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Columbus Day Outing. 
The committee appointed.. at the last meet

ing of the trustees to consider the matter 
of an outing at some convenient and inter
esting point on the Trail, have decided on 
the Du Val trail as the place and Columbus 
Day, October 12, as the time. Headquarters 
will be at the Brandon Inn, and those wish
ing to join will send or give their names 
to the clerk at the Inn on or before the 
morning of the 12th. The party will prob
ably proceed w the junction of the Long 
Trail with the Brandon-Rochester road by 
motor, where there will be a choice of 
routes. Mt. Horrid, near by, may be climb
ed, the original Du Val trail may be follow
ed back to the Watters farm, or the Long 
Trail may be followed south to the new Du 
Val trail, and that followed to the farm, 
or the car may be left at Goshen Four Cor
ners and the old highway taken to the junc
tion of either of the Du Val trails and these 
followed to the farm. It is hoped there will 
be a good attendance. Come and get ac
quainted with the trails and some of your 
fellow members. It is expected that Mr. 
Du Val will be present and act as leader. 

A Long Trail Honeymoon. 
By Elizabeth Nan Sarcka. 

Swaying, we clung to the windy tip of the 
"Ladder Tree". It was like a crow's nest 
perched high over raging seas. In all di
rections the billowing mountains rolled out 
to the horizon's rim. The Green Mountains 
piling close about us heaved on to the 
North and South, White Mountains rose be
yond to the East, and to the West the majes
tic Adirondacks heaped up their distant 
blue. Everywhere ridges, slopes and valleys 
seemed to flow in glorious shifting blues 
and greens and purples under the August 
sky. 

We could see behind us the succession of 
peaks over which we had come from the 
Trail's beginning, and on ahead, the magni
ficent march of them away up to the Canada 
border-the waving sky-line of Vermont. 
"Yes'', we agreed, "The Long Trail is the 

only place, the only place for a honeymoon!" 
We had tramped, packs on backs, up from 

Williamstown, Massachusetts, for a week. 
The hills were ours. We had met, besides 
wild creatures of the woods, only some kind
ly fishermen, and an understanding fire
warden, who glorified our first night out, by 
a perfect forester's supper and a bed in 
Glastenbury's fire-lookout, a windowed 
tower wrapped round with moon and scud
ding cloud. 

The wild things, too, were friendly. At 
Buffum Pond, a family of rabbits scamper
ed about our camp-fire, and peered inquir
ingly from the edge of the flickering circle 
of light. Swift-footed deer sped over the 
fern carpeted forest at Webster Camp. At 
Bourne Pond we watched deer drinking, antl 
stopped to swing a porcupine as he clung, 
a spiky ball, in a slight birch sapling's top. 
Porcupines were everywhere-sometimes too 
friendly, we thought on the night when one 
tried to share our bed, and another helped' 
himself to corn meal. 

From the Ladder Tree we continued along 
the storm-swept Styles Peak ridge. Its whole 
expanse is strewn with huge trees hurled to
gether or flung headlong by the winter 
winds, an awesome sight. They lie like huge 
axles each supporting a single disc wheel of 
matted roots. 

The next day we planned to go over White 
Rocks Mt. and down into the valley for the 
night. But we dawdled for miles up a be
witching stream and the sun was setting as 
we reached the Mountain's spiny back. We 
scurried along over trees and rocks and slid 
down steep descents slippery with smooth 
dry needles. But the spine seemed endless 
and darkness caught us fairly. Finding a 
tiny spring we had no choice but to camp 
beside it. My husband is the devoted slave 
of any choked-up spring. He spent a black 
half hour scooping around the tiny trickle, 
then proudly showed me enough clear cold 
water for comfort all around. The stars 
sparkled through our leafy roof and we 
slept like logs without benefit of balsam. 

The rising sun waked us and the green 
above us glistened in the morning light. 
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After an early swim in a nearby brook we 
raced on along the wooded ridge. Abruptly 
the woods ca.me to an end and we stepped 
into a brilliant clearing, where the ground 
was blue as sky. Blue-berry bushes, massed 
with clustered berries, spread a feast before 
our eyes. We sat in the sun and gorged 
the plump sweet berries, then picked a pot
ful and reluctantly went on. 

At length in the valley, we stopped at the 
Bulley Farm and emptied generous pitchers 
of fresh milk, and bowls of apple-sauce. 
Then my husband Would start along. It 
seemed impossible. I was drowsy and too 
largely fed. Mrs. Bulley's French eyes 
twinkled as she listened to our dispute. At 
last I appealed to her in mock exasperation 
"Mrs. Bulley, woot would you do with such 
a husband?" "Wall", she drawled, "I guess 
I'd use him good, same's you do, I spose." 
To ''Use him good'' seemed to involve pick
ing up our packs, so up they went, and we 
steamed on across lovely Wallingford val
ley and up the unshaded opposite slopes 
with their splendid views, circled above 
Shrewsbury Lake, and at last, clinging to 
trees and rocks dropped down the precipit
ous side of Clarendon Gorge for a swim in 
the swift Mill River. Until dusk we swam 
its pools and splashed in its waterfalls, then 
made our camp on a starry pine-knoll, and 
were in the stream again with the morning 
sun. 

One of the joys of the Long Trail is the 
abundance of water. There are quantities 
of streams and lakes to ca.mp beside for 
over night or for the midday snack, and 
delicious springs, ice-cold, are strung like 
beads along the way. 

This solves, too, the camper's most seri
ous problem. Water worries are unknown. 
Wood also is plentiful, while balsam grows 
thick for those who know the joy of balsam 
beds. We liked to camp beneath the stars, 
but in rainy weather we gladly sought the 
nearest G. M. C. shelter, and a roof and a 
stove seemed welcome indeed. 

There are always shelters near in case of 
need. After ten perfect days and nights we 
reached Killington Mountain in a torrential 
rain. Ankle-deep, often, in running mud 
and water, we struggled to its summit, and 
the hearty welcome at Porky Lodge. Two 
Williams College students were keeping 
open house for trailers there, and half a 
dozen cheerful souls had taken refuge by the 
snapping fire. Tea was served us in a jiffy. 

All was gay and warm and redolent of bal
sam, but we pressed on to reach the Long 
Trail Lodge above Rutland in time to dry 
out before supper. 

Again we gave thanks for a roof and fo1· 
the warming hospitality of the Long Trail. 
Logs flamed high in the wide fire-place, and 
we sat down to perfect meals. The rustic 
Lodge is uniquely attractive, and provides 
all a tramper wa:ds or needs. It was hard 
to leave, but the lure of the Trail was beck
oning on. 

For the Long Trail is a delight. Its mag
nificent panoramas, its long leafy vistas, its 
sudden intimate glimpses of loveliness-a 
winding lane arched with slender birches, 
swung down by the weight of winter snow, 
a scarlet patch of b~chberries gleaming 
brilliant in the sun, clumps of coral mush
rooms to gather and cook over the coals-
all the varied charm of hills and woods, 
lakes and streams, to be enjoyed through 
vigorous days and enchanting nights. 

It is a strenuous climb. But a climb un
der the happiest conditions, the path good, 
and clearly . marked, plenty of shelter, wa
ter and fuel. If one plans equipment care
fully, so that clothing and food are ample, 
but not burdensome, no vacation could be 
more rewarding. 

We did not finish it. Two weeks, with 
plenty of time out for swims and fun took 
us only about 160 miles-just over half way 
to Canada, and we sadly "broke trail" at 
Pleiad Lake and came out to the railroad 
at Middlebury. But we are going back. 
And so must you, when you are ready for a 
honeymoon or for a short or long vacation. 
Once climb the "Ladder Tree" and you will 
know that no holiday plan could offer more 
-and at so small a cost! -of beauty, health 
and fun. 

Some Recent Trail Records. 
We find in the Norwich University Record 

an account of a hike over the Long Trail from 
the Long Trail Lodge to Mt. Mansfield by 
two N. U. students, Robert M. Simpson of 
Portsmouth, N. H., and Harold Rabidou of 
Northfield, Vt. Owing to an accident Rabi
dou dropped out before reaching Camel's 
Hump, but Simpson kept on and "completed 
the 106 mile tramp in five days. Ordinarily 
hikers use 11 days to make this distance." 
There appears to be something wrong with 
these figures. According to the guide book 
it is only 95.3 miles from the Long Trail 
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Lodge to the Summit House, Mt. Mansfield. 
Going int.o details the article says that the 
boys made the 24 miles between the Lodge 
and Mt. Carmel in one day. But the guide 
book says it is only 10.5 miles between these 
two points. Perhaps the Record will oe good 
enough to explain these discrepancies. 

Two Williams College students, John 
Cannon and Jackson Guernsey, tramped the 
entire length of the Long Trail from Wil
liamst.own t.o the Canadian line, starting 
June 17 at 6:30 a. m., and arriving at the 
border July 7 at 3:30 p. m., including one 
day resting. Their longest day was from 
Mt. Carmel to Lake Pleiad lodge, 19 miles. 
We have their detailed itinerary and append 
a few notes: 

Somerset Darn to Stratton Mt. "Swampy 
and trail wet. Cabin in bad order." Man
chester-Peru highway t.o Griffith Camp. 
"Trail from Styles blocked with fallen trees, 
worst part of wholfl trail." Lake Pleiad 
lodge t.o Cooley Glen lodge. Trail from 
Breadloaf Mt. to Mt. Woodrow Wilson not 
well marked from south t.o north. "Thought 
the Monroe Skyline the best part of the 
Trail." "Trail from Parker camp to Rit
terbµsh camp overgrown terribly; almost 
impassable." We have purposely quoted the 
criticisms and omitted the praise. The at
tention of the trail committee is called to 
the above. 

Couching Lion Fann. 
A recent visit t.o Prof. Will S. Monroe, at 

his farm half-way up the eastern slope of 
Camel's Hump (Couching Lion) on the Long 
Trail (Monroe Skyline) found him engross
ed in hie pleasures and duties (which are 
synonymous), caring for his extensive col
lection of forest and ornamental trees, his 
alpine and bog gardens, his fern collection, 
his flower and vegetable gardens, his arti
ficial pond, his pigeons, guinea and domes
tic fowls and his idolized dog, with the latch
string out and the glad hand awaiting any 
of his hosts of friends who make the pil
grimage t.o the farm. As a visit.or has writ
ten in the register: "A remarkable setting 
for a remarkable man." Here, surrounded 
by his books, the veteran teacher, author 
and trail builder is enjoying his otium cum 
dignitate in winter as well as in summer, 
content and happy, remote from the excite
ments and dissipations of urban life. Long 
may he continue t.o enjoy it! 

What Did President Coolidge Say? 
President Coolidge passed thru Vermont 

in a special train in September, and at 
Bennington made a few remarks, in the 
course of which he said, as reported in the 
Rutland Herald: 

"Vermont is a state I love. I could not 
look upon the peaks of Ascutney or Mans
field without being moved in a way that 
no other scene could move me." 

It seems strange that he should omit men
tion of Killington, the second highest peak 
in Vermont, which was a familiar sight t.o 
him during his boyhood days, now a part 
of the Coolidge Range. The report of the 
speech in the New York Herald-Tribune 
introduces a mo\lntain hithert.o unknown t.o 
Vermonters, making the President say: "I 
could not look upon the peaks of A.scutney, 
Whittier and Mansfield," etc. While there 
is no peak in Vermont named Whittier, 
there well might be, in recognition of the 
poet's stirring "Song a.f the Vermonters." 
It may be that the President named Ascut;.. 
ney, Killington and Mansfield, and that in 
the course of getting into print in the New 
York paper it became metamorphosed into 
Whittier. Perhaps one of his audit.ors, who 
remembers what he said, could enlighten 
us. 

Stratton Mountain 
We purpose giving, in this and subsequent 

issues, some account of a few of the more 
prominent mountains on the Long Trail. 
For our facts we shall be largely indebted 
to the book "Trails and Summits of the 
Green Mountains'', Prof. Walter C. O'Kane, 
author, Houghton Mifflin Co., Bost.on, pub
lisher, supplemented from other sources. 
We shall proceed from south to north, and 
begin with Stratton, so named from the 
town in which it lies, 43 miles from the 
Massachusetts line. It is a large moun
tain with a long and gently curving sum
mit, extending northeast and southwest. Its 
foundations are 1500 to 2000 feet above sea 
level, and its summit 3839 above sea, so that 
the climb t.o the top from a road on the 
south is less than 1500 feet. It is located in 
the midst of a wilderness, and can be reach
ed by the Long Trail from Bennington, or 
by motor from West Wardsboro along the 
highway that leads westerly, which passes 
the foot of the trail. A rough and little 
used road from the village of East Arling
ton also leads t.o it, but this has some steep 
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grades and is not always navigable by 
motor. In good weather this road is unique 
and interesting. 

The Long Trail follows this highway for 
abeut two miles, and passes a marker in
dicating the spot where a great Whig rally 
was held in July, 1840, which was addressed 
by Daniel Webster. The location has been 
described as "in the midst of a magnificent 
amphitheater of hills of at least five miles 
in diameter. It was far from the haunts 
of men, scarcely a house being visible." The 
attendance was estimated at from 10,000 to 
15,000, and, owing to the remoteness of the 
place, .the throng came prepared with ra
tions and tents and encamped over night. 
It must have been a remarkable scene, the 
mountain side illuminated with camp fires, 
and vocal with the songs and cheers of 
thousands of enthusiastic partisans, the 
central figure being America's g1·eatest 
orator .and statesman. 

There is a tower .on the summit, which 
is wooded, so that it is necessary to ascend 
the tower in order to get the view, which is 
an interesting one, though not as extensive 
as from mountains farther north. Peaks 
both of the Taconic and Green Mountain 
ranges are visible, some of the more prom
inent of which are Equinox, Dorset, Brom
ley and Killington. Also visible are Mounts 
Ascutney, and Sunapee and Monadnock in 
New Hampshire. A short .distance to the 
south may be seen Somerset Reservoir, a 
large body of water formed by damming a 
branch of Deerfield River, one of the larg
est dams and power developments in the 
country. 

What The Funny Men Say. 
My sense of sight is very keen, 
My sense of hearing weak; 
One time I saw a mountain pass 
But could not hear its peak. 

-Oliver Herford. 
Why, Ollie, that you failed in this 
Is :rwt so very queer; 
To hear its peak you should, you know, 
Have had a mountaineer. 

-Boston Transcript. 

Notes. 
The Long Trail Lodge has closed for the 

season. 

* 
The Lodge and adjacent buildings are 

now supplied with electric current from a 

main power line of the Pittsford Power Co. 
Hitherto the current has been furnished by 
a Delco system, which, with the growth of 
the plant, became heavily overloaded, with 
resulting inadequate service. No such 
trouble is anticipated for the future. 

• • * 
We have received a communication strong

ly controverting the advice of the guide book 
to "kill hedgehogs on sight", and advancing 
reasons and arguments. We shall have 
something more to say about this in the 
next issue. 

* * * 
The 7th edition of the guide book appeared 

about August 1, and is an improvement over 
its predecessors. It contains 91 pages and 
16 maps, including one of the Du Val trails, 
and is to some extent re-written and brought 
up to date. Get a copy for latest informa
tion. It may be had of the Secretary at 
50c, 52c postpaid. 

"' * * 
We wish to call the attention of our read

ers to the Mountain Magazine, a well edited 
and illustrated quarterly magazine edited by 
Raymond H. Torrey (published at Pleasant
ville, N. Y., at $1.00 yearly, sample copies 
25c). We are surei that all who are in. 
terested in mountaineering will like this 
magazine. Once a year it publishes a di
rectory of the Associated Outdoor Clubs of 
America. In the July issue Prof. Will S. 
Monroe began a continued article entitled 
"A Brief Survey of Outing Clubs" which 
will include the Green Mountain Club. 

* "' * 
As mentioned in our last issue the W or

cester Section have taken in charge that 
part of the Trail between Webster camp 
and Glastenbury Mountain, and have under
taken to re-locate some ten miles of it, so 
that it will pass over the summit of the 
mountain, a great improvement. Several 
parties have been there at work at different 
times, and good progress has been made. 
Another party from Worcester will be there 
October 12, 13 and 14, when it is expected 
that the job will be completed so that all 
travel hereafter will go via the new trail. 

* * * 
Address communications on Club matters 

to Miss L. M. Tye, Secretary, Mead Bldg., 
Rutland, Vt. 


