Nick Internicola and I and headed back
to troy. Nick and I spent the evening ascending Big Slide, and got to see yet another sunset from
there. This one was not quite as spectacular as the one from Haystack, but it did give us a great
view of all the peaks we had been hiking over the last couple days, as well as where we were
headed. It's really amazing how far a mile looks from the tops of those mountains. It really puts
things into perspective.
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Monday we woke up feeling rested and refreshed and satisfied from a combination of a
good night's sleep as well as a Bratwurst Jambalaya dinner (feel free to ask me for the recipe, it
was great). Monday was the fulfillment of a longtime goal of mine. We hiked up Lower
Wolfjaw, Upper Wolfjaw, Armstrong, and Gothics. We had lunch on Gothics, enjoying the view
from our 9th high peak in 3 days. After a few more hours of downhill hiking, we were back at the
car and sadly back on our way home. The Adirondacks did however have one last surprise in
store for us as we drove back. The final sunset of the weekend had the most extreme colors I
have ever seen. I can only imagine what it would have been from the top of one of those great
peaks.
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Dear Pat
This is a new section of the cairn where people can send anonymous questions to me which I will
answer to the best of my ability. Send them under a different email address or have a friend send
it to you for me. My email address is mckenp2@rpi.edu.
Dear Pat,
My mind won't let me climb,
I don't like to hike,
My bike's a trike,
I flunked at spelunking,
I'm too fat to 'yak,
My knee won't let me ski,
I'm too daft to raft,
And I get the flu when I go in a canoe.
Please help!
Signed,
W.I.M.P. for life?

Dear W.I.M.P for life,
I’m sorry that none of the outing club activities have worked out for you but at least you have
found one thing you are good at. Being that we haven’t lost anyone yet you must be doing a
good job as the W.I.M.P. Better luck on future trips.
-Pat
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