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Fay Fuller Camp. 

Nearly a hundred p ersons gathered in 
Hell Hollow, in the town of Woodford, on 
the Bennington section of the Long Trail, 
for the dedication of the recently completed 
stom hut, the •:ift of Fritz von llriesen of 
New York, and named m honor or !us wife. 
Both Mr. and Mrs. von Briesen were pres
ent. In the absence of the president, the 
vice-president of t:fie Club, Prof. R. H. 
White, of Middlebury, presided. H e intro
duced Mr. von Briesen, who explained that 
F a y Fuller is an enthusiastic mountaineer , 
with a number of outst anding accomplish
ments to her credit, among them the dis
tinction of having been the fi rst woman to 
make the ascent of Mt. Ranier and to pass 
the night on the summit. lfe said that the 
use of stone for +':le building was in the na
ture of an experiment, to determine the 
best type of construction for shelters on the 
Tra il. Log and timber shelters, he said, 
were not durable. Mr. and Mrs. von Brie
sen were given a vote of thanks, as was also 
B. F. Whitbeck, of Albany, who gave the 
site for the camp. Willis M. Ross of Rut
land spoke briefly on the Long Trail and 
what it has done for Vermont. The exer
cises were concluded by the reading of an 
elaborate detailed history of the Benning
ton Section of the G. M. C. by Dr. L. H. 
Ross~ its nrP~irl, '?'nt; \vi.th som~ .suggesti0H6 
:for the future. In closing he said: "I urge 
you all to use these lodges; to know and to 
love every foot of the Trail from the state 
line to the top of Glastenbury. Let this 
Trail and these lodges be a never ending 
source of enjoyment, wher e the girls can 
get r edder lips than can be obtained in any 
drugstore, and where the men can get a 
better waistline than can be secured in any 
town club-room." 

The shelter was built by Paul W. Thayer 
of W allingford, and its cost was about $850. 
It is built entirely of stone, except the roof, 
a nd is similar in type to the Governor 
Clement camp, south of Killington. It has 
two fireplaces, one for heating and one for 
cooking, and the bunks will accomodate 
16 persons. A ' cut of it has appeared in 

the Boston Globe, and we hope to present 
one in a future issue. 

The Long Trail in October, From 
Biistol to Canada. 

By FLORA B. SIAS 

(I n the A\1g ust News we pri nted an ac
co u11~ o.( a ~ramp uvc1 che Lo1Jg l'raii by lli. 
and Mrs. F. E. Sias, of South Hadley Falls, 
Ma s., in May, from East Wallingford to 
Lincoln Mountain, t hey h aving previously 
done the T1·ai1 fron1 its southern end to East 
Wallingfo1·d. In October they fini shed the 
Trail to the Canadian line. Below is an ac
count cf it. Mr. Sias is 68, and she is 60.) 

Leaving the railroad at New Haven Junc
tion, October 6, 1930, we boarded a bus at 
4 :45, arriving at Bristol 5 P. M. 

From there we rode with the Starksboro 
postman to the foot of the "Great Woods 
Road." 

Upon this road we started in the - dark, 
stepping upward and forward to the dash
ing music of wildly beautiful "Baldwin 
Brook." 

Presently the darkness was dispersed by 
beams of the rising moon. Emerging from 
the woods the road lay yellow; and under 
the full moon we covered the 5 W miles of 
highway toward the silvery heights. 

Passing J. Dwire's home at 8 P. M. we 
found the Long Trail sign, and all things 
shone under the moon, making a picturp in 

four cclors. WLte, blue, silver a :1d g'iay 
harmonizing a scene of astonishing beauty. 
We were nearing our first day's goal. 

Three more miles up 3000 ft. t o Glen 
Ellen Lodge. Soon our 17 lb. packs cut 
into shoulders and dragged at muscles. We 
realized that p erspiring under an October 
moon is no pleasanter than sweating under 
a June sun. Up! Up! Pulling on trees 
and rocks we raised our weary frames till 
at 11 P. M. pretty Glen Ellen Lodge was 
ours. Answering Pa's light a pleasant voice 
made melody in the brooding stillness. 
"Are you expecting to stay here tonight, 
I am Mrs. Wilson of Brooklyn. This boy 
is a first year Scout. We came in here at 
noon." After steeping some tea on the 
winged stove we turned to our bunk. 

Think of that intrepid pair! A 63 year 



2 THE LONG TRAIL NEWS 

lady and a small 13 year boy, who passing 
Battell Lodge early Sunday continued 
northward on the Lincoln Range till night 
overtaking them, they spread their rubber 
blankets on the ground, in that home of 
bears and wild cats, alone in the wilder
ness. 

Tuesday we visited the peaks of the Star~ 
family. Down 940 ft. to fair Birch Glen 
and its attractive lodge at noon. 

Sweeping upward the trail brings us to 
Cowles Cove lodge, open and airy, but too 
cold for October nights. 

We enjoyed splendid views from Burnt 
Rock's bold, bare dome. 

On this day our ejaculations of wonder 
and admiration found full expression; at 
the surprising succession of queer caves, 
strange ledges, and awful piles of rock. 
When early dusk obscured our course we, 
tho stepping cautiously, took many a slip 
and a stumble and once or twice a tumble. 
The welcome moon coming around showed 
us a ghostly ethereal region. 

Willing to call it a day and lay us down 
to sleep almost anywhere, we saw no suit
able spot. Inhospitable crags and pitfalls 
hemmed the trail. Passing Ira Allen, then 
Ethan Allen, we pursued the devious path 
by flashlight and by moonlight, slipping 
over and up sharp rocks or treading knee 
deep in mud thru an anxious black and 
silver dream. 

At 10 P. M. we gratefully retired to the 
warm soft bunks of Montclair Glen lodge. 

Wednesday the trail up to Camel's Hump 
was very pleasant and interesting. This 
lone pinacle affords the widest pan
orama. In short Camel's Hump gives the 
eyes a truly "Circular Tour." Down we 
dropped, beyond the huts to the spring of 
deliciou.s pure water. Then Spruce Knob 
kept us going up rocks and down rocks 
till 4 P. M. Stiffly we approached the 
farm at May's landing. There we stopped 
for a long sleep and we slept deeply 'till 
after milking Thursday morning when Mr. 
May rowed us over the shallow Winooski. 

We gazed enthralled down into the 
"Giants' Pot Hole" and could have remained 
longer but Bolton lodge seemed far away. 
However, we walked the delightful Trail at 
a good pace and were soon cooking a real 
meal at that elegant lodge. Refreshed and 
vigorous we reached Dunsmoor lodge with 
its fine lookout. Touching take Mansfield, 
then turning round up the steep road we 
hiked comfortably in gathering darkness. 
When a house appeared before us, we could 

not believe our eyes. Our flashlight re
vealed the sign, "James P. Taylor lodge." 

Here was a real home, neat and com
plete, even to woodbox and bookshelf. A 
door for protection and screened windows 
for fresh air made the night safe and com
fortable. While memory lives we shall re
call that night as the most beautiful of 
our 128 years. It was indeed a time· and 
a place set apart from common experience. 
In the exquisite moonshine the noble trees 
held magical power; and each twig, leaf, 
and blade of grass was instinct with in
dividual life and beauty. Leaving Nebraska 
Notch early Friday we were soon on Mans
field's Forehead, consuming lblueberries: .. · 

Along the enchanting heights we joyfully 
meandered. Altho a very pleasant day, 
heavy curtains of haze hung all along the 
horizon. We were charmed by near views 
of Stowe Valley and other lovely lowlands. 

We found the Taft lodge very hospitable 
and finding so much of interest on and 
about the mountain we rested, and wand
ered along the Fern Trail, Purgatory Hike, 
Wall Street, Caves, Lake of the Clouds, 
Chin, etc., all day Saturday. 

At evening we found f1ve others at the 
lodge. All went on quietly 'till long after 
dark when shouts down the trail apprized 
us that somebody was coming up. In stalk
ed 16 Dartmouth boys who cooked their 
supper and made things lively for a while 
then went out and climbed the Chin by 
moonlight. 

Ah! Majestic Smugglers Notch! Wise
ly we took the highway, gaining thrill
ing glimpses of mountain fastnesses, steep 
and dizzy walls and beautiful verdure. That 
is one beauty spot in this U. S. A. remind
fng us of Yosemite. How blue the October 
sky above the flaming trees ! 

Absorbed in the scenery we went on 'till 
we had climbed to Sterling Pond where we 
had our lunch. From the Notch to the 
Pond is always a wet trail even in October. 
Before dark we came to Whiteface with 
time to dry our footgear. Monday we pass
ed Gates camp then down Bear Hollow 
with its glorious blue sky and golden trees. 
Before noon we stopped at the home of 
Glen Tillotson. Then the highway, the 
Lamoille river and Marjorie Hulburd sec
tion, opening at Ithiel Falls camp ground. 

There at the highway and gate the signs 
are large and obvious, but inside, going 
north there are· so many paths and blazes, 
that we lost a precious hour seeking out 
the right trail and Mr. S. lost his temper 
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completely for the only time in all our 300 
miles of Vermont trail. It was exasperat
ing to lose time on a bright day. We rested 
on Prospect Rock with its Lamoille Valley 
views. Pushing on to Honted House we 
had a fair nights' rest, tho the woven wire 
bed was well sprung long ago. At dawn 
we wended our way up, then down to 
Codding Hollow, home of C. L. Hutchins. 
Then up Larraway mountain to the fascinat
ing Under Cliff Walk and the Lookout, all 
of which is easy walking and fine scenery. 
Down to Parker camp to prepare a warm 
dinner, then up the steep leaf-strewn 
logging-woods; later still down .roads to 
lonely,· gh~stly·•Badjer -Camp, old ,deserted 
buildings ·with stove outside. Pa placed 
barriers over the two stairways and closed 
the door, so nothing and nobody could come 
up stairs after us, and we enjoyed a long 
sleep on bare floor, spread with papers. 
Misty Wednesday morn we slipped down 
Devil's Gulch then around thru. the Needle's 
Eye, wild and dangerous, to Ritterbush 
Camp. 

The drizzly rain grew wetter so we stayed 
right there mending our raiment. Pa in
geniously affixed'aad slanted a board along 
the roof to lead the leaks away from the 
fern couch. After 12 hours' repose we 
climbed u.p onto Belvidere highway. Still 
in a cloud we ascended Belvidere. Did not 
go to the top in the gray mist. We did take 
a side trail of 50 rods 01· more to the large 
new Tillotson Lodge. This is suitable only 
for warm or at least dry weather and the 
nice little stove was broken. We ate a few 
dried apples and dragged our sopping feet 
over the ridges and down into Hazen's 
Notch. Darkness was obscuring the trail 
and blazes along the slippery, muddy way 
when ~e disce~ned. the faint ~utline of the 
cabin, just across the brook. 

Bless Fred Tucker, his cabin, and his 
memory! Soon our wraps were drying and 
supper cooking. The rain came down the 
stove pipe and lodged on the stove. We are 
afraid that excellent stove will soon be 
ruined. Friday after a grateful rest on a 
good mattress, when we had put in enough 
wood, we climbed out of the Notch and 
skirting the basin with Sugar Loaf on our 
right we passed along an easy pleasant ele
vation still under clouds but with occasion
al glimpses of sun-warm valley far below, 
until we dropped at last over the ridge to 
the enchanting great slanting pasture. Here 
three round Jays of marvelous blue shone 
against the gloriou.s sky! What a warm, 
bright vision! 

Fording Jay Brook we soon were on the 
cool meadow, and next we walked into the 
Demo home. All night wild winds tore 
thru the valley leaving snow and cold. Sat
urday, when the snow was gone, we ascend
ed Jay with high hopes but when near the 
summit a sudden blizzard laid inches of 
snow in a few minutes. Wet and tired we 
returned to the house. We waited for clear 
skies till Monday. At 8 a. m. we parted 
from our kind hostess and facing the blast 
we pursued the old Notch i·oad a few miles, 
then leaving the Long Trail took the high
way to North Troy. We had good views of 
Owl's Head and Bear as we hiked to Canada 
past post 588, bought tea at a French stand 
and hiked back to these United States. 

We have finished the Long Trail and it 
has not finished us-that is not yet. 

Dr. Louis J. Paris. 
It is with much regret that we have to 

make the announcement that Dr. Paris died 
November 9 in a hospital at Burlington, Vt. 
He was seized with a heart attack at the 
Public Library in that city, and did not 
recover. 

To the more recent members of the Clu.b 
his name may not mean much, as he has 
not been active in Club affairs of late years, 
but the old-timers knew him well and know 
that the Club owes him a heavy debt of 
gratitude. When it was young and feeble, 
he was one of the wheel horses in the work 
of building it up. He was one of the earli
est to join the Club, served as trustee and 
treasurer and corresponding secretary for 
many years, attended all of the meetings 
and addressed audiences where there was 
good to be done. The Club was his hobby, 
Innumerable were the letters he wrote to 
inquirers or to anyone who manifested an 
interest, and many letters and articles from 
his facile pen appeared in print. To him the 
Club owes much of its su.ccess in building 
up its present strong organization. The hos
pitality of his home was freely offered to 
hikers. It was to him that Professor Mon
roe went for counsel when he first conceiv
ed the idea of re-locating the Trail from 
Camel's Hump south, now known as the 
Monroe Skyline. He will be remember
ed for his wide reading, social attainments 
and courteous manners. 

At the funeral Prof. R. H. White of Mid
dlebury represented the trustees of the 
Club, and Prof. L. B. Puffer of Burlington 
the Burlington Section. 

The suggestion has been made that one 
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of the camps on the Trail be named or re
named for him as a memorial. We heartily 
endor.se that suggestion. 

Projected Camps. 

Three or four camps are on the list for 
building, viz.: at Little Rock Pond, Lake 
Griffith and Jay Peak. The first is await
ing permission from the owner of the land, 
or its acquisition by the government for a 
national forest. 

The one at Lake Griffith is also delayed 
till it is determined whether the land will 
become a part of a national forest. 

A camp was slated for Jay Peak, and 
$250 from the New York Section is on 
hand toward it. It is now been suggested 
that there should be two camps up there, 
one near Jay Peak and one near the Cana
dian border. So this project will remain 
in abeyance till this question is Rettl ~:d. 

Notes. 
Prof. P. C. Voter of Middlebury is en

joying his sabbattical year in Europe. In 
October he lectured on the Long Trail in 
the American church at Nice, France. 

Prof. W. S. Monroe, of Couching Lion 
Farm, sailed for England October 18, his 
principal object being research work in 
connection with a book on Walt Whitman 
for which he is gathering material. 

The Long Trail Lodge had an unusually 
long season, remaining open till October 14, 
and did the largest business on record, and 
we are glad to announce that a profit was 
made, instead of a deficit. The detailed re
port will appear in our next issue. 

The annual meeting of the Club will oc
cur on Saturday, January 10 next, probably 
at the usual place and time, the Berwick 
Hotel, Rutland, at 10 :30 a. m. Arrange
ments for the meeting have not yet been 
completed, but notices with details will be 
sent to members in due season. 

The late Miss Aurelia Harwood, of 
Los Angeles, Calif., a life member of 
the Green Mountain Club, was a noted 
mountaineer. The Sierra Club of California 
has built the Aurelia Harwood Memorial 
Lodge, which was dedicated on November 
16. It is situated about 60 miles east of 
Los Angeles, at an elevation of oveT 6000 
feet. 

In the account in the last News of the 
completion of the Jay Peak to Canada 
trail, the name of Bruce Buchanan, which 
was omitted by an oversight, should have 

figured prominently. H~ was the real orig
inator of the idea, and he induced his 
brother, Prof. Buchanan, to take it up. 
Both put in a deal of work on the project, 
freely contributed to the cause. 

Eiler N. Larsen, of Carmel, N. Y., ex
pects to be the first person to tramp the 
entire · length of the Appalachian Trail, 
from Mt. Katahdin in Maine to the vicinity 
of Atlanta, Ga. He arrived in Rutland from 
northern Maine on November 13, having 
covered 350 miles since August 14. He left 
the Long Trail at Shrewsbury, and planned 
to remain in Vermont till March and then 
set out, hoping to complete his tramp in 
May. He carried a 5 0 pound pack. 

The Providence, R. I., Evening Bulletin 
advocates the cutting of trails thru the 
woods of Rhode Island. It says in an article 
on the subject: "In Vermont, one may 
go from the Massachusetts border to Can
ada's southern boundary, over trails in use 
several years. Over-night lodges for the ac
comodation of hikers every ten or a dozen 
miles along their entire length. During the 
past summer more than 3000 persons from 
outside Vermont are said t<-' have used these 
trails for vacation hikes.'' 

Dr. Harry P. Nichols of New York City 
is a well-known mountain climber and has 
been a member of the Green Mountain Club 
for many years. He celebrated his eightieth 
birthday last September 3. He has climbed 
Mr. Washington times without number, 16 
times last summer alone . . A year or two ago 
he climbed some of the high peaks of the 
Canadian Rockies. In the course of an arti
cle on him in The Churchman the writer 
says: "All that Harry Nichols really cares 
about are mountains and men. And I am 
not at all sure that one may not erect <in 
adequate philosophy for time and et<ornity 
upon those two words." 

The Black Hawk Hiking Club of Rock 
Island and Moline, Ill., and Davenport, Ia., 
have what they call an Annual Big Hike, as 
we see from their last annual illustrated 
Bulletin. This year it took place July 19 t-:J 
August 3, and their destination was the 
Ozarks, in Missouri. The party of 16 all 
travelled in one bus, and apparently did no 
real hiking, to speak of. This was the 
eleventh trip of the kind, dur ing which they 
have visited New England, Canada, North 
Carolina, Pennsylvania, "and about two 
dozen other states." Well, they see· some
thing of the country in that way, if they do 
call it a "Big Hike". 


