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Landscape --The Grand Canyon, by Gary Spinner 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                 

Action ï Natasha Piskonova at Ragged, by Bob Clark 
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ñGetting to the top is nothing. 

How you do it is everything.ò 

 

 -- Geoffrey Winthrop Young 

THE QUOTABLE  CLIMBER  



The Overlook is published quarterly. 

Please send any articles, announce-

ments, commentary, or photographs 

to benjaminboulton@gmail.com. 

RMF Odds and Ends 
Winter Party ï 

Pizza, Climbing, Friendship, 

Membership Renewals 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Tammi Welge (right) helps RMF 

Treasurer Jonathan Webster renew 

Dave Dannenbergôs membership 

Jan. 20 at the RMF Winter Party at 

Prime Climb. All memberships ex-

pired at the end of the year. Please 

renew your membership as soon as 

possible. Most of your dues go to-

ward paying insurance on the 

property the foundation owns at 

Ragged Mountain. So, if you enjoy 

the property, please support the 

RMF. 

RMF Throws Support  

To Bill Protecting 

Towns From Lawsuits 
     Prime Connecticut climbing 

crags have been closed over the 

years by landowners fearful of 

lawsuits should an accident occur 

on their property. Often, the lan-

downers are towns and quasi-

municipal agencies, such as water 

companies.  

     Three proposed bills would 

give municipalities liability pro-

tection. 

     The RMF has joined several 

other organizations and business-

es to voice support for the legisla-

tion.  

     In a letter to state lawmakers, 

foundation President Brien Ros-

cetti wrote, ñIn addition to the 

loss of many enjoyable areas, the 

closures of an already limited re-

source have resulted in increased 

traffic and environmental impact 

on the remaining areas, including 

Ragged Mountain.ò (The full let-

ter appears on page 6.) 

     Tim Linehan, president of the 

Connecticut chapter of the Appa-

lachian Mountain Club, explained 

that one of the three bills floated 

for discussion would protect the 

Metropolitan District Commis-

sion.  Another would extend pro-

tection to various landowners, but 

it includes terminology such as 

ñundevelopedò and ñpassive 

recreation,ò which Linehan said 

ñcould prove problematic,ò and 

added, ñI hope that this version 

will be abandoned.ò 

     The third version, which Line-

han hopes ultimately will become 

law, would extend protections to 

municipalities, quasi-

municipalities and ñspecial dis-

trict.ò 

     Others who have pledged sup-

port for the legislation include:      

      

Bikerôs Edge, Bike Walk CT, 

Central Wheel Bike Shop, City of 

Hartford, Clarke Cycles, Connecti-

cut Association of Conservation 

and Inland Wetlands Commission-

ers, Connecticut Forest & Park As-

sociation, Connecticut Land Con-

servation Council, Eastern Moun-

tain Sports, Farmington Valley 

Trails Council, Fleet Feet Sports, 

Harvey & Lewis Opticians, Horst 

Engineering & Manufacturing Co. 

     Also, International Mountain 

Biking Association, League of 

American Bicyclists, New England 

Mountain Biking Association, 

Plainville Greenway Alliance, Riv-

ers Alliance of CT, Road Runners 

Club of America, Save-

themdctrails.org, the Sierra Club, 

the Alliance for Biking and Walk-

ing, Thread Rolling Company, and 

Tolland Bicycle. 

     

 

  

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CALENDAR 
 

 

Every Month, Second Tuesday 

RMF Board of Directors Meeting 

Prime Climb, Wallingford, 7 pm 

Open to all members 

 

May 30, 2011 

James Wilcox Award 

Application due date 

(see details on page 7) 

 

Saturday, June 4, 2011 

National Trails Day 

Work Party at Ragged Mountain 

 

Thursday, June 16, 2011 

RMF Annual Meeting 

CT Forests and Parks Association 

Middlefield 

 

Sunday, August 14, 2011 

RMF Summer Party 

Chatfield Hollow State Park 

Killingworth 

 

Saturday, Nov. 12, 2011 

Adopt-A-Crag Day Work Party 

Ragged Mountain 

 

Nov. 30 

Fourth Annual RMF Photo Contest 

(send digital images to 

photocontest@raggedmtn.org) 

 

Thursday Jan. 19, 2012 

RMF Winter Party 

Prime Climb 

Wallingford 

Weôre on the web. Visit us at 

www.raggedmtn.org 
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2010 Wilcox Award Trip Report Part II ï 

Another Race is Won 

Editorôs note: Bill Lutkus and Frank Dahlmeyer won the  

2010 Wilcox Award and used the prize money to help 

fund a trip to Yosemite Valley in California to climb the 

Salathe Wall on El Capitan. Part I of their trip report 

appeared in the Fall issue of the Overlook. 

 

Thursday July 1: A night on one of the best ledges on 

El Cap 

     Morning started with the Hollow Flake, which 

thrashed me soundly. Frank then led pitch 15, a nasty 

chimney. The Ear was another thrashfest that slapped 

me hard. Frank took the next lead, which put us just be-

low the Alcove as darkness fell. Getting psyched for the 

next pitch was hard. It was late; we were tired and we 

could have easily bivied in the Alcove. But knowing that 

one of the best bivy sites on El Cap was 70 feet above us 

got me going. 

     I climbed behind the spire and aided up the crack. To 

gain the top of the spire requires a mantel. I remembered 

the recent accident in this spot, where a climber blew the 

move and ripped his gear. YOSAR and a helicopter 

team were called for the extraction. Not wanting to re-

peat that scenario, I backed up my last piece and leaned 

over to the spire. Back home at the crag this move 

would have been a cakewalk. But here, at night, with 

gear hanging all over the place, the move had me think-

ing. After some deliberation, I mantled onto the spire. 

     What an incredible place! Imagine sleeping a few 

thousand feet off the deck on a 20-foot circular column 

of rock splintered off the side of El Cap! The sky was 

filled with stars until the moon rose so bright I had to 

pull my wool hat over my eyes. 

Friday July 2: Dead Rat Ledge 

     The pitch off the spire started nice but ended with a 

nasty 5.9 squeeze chimney, which flogged me right off 

the bat. 

     Pitch 23 was confusing, and the topo didnôt help. 

You climb a 5.12a crack on the right and then at the 

ledge move to the left crack, which is stuffed with a 

bunch of old fixed pins, some of them the classic El Cap 

time bombs. Some of their eyes were broken on one 

side. The problem is you donôt realize it until your nose 

is right in front of the pin. 

     Back on top of the Block for the night, we rationed 

our dinners, as the food supply was dwindling quickly. I 

decided to forego the can of corn, saving it for tomorrow 

night. 

     A large rat made his appearance after diner. We agree 

that it must be killed. Frankôs idea was to place  

bait next to the edge of the block and then push him over 

while he was eating. I asked Frank what he was going to 

push him over with, and he responded, ñGood point.ò We 

considered various other options before I picked up the 

largest tricam on the rack. My plan was simply to bash it 

while it was eating. Frank scoffed, and said my aim would 

have to be perfect. My chance came. The rat was right by 

the Beefaroni can. THWACK! It didnôt move and then 

slowly it keeled over. Frank scooped it off the ledge. We 

hailed ourselves as the mighty warriors of our newly 

christened Dead Rat Ledge. 

     I fell asleep stretched out, only to wake an hour later, 

doubled over tight in my harness. I looked over with envy 

at Frank resting comfortably on a bed he constructed from 

empty water bottles. 

Saturday July 3: ñYouôre going to have to lead the rest 

of this thing.ò 

     The morning started with me jugging up to Sous le 

Toit, which I had fixed the previous day. The next pitch 

started easily but quickly necked down to very slim aid 

moves off cliff hangers and partially lodged tricams. Nas-

ty stuff, and scary. 

     Frank led the roof and had a blast. Meanwhile, I was 

cold in the wind and shade under the roof. 

     I jugged over the roof and the Headwall emerged. 

What an incredible place! A smooth overhanging sheet of 

granite split with a perfect crack. Itôs no wonder why this 

section has caught the attention of so many climbers 

working to free it. 

     Solid placements set with repetition almost lulled me 

into a stupor until the sound of a helicopter in the valley 

below snapped me out of it. I wondered if there was a res-

cue. 

                                                       (continued on page 4) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

High on the Salathe Wall 
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Wilcox Award Tr ip Report 
 (continued from page 3) 

     The headwall is usually climbed by combining pitch-

es 30 and 31. At the start of 31 thereôs a pod that really 

throws you off balance. Getting out of the pod is even 

harder. Several dinky #2 steel nuts in a row and a las-

soed chicken head finally takes you to Long Ledge. 

     Frank came up and he decided to resign all the re-

maining leading to me. I sighed, racked up and tried to 

inspect the crack at the end of ledge. It turned out to be 

tougher than I thought. When it ends, a downward 

pointing knifeblade is the last piece to protect the next 

15 feet of face climbing. I couldnôt believe it! I was tired 

and hungry, and we were running out of daylight. I was 

faced with having to free 5.8 face moves with a 20lb. 

rack. 

     Away I chugged, leaving my strirrups and helmet 

behind and dumping gear to lighten my load. Frank 

came up, and then I lead up the next pitch as the last 

rays of daylight hit us. I turned on my headlamp and 

saw that the alcove at the belay was crawling with what 

looked like hundreds of creepy looking worms. I sur-

veyed the next pitch of 5.9 off-width and cringed. 

      Frank arrived completely exhausted and ready just  

to spend the night tied into the belay. No way! With the 

summit two pitches away, I was not going to spend 

another night on a pitched ledge crawling with worms. I 

didnôt care how long it would take; we were going to the 

summit that night.. 

     I pulled out the large cams and prepared for the off-

width, a painful, but quick experience. At the belay I 

was feeling psyched with one more pitch to go. I 

stopped and looked at the incredible star-filled sky. 

     As I started to haul, I heard Frank screaming. I yelled 

back, but nothing comprehendable returned. When 

Frank turned the roof he explained that our daypack just 

went off the cliff. In it were our food for the day, water, 

cameras and car keys. Our mission had suddenly gone 

from smooth to ñHouston, we have a problem.ò 

   Grabbing a few pieces of gear, I flew up the last pitch. 

The summit was an open flat area with a Scotch pine 

sheltering a bivy spot that was protected by a rock wall.  

     Incredible. I was on the summit of El Cap again. The 

Sierras, stars, breeze all entranced me for a few mo-

ments of solitude until Frank came over the lip. He was 

completely stoked, but still moving. I was proud of him 

for hanging in there. 

     I pulled out my last can of corn and Frank dove into 

his sleeping bag and passed out. 

     What a night. Munching on the corn, I listened to the 

breeze through the pines. I felt truly in my element.  

     What could be better? A flat bivy spot, cushioned  

with sand, sheltered from a light breeze lulling me to sleep 

on top of El Cap. I just wanted to keep taking it all in, but 

I was too tired. Morning came way too soon. 

Sunday July 4: I have finished the race 

     Easy, slow start. I remember getting philosophical 

about my life over the past 50 years, realizing that there 

probably wouldnôt be another 50 to go. Iôve always 

thought that a great epitaph could be taken from St. Paulôs 

second letter to Timothy: ñI have competed well, I have 

finished the race, I have kept the faith.ò Seems that would 

sum up a life well lived. Frank listened and then started 

looking for his cigar. 

     We sorted gear after a breakfast consisting of the last 

handful of granola. Frank pulled out a RURP that Jim 

Wilcox had owned and Julia Wilcox had given us to bury. 

A large rock near the bivy seemed like a suitable spot. We 

burned our copies of the Wilcox Award that we had car-

ried up to photograph ourselves with at the summit. 

Somehow it seemed appropriate as I mixed the ashes with 

the RURP and placed the rock over them. 

     The descent off El Cap is not fun. Water-polished gra-

nite, occasionally strewn with loose gravel, pitches 

downward. We were tired and it was easy to screw up. To 

add to the thrill, any exposed gear got hooked on the man-

zanita bushes. I went down at least once. 

     We reached the rappel station and decided to use the 

fixed rope although it was sun-baked and stiff. It creaked 

while running through my stich plate. I kept telling my-

self, ñThis is OK.ò At the next station the device was too 

hot to handle. Three rappels got us to the next section, a 

loose and dusty gully system. Down, down, down until fi-

nally I started to hear cars and realized that the end was 

near. 

    Into the picnic area we marched. Filthy, thirsty, fa-

mished. Suddenly a guy who looked like a dead ringer for 

Jesse Ventura came from behind a car and grabbed the 

haulbag off my back, saying ñLet me help you with that.ò 

Next, he led me to a cooler full of ice-covered Gatorade, 

soda, and water. ñHelp yourself.ò What a treasure!  

     I found Frank nearby talking with his wife on a ran-

gerôs cell phone about how to deal with the lost car keys. I 

snuck up and slapped ice cold drinks into his hand.. 

     Meanwhile, my new friend, John, a fellow climber, 

was making us sandwiches of salami and cheese on whole 

grain bread. He listened to our story about the lost day-

pack, and announced, ñWeôre going to help you with the 

search.ò Soon his daughter arrived and we all headed for 

the base of El Cap. We searched for less than 30 minutes 

when we heard some guys along the base yelling, ñDude, 

weôve got your pack.ò 

     This race was over, but man, there are so many more 

races to run.  
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Out and About Photo Gallery 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Clockwise from top left: Chuck Boyd climbing 

the Crystal Ice Tower the Adirondacks, New 

York. Photo by Tim Knight. Janet Spinner fighting 

fierce winds on Mount Washington, New Hampshire. 

 Photo by Gary Spinner. Chuck and Linda Boyd 

 skiing the Whiteface Memorial Highway, the 

Adirondacks. Vivienne Kraus in her backyard 

 snowcave aftera January snowstorm in Norwalk. 

 Photo by Ben Boulton.  Along Franconia Ridge, the 

White Mountains, New Hampshire. Photo by Ben  

Boulton. 
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