
 

  

Happy 50th Anniversary OCers!  

Our Beginning  
According to OC Legend as found in the 25th anniversary book, we received our name from an incident on Mount Mans-
field at Stowe.  Skiing was just coming into its own as a major sport on that spring day in 1959 when Don Cornell, not 
necessarily the Eastôs greatest skier, hit a bare spot.  The noise of the skis on the rocks caught the attention of a nearby 
ski instructor who used the then popular expression ñnow thatôs OC.ò  A student asked, Whatôs OC?ò  Don liked what he 
heard as the instructor said ñOut of Control.ò  The following year when the Club was formed, Don (a charter member) 
suggested the label which describes our Club today.  In December 1960 the charter members applied for and received 
the incorporation papers to form a sports club for area skiers to ñpromote group skiing, arrange ski trips and plan social 
events within the membership.ò    
Today we continue the traditions of a Club that has for 50 years remained true to its mission.  Providing fun, friendship 
and most of all opportunity for its members to come together to enjoy  skiing as economically as possible.  Ed Post wrote 
in the 25th memory book, ñIts not the Sunday bus trips (though many will never be forgotten) our week or weekend trips, 
our athletic prowess, our ribald humor, the great costumes, or even the parties ð- itôs the friendships within the OCs.  Its 
us imperfect adults who like to be part of this group where no one gives a damn if we are male or female, single, mar-
ried, our age, which minority we might belong to, a millionaire or just arrived in this country.  Just look around, its true. ñ  
Our club has expanded to include snowboarders, cross country skiers,  and telemarkers,  Back in 1960 these forms of 
skiing werenôt around.  One just put on their skies and went out.  Hiking up and schussing down was all part of the sport.   
We have come a long way since 1960 and thank goodness the fashions have improved.  Skin tight stretch pants, and 
itchy wool sweaters have given way to baggy ski pants held up by one hand and oversized ski jackets making one look 
like a Depression hobo.  But yes we are able to stay warmer now and be comfortable in colder weather.  One thing has 
not changed, the true friendships that are made by each of us in this Club. 
Enjoy this survey of  OC history through interviews and pictures. 

Sylvia Britt-Haefeli, editor and a member since 2001 

The Founders  
James F. Blendell, President  
Paul Hamecher, Vice President  
Matthew Fitzgerald  
Charles OôBrian, Treasurer 
Edward Bingham  
Sue Jarrett  
Francis Conley, Recording Secretary  
Donald Cornell  
Edward McCumber  
Kenneth Jarrett, Jr., Corresponding Secretary  

James F. Blendell, First President 1960
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Member Memories, An interview with Tom Mullen  
50th Anniversary Dec. 2010 Committee  

Years and Years of Great Fun  

    OC Happy Hours always provide an opportunity for members to kick back and so-

cialize and Tom Mullen is probably in attendance.  At the June 12, 2010 HH on the 

Rusty Anchor Barge, I had a chance to interview Tom about his years in the OCôs.  ñI 

joined in 1967 when we were still meeting at Panettaôs.  My house mate, Larry Mar-

golis, he stood 6ô7ò, said ówhy donôt you come over to this meeting?ô  So I went and 

joined up.  Larry and I had a house at 1 Manning Blvd.; the site of many OC parties.  We lived there 12 years.  We often 

served Spittlerôs óguest onlyô moonshine.ò  Tomôs tanned face smiled knowingly as he sipped his beer. 

    When asked about one party that really stood out in his mind, he laughed as he told me about a Valentineôs Party held 

at Michaelôs.  ñIt was snowing out and the gal who was my date commented about the falling snow. So I proceeded to 

put down the top of the convertible, and drove off.  We spun out and ended up in a field.  At the time, it just made so 

much sense!  That was BM (Before Marie, Tomôs mate for the last 27 years).ò 

    Tom recounted that he could ski when he joined but he took lessons during the Clubôs usual week long Mt. Tremblant 

trips.  ñI remember on one trip that Richard Goldfuss (I am unsure of the spelling of the last name) and I saved Terry 

Spitlerôs life one night.  It was below zero and Terry had passed out in the snow.  We dragged him inside so that he 

wouldnôt freeze to death before he awoke.  He still owes us.  In those days OC meant Open Container,ò Tom chuckled. 

In 1980 Tom left the club for other interests and rejoined in 1997.  He met Marie who was skiing with Karen Thorpe.  The 

rest is history.  Today both Marie and Tom frequent OC social events and even ski a little.  Tom is usually the one at the 

refreshment table during the Applicant Party and the Committee Fair.  They are always ready to lend a hand and help 

out. 

    ñI remember that in the early years there were several ski clubs with membership numbers similar to ours.  Today 

those clubs have either disappeared or only have a few members.  The difference is the OC Ski Club became a year 

around club offering events in the summer.  It used to be that from May to Oct., the Club simply disappeared. And mem-

bers were different then.  If you were over 30, gray haired and married, they (members) would look at you and ask óWhy 

are you here?ô  But now, most members are over thirty, gray haired and married who stay involved and in touch with ac-

tivities like the Happy Hours.  This is important for the Clubôs longevity.ò 

    Tom is very concerned that the Club needs to attract younger members if it is going to survive.  Word of mouth is the 

best way to attract new members. ñI was the one who showed Doug Williams the small business card the Club prints and 

makes available to members.  This card is great for introducing people to the club.  It has everything they need to know 

in one place that I always carry in my pocketò he said as he pulled one out.  ñThis is the best investment the Club ever 

made.  Everyone should carry these to pass out to prospective new members.ò 

Above Blendell & Fitzgerald 1961Thatcher Pk softball 

Ed Bingham, Thatcher 1962         OC meeting 1962  

5050THTH
  ANNIVERSARY ANNIVERSARY   

CELEBRATIONSCELEBRATIONS  
Weôre having a huge birthday celebration 
all year long.  Join us at one of these 
events or at all.  You wonôt be disap-
pointed.  We will have special prizes and 
raffles just to spice up the celebrations.  
Your Committee Chairs are Gail Marotti-
Hossen and Mash Waugaman.  Lots of 
volunteers will be needed to make these 
events special.  
50th Kickoff Holiday Party Dec. 18,  at the 
Albany Country Club  
Winter Carnival March 12 at North Creek 
Bowl, Gore Mt. 
Picnic and Summer Finale July 23, at  
Crystal Cove, Averill Park 
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16 Qts. of Homemade Gin to Mt. Tremblant  
Terry Spittler is a name from the past; 1968 to be precise.  Terry joined the OCôs after meeting Larry Margolis at Terryôs 
sisterôs wedding.  They became dedicated skiing buddies who frequented the hills around Albany.  Terry came to study 
at University at Albany, then called simply called SUNYA.  As a chemistry student he worked on several important ex-
periments, such as distilling gin in his lab.  ñWe had several week end trips, one trip out west, and of course, Sunday 
buses.  I remember we went to Mt. Tremblant for a week, several years in a row.  For one particular trip, I made 16 qts. 
of gin and smuggled it into Canada in my ski bag.  We stayed at the Villa Belleview, about a mile down the road from 
Greyrock, a very large resort.  At night we partied.  Many of the OCers knew to be aware of excessive gin made by me.  
However, when we threw a party on our wind down Thursday night, most of the lodge guests and staff showed up.  By 
morning we had wiped out ½ of the hotel.  The next morning several instructors, a few Canadian Ski patrol and many, 
many skiers failed to show up for the 8 am bus to the slopes.  The mountain was quiet that day!ò 
ñI belonged to the Club from 1968 to 1974 when I completed my PhD and took a faculty gig at Syracuse University.  
When I joined, the Club had 48-60 members and was meeting at Panettaôs in Latham.  In 1970 I was elected President.  
The Board and I took advantage of a change in the character of the people starting to ski and looking at clubs.  The three 
existing club, OCs, Single and Sitzmarkers were mostly composed of a small group of local Albanians... We encouraged 
new, young, singles of all strips, including non-skiers to join.  Free lessons and inclusion of all became a big part of our 
activities.  Weekly meetings were famous as singles mixers after the business meeting.  That year our membership ex-
ploded from 60 to about 300 members and applicants.  Grow we did!  It was a young Club of die-hard skiers, average 
age 25.ò  Terry recalled that the meeting site moved around to various places in Latham and settled at the PCC when it 
opened in 1972. 
ñI have been reminded via Mash about a bus trip coming back on Rt. 9 in Vermont (we were at Mt. Snow perhaps or 
Berkshire East?).  Anyway it was dark and the road was empty.  The driver turned and asked me to drive the bus while 
he used the facility, he was desperate.  I had driven a few school buses around the parking lot, so I changed places with 
him while the bus was moving and he walked to the back.  After all it had a brake and an accelerator, and a wheel in 
front of me to steer.  How hard could it be to drive the bus?  We never pulled over; I just slipped in the seat as he got up 
to go.  No big deal.  However, I guess the passing of the driver through the bus caused quite a murmur.  After all I was 
just the joker in the second row with good credentials.  Jerry McGraw, head of Trips and Trans, did ask me later to 
please not do it again.ò   
ñA favorite memory is the trip 42 OCers and a few others took to Czechoslovakia, a communist country behind the Iron 
Curtain, in January 1972. The trip was booked through Goldstocks Travel, part of the sports shop still in Schenectady, 
led by their agent Sheila Gilbert.  Anyway we were booked on a Russian jet that could only land in Canada, not then al-
lowed in the US.  The plane had previously been used to ferry 5ô1ô travelers to Mecca and the seats had been moved 
within 4ò of each other to make room for more seats.  We had most of the plane and so we each occupied at least two 
seats, they were that tiny.  We made it to Amsterdam and after a layover at the duty free liquor shop flew to Prague.  
There we were to board a smaller plane to the eastern city of Poprad.  Unfortunately that airport was fogged in and the 
plane could only land on instruments at the military airport next door.  But not with us on because they thought we could 
be ñWestern spies.ò  We eventually boarded a night train across Czechoslovakia to the city of Poprad.  Before leaving 
Albany, we were all given kazoos from a forgotten fellow traveler. Thank goodness for duty free shops.  The train was a 
13 hour trip at night with no food and little water on board.  So we did the OC thing, played kazoos and drank our way 
across Czechoslovakia.  Best train ride ever!ò 
ñWe stayed in the Grand Hotel at the foot of the mountain and spent the week skiing at various resorts in the Vyscoke 
Tatra region.  Once a small group of us took a light rail trolley from our valley to the village of Smokovec about 15 k 
along the mountain bases to Tatranska Lomnica.  There we took a cable car above the tree line on Lominaca Stit and 
caught a chair to just below the summit. It was foggy and somehow I got separated from the group.  When the cloud 
moved, I ended up across a ravine about a mile below the chairlift to which I was not willing to walk uphill.  I found what 
turned out to be a hiking trail and gradually made my way down and diagonally towards our village.  It took a few hours 
but I managed to ski the 15 k back down.  At one point the trail suddenly became 12-15 
stone steps that I skied down. Besides taking a number of pictures, I met few hikers who 
gave me strange looks.  One fellow I encountered below the tree line was wearing leder-
hosen, a green round hat and a large backpack basket full of coal.  He seemed to yell at 
me in his language but I ignored him I was not crazy enough to be carrying coal.  I contin-
ued on.  I think he thought I was an idiot to be on the trail. I skied through the trees follow-
ing the downhill paths.  I donôt know how I did it but when I rounded one corner I bumped 
into a coal pile that was in back of the Hrebienok Hotel, just ¾ of a mile uphill from where 
we were staying.  I had made it back across the mountain to our hotel.  I was sitting in the 
bar when our group returned.  Some thought I had skied over the hill into Poland, some 
thought I was lost forever in a communist jail and some did not know I was missing at all!ò 
Terry had more tales to share about his journey and other trips he made with the Club.  But 
those I will let him tell you at our reunion next year.  Terry is a retired faculty member from 
Cornell.  He hopes to visit us soon.   
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Raking Leaves at Cedar Hill  
 ñMashò Jim Waugaman is presently a member of the Board of 
Directors.  He has been past president and filled numerous other 
positions since joining in the fall of 1969.  ñI heard about the club 
on my car radio.  It was either WPTR or WTRY (two popular AM 
stations at the time.)  So I went to this meeting.  A pitcher of free 
beer on the table, a room full of skiers and all these babes.  I 
thought I was in Heaven!ò  Mash remembers the meetings were 
held at Raefellôs (now Michaelôs Banquet House) in Latham on Rt. 
9.  ñWhen I first went, they only had half the room.  By spring, the 
crowd took up the whole room.  Lots of people werenôt even mem-
bers or applicants.  It was THE party to attend on Thursday nights.  
They used to pass the hat to pay for the beerðguys $1 and gals 
50 .ò   

ñThen there were no buses for week end trips until a friend of 
mine rented a bus to carry us to Madonna Mt. (Smuggs).  When 
we went to the Board for their support, they just pooh-poohed the 
idea.  They said no one would be willing to pay for a bus ride.  
Everyone just drove up.  We not only hired one bus, we had two!  
It was so hard to get the ñ olderò members to approve new ideas.  
I guess things havenôt changed so much.ò says Mash with his 
usual grin.  He is our resident curmudgeon.  
Mash remembers the Cedar Hill house just off Rt 144 in Glen-
mont.  The huge house overlooks the Hudson River.  It was 
rented by several OC members.  In the early 1970ôs an opening 
occurred and Mash was invited to join the quasi frat house.  
ñEvery spring and fall, we held these huge parties.  They were 
considered regular OC events.  We would get 20 kegs of beer and 
a live band.  What a party!  We knew it was ñout of controlò when 
one of my roommates went to the Elbow Room and was invited to 
the Cedar Hill Party by 3 different people he didnôt even know.  
Thatôs when we ended those parties.ò he says with a chuckle.  
Mash started to recount the story of the court suit over a $7 lift 
ticket refund but thatôs one Iôll let him tell you in person.  Itôs a 
whopper!  

Cedar Hill 1965  

On the Hudson  

Remembering the 1970ôs 
by Keith Kempski  

What I remember about the Club most is the work of what I call 
the second generation of members to shape the activities and 
direction of the Club. Some members of that generation are: Dick 
Hoffman, Dorothy Sekellick, Dave Haff, Jerry & Donna McGraw 
and of course, Mash.  I joined the Club in 1970 and have been an 
active/inactive member of the OC Ski Club ever since.  When I 
joined, the Club was one of the top two ski clubs in the area - the 
other being the Albany Singles.  The founding members had de-
veloped a top notch ski club with Sunday bus trips and ski instruc-
tion, a week trip to Mount Tremblant, Canada, and weekend trips.  
The Sunday bus trips were very informal; you arrived at Latham 
Corners Shopping Center and climbed on the bus, paid $3 for the 
round trip and $6 to $10 usually for a discounted group ticket. 
Wine was free on the return trip.  Destinations often included 
small areas, such as North Creek, the Lake Ontario snow belt 
areas and the Berkshires..  
We met weekly during the ski season at Michaelôs in Latham and 
monthly during the off season.  After Michaels we were at a coun-
try and western bar/hall north of Latham and finally moved to the 
Polish Community Center when it opened.   
The second generation of members moved the Club beyond the 
ski season into a four season sports and social Club.  Before then, 
there were a few events during the summer.  The Singles had a 
picnic in Saratoga Springs; someone else had a clam bake.  But 
these were just individual events. 
About 1972 Dave Haff, Pepe Vergoni and others, including my-
self, organized menôs and womenôs softball teams.  (Prior to this 
the Club had an annual softball game against the Singles.) The 
Club provided funds for equipment and league fees.  It was proba-
bly the first Club sponsored non-skiing activity.  Softball was a hit 
(pun intended) and at least 50 members participated per year.  (At 
that time we probably had 300+ active members.)   
In 1973 a Friday night volleyball activity started at the PCC.  You 
just showed up and teams were chosen.  We played until dark 
and then had a few beers inside.  Volleyball grew in popularity and 
Bob Drose, I think, started the annual OC Volleyball tournament in 
1973.  I still have a 1974 LiftLine that tells of the Second Annual 
Volleyball Tournament in the Columbia area of Saratoga State 
Park, Oct. 6, 1974. 
The LiftLine was also started the summer of 1974.  Can you imag-
ine the Club without a monthly newsletter?  Dorothy Sekellick ei-
ther started it or closely watched over it so it would be a (conôt p 5)

Mad River Glen 1963  

1963 Lincoln 

Park Racing 

Right  

1973 OC after 

ski party. Left  
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1965 ñWhitefaceò toga party 

Lincoln Park  Racing 
1965. 

Kempski  (conôt)ðsuccess.  I still have some 
copies from 1974.  For the summer months, 
it was a single sheet of paper folded 3 ways 
and the winter ones expanded to 4 pages 
made from a folded 11x17 paper sheet.  It 
was typed, probably on an electric typewriter 
(oh so modern for the times) and copied on 
an off set printer.  I remember helping sort 
by zip code or some other thing to get the 
LiftLine out in the mail ï on time. 
Other activities also started, some are gone, 
while others continue.  We had an active 
hiking group from Memorial Day through the 
Presidentôs Day weekends in the fall.  (Remember once there 
were two holidays.)  Memorial Day weekend hikes and the Adiron-
dack fall foliage hikes were the most popular. Canoeing and biking 
activates were also organized during the summer.  The Lake 
George cruise started at this time as well as a night at Saratoga 
harness racing.  At each monthly meeting the activity organizer 
would just announce the plans for the next couple of months and 
people would sign up.  It was now possible to spend 3 or 4 days a 
week during the summer enjoying Club activities -  a major 
change from a ski club to an activities club in less than 10 years. 
The organized skiing activities expanded during this time also.  
From a week in Canada we added a trip to Europe or the Western 
Rockies.  I was able to go on the second European trip to Crans-
Montana Switzerland as well as Aspen CO and Banff BC.  All 
were very successful and laid the groundwork for the many yearly 
trips the Club now goes on. 
The weekend bus trips expanded from the Adirondacks and Ver-
mont to New Hampshire.  Our first trip to New Hampshire was 
almost a disaster, twice.  I was Trips and Transportation Chair at 
the time.  My mind has blanked out the name of the ski area ï I 
am told trauma victims do this.  The first time we tried going it was 
a warm winter and rained most of February, hardly any snow.  Still 
six or eight of us went up there and in the true OC tradition made 
a good time of warm and wet conditions without much snow.   
The next year we went back with a very successful trip and great 
snow conditions.  The lodge accommodations and food were ex-
cellent! On Saturday afternoon when I stopped to check on the 
expenses, I was shocked to find out there was miscommunication 
on the cost of lodging, the actual cost was double from a year 
earlier.  That night while enjoying dancing and drinking Pepe told 
me ñThis is a fantastic trip, the best I have been on.  I would pay 
twice the price.ò  I still remember that comment because all I said 
was ñThanks, just remember that.ò 
One of the OC founders was a lawyer, Jack Kingsley, and he 
worked out a satisfactory payment for most of the additional ex-
penses.  We had to ask trip members to voluntarily pay extra, 
most did and it did not cost the Club any money. 
Sunday bus trips also grew and we met at the Latham Corners 
Shopping Center.   A third bus was added on many weekends and 
we worked hard at keeping the cost to $3 plus lift ticket.  Most of 

the Club dues and additional income went to keeping the bus cost 
low. 
After leaving Albany, I have attended every OC anniversary that I 
knew of, I plan on being at the 50th Anniversary this December 
and hopefully more events in 2011.  I look forward to meeting 
many old friends and later generation members who have contin-
ued the growth of the Club. 
I left in the late ó80ôs to start a career in energy management.  
Over the years it has proven to be a good decision.  I have a few 
years left before retirement but I can see the sunrise or sunset 
fast approaching ï depending on your view of retirement.  I hope it 
is spectacular.   One thing I can say for sure, my time with the 
OCôs was great!  Thanks to all those friends and members, I 
wouldnôt change a thing.  Oh, maybe a few less glasses of wine 
on the bus coming home. 
 It was great talking with you,  Keith Kempski 

Jack Kingsley Mad River 1965  

Keith today. 

Mad River Glen 1963 . 


