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VOICES FROM THE "TRUNKS" 

PRES. LARRY DEAN 

We cannot begin to have space to quote ideas and 
words of appreciation to the Club from onr "tranks." 
We do feel that we shouid share parts 6f these mes
sages with our membership. We offer a few of the 
siftings, offering them "Wltagged," in the event that 
there are those who would wish it so. From these mes
sages you readers will sense hopes, true gratitude and 
the appreciation that the results of our limited eff om; 
don't "just happen." So, we present to our readers the 
"voices of the tfWlks": 

"I have no suggestions to make other than to ex
press the hope that under the difficult conditions, 
which are now prevailing, you are able to keep the 
trail pretry weU open." 

"I have spent many happy days on the Long Trail 
and joined the Club as I thought it the best way to 
show my appreciation and to make some comribu
tion." 

"Although I've done hiking and climbing in the 
White Mts., Rockies (4 summers) and in the Smokies, 
I find myself returning to Vermont more than any 
other place. I joined originally to encourage the facil
ities the Club was furnishing and have continued be
cause I believe in it-I have membership record back 
to 1920 and may have joined before that." 

"-a night at Pico shelter in a spirited snow flurry
the heautiful sunset from Willii; Ross, . the autumn 
splendor at Little Rock Pond and the sense of security 
on Killington' s rocky knob with the world stretched 
out below. After finishing those trips I was con
vinced that any club that would maintain a Trail for 
the free use of all surely deserved any small support I 
could off er, so I applied for a Membership at Large. 
After the War I predict that many of the "boys" will 
come back with a new desire for the rediscovery of 
our country and its hills and what could be a better 
way than to hike the Long Trail. I keep a worn out 
1935 edition of the Guide Book in my foot locker to 
always remind me of what I'm fighting for." 

"By the time I have any leisure for mountaineering, 
I shall presumably be past the age of any heavy climb
ing; but shall enjoy taking short walks on the Trail, 
and shall always take a keen interest in its upkeep for 

the benefitlof all those who can use it more actively." 
"In my case it was the inspiration the mountains and 

woods anywhere always give me, particularly those of 
Vermont. The moWltains of Vermont were intro
duced to me by the late Prof. W. S. Monroe in the 
summer of r 9 r 7. To be a member, even if inactive, of 
a club that educates our citizens to have a feeling for 
and appreciate the beauties of the Vermont Great 
Outdoors, is, I feel, a privilege." 

"Dr. Paris, of Burlington, (summer 1919) sent me 
a cordial invitation to join the Green Mt. Club. 
Mountain trails and huts do not just grow, so, I was 
very glad not only to join, but paid for a Life Mem
bership as my contribution towards the support of the 
club and the work it is doing." 

"The feeling of the Member at Large, who main
tains his connection though he lives far away and sees 
the Trail but rarely is very clear to me. The very 
rarity of our visits makes every moment there some
thing to be treasured, and we are deeply indebted to 
the Club which keeps the mountains open to us." 

"/ have often wondered if tmy missionary work had 
been done in the towns along the Connecticut River. There 
ought to be a little interest." (Italics mine. Ed.) 

"I am glad to tell you that this Down Easter started 
to contribute annual dues in appreciation of what some 
kind friends had done to make the Trail, to keep it 
cleared and marked. When my sons come home from 
the War we shall be back again." 

"Namely, I belong because I like to belong to organ
izations that are doing something to bring people 
closer to Nature." 

A list of those members who have responded to 
Pres. Dean's invitation to send him comments and 
suggestions on club and trail matters is given below. 

J. E. Burke, Washington, D. C.; Erma Clayton, 
Stowe, Vt.; Samuel Lamson Howell, Philadelphia, Pa.; 
Lt. Arthur R. Koerber, Boca Raton, Fla.; George A. 
R. Mead, Litchfield, Me.; Perley P. Ray, Brighton, 
Mass.; Hayward M. Severance, Los Angeles, Calif.; 
W. L. Skelton, Bath, Me.; Eleanor B. Stevens, Avon, 
N. Y.; John C. Wister, Germantown, Pa.; Grace H. 
Kent, Ph.D., Danvers, Mass. & Arlington, Vt. 

How about others for the next issue? The address is 
still Larry Dean, GMC Pres., 143 Howard St., 
Burlington, Vt. 
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NOTES ON MOUNTAIN-CLIMBING 

ARTHUR K. DAVIS 

Mountaineering is strictly a characteristic of mod
ern Western society. Elsewhere popular attitudes 
toward mountains have ranged from fear and worship 
to indifference. The Chinese keenly appreciate Nature, 
and a few peaks they hold sacred. But the Chinese are 
not mountaineers. Their supreme virtue, filial piety, 
forbids risking or maiming the body, and thus pre
cludes Alpine activity. The traditional ethic of China 
is harmonious adaptation to the world, not mastery 
of it. 

For a thousand years the Japanese have been climb
ing rn.ountains, but, till lately, only as pilgrims wor
shipping their many mountain deities . The Tibetans 
and the medieval Europeans peopled their mowttains 
with sprites and demons. Some of our own Indian 
tribes looked on the high places as the home of the 
Great Spirit. Throughout history the common atti
tudes toward mountains have been fear and rigid 
avoidance. 

Why did mountain-climbing become so prominent in 
the West? Only in the last century has it grown into a 
secular pastime pursued for its own sake. Mountain
eering stems partly from the Roman.tic revival which 
accomeanied the rise of industrial cities. We did not 
appreciate Nature t.ill we met a contrasting mode of 
life. Industrialism also provided a large class with the 
wealth and leisure to go mountaineering. Scientific in
terest was another motive drawing men to the moun
tains. Above all, mountain-climbing fittingly expressed 
a remnant of the Puritan moral zeal to re-mold the 
world-an ethos which gave the West its dynamic 
character, the opposite of Oriental traditionalism. 

Mountaineering styles roughly reflect national 
traits. Witness the craze for danger and mechanical 
aids among the German and Italian Alpinists during 
the 193o's, and the British climbers' great disgust at 
this obsession. The imitative Japanese copied the 
whole mountaineering complex about the turn of this 
century, but recently they have emphasized it as a 
means of training for conquest. Mountain-climbing as 
an end in itself thus remains uniquely Western. 

Today mountaineering combines health, athletic, 
scientific, and esthetic interests, and it gives scope to 
many a hobby. As a form of play, it brings relaxation 
and renewal. Encouraging specialized skills, it yet 
makes for a more unified outlook. It is closely related 
to the vital Western premise of individualism embody
ing its virtues of self-development and self-reliance as 
well as its flaws of over-competitiveness and isolation 
from the Grear Society. The climber is the apostle of 
the strenuous life, a rnikUy ascetic point of view com
mon in comfortable urban societies, and an admirable 
balance wheel therein. 

Climbing gives a sense of accomplishment, and is a 
source of prestige and a reputation for ruggedness in 

the eyes of one's hearth-bound fellows. This invidious 
aspect of its appeal is enhanced in that mountaineering 
is something of a leisnre activity, and hence a symbol 
of social status. Fortunately that aspect is not prom
inent. Mountaineering is a cult, and not a fashion. 

At once a craft, a sport, and a philosophy, the great 
zeal of its followers makes mountaineering basically a 
cult. Its essence is a characteristic spiritual animus im
plied in the thoughtful Jiterarure on mountaineering 
(most climbers come from the educated classes) as an 
unfolding of one's capacities in arduous cooperation, a 
quest for personal unity, a Faustean striving for re
vealing experience. I have called mountaineering a 
cult because many who climb share some of these 
values; and some, all; and they are thus marked off 
from the curious and the scoffers who casually visit 
the highlands. 

The attitudes which are the heart of the cult are 
fully as likely to be found among the many who tramp 
the friendly ew England slopes as among the few 
who struggle on the giant peaks of Asia. However 
humble our individual climbing achievements, we all 
walk in a great tradition. 

GOOD IDEA! 

The other day !,-excuse us,-we had a letter from 
Perley Voter of Middlebury, in which he mentioned 
a visit he had had with a former student from New 
Jersey, whose son had been on the Long Trail. We 
quote from the letter: 

"In the course of the conversation a suggestion came 
out which seemed to me to have some merit. These 
boys had a lot of equipment which they bought, and 
other things that they devised, and in the course of 
their experiences on the Trail they thought up im
provements atid new items which they figru:ed would 
be useful. In other words they had the experience that 
all of us have in our enthusiasm for the Trail, namely, 
that we begin to devise equipment and plan special 
ways of preparing food etc. It occurs to me that we 
might have a section of the NE.ws devoted to this son 
of thing,- new ideas for equipment, food, packing, 
clothing, tools, etc., in a way something like what is 
done in some of the other club magazines. I recall that 
after the last war I got some tips on certain Army 
equipment that were especially good, from some club 
magazine. One of the interesting things about the 
Yankee Maga7.ine was the swapping section. We might 
swap ideas, perhaps, instead of equipment.'' 

We are all for the above idea, and if our readers will 
furnish enough ideas, we'll set up a swapping column 
in the next issue of the NEws. 

EDITORIAL 

There is no space for an editorial this time,-post
poned to the next issue. 
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THE JOY OF THE TRAIL 
CORNELIA M. BAKER 

"But what's the point?" ask puzzled friends, 
"Just tell us where's the fun 
In walking miles with heavy packs, 
Rain-drenched or broiled by sun? 

No nice, soft beds or sudsy baths; 
Just stuff from cans to eat; 
Mosquitoes making hash of you 
From head to tired feet! 

We'll take our exercise," they say 
With sad and pitying mien, 
"At golf, or something sane like that, 
With lots of rest between!" 

No use explaining, for I've tried 
To give them all my reasons. 
To understand they'd have to know 
The Trail in all its seasons. 

It's the scent of balsam, 'fat' pine smoke, 
And sun-soaked earth, and ferns; 
The sight of distant peaks and sky, 
And green glades round the turns; 

The sound of deep-woods songsters' notes, 
And the feel of mountain air; 
The springing earth beneath your feet
N o hard stone pavement there. 

And then, there's self-sufficiency
The good to soul and mind 
In making bed and fire yourself 
Just out of what you find. 

Laughing at rain, and loving sun, 
Forgetting nerves and worry, 
Measuring time by light and dark, 
No noise, or fuss, or hurry. 

You see, it's something words can't tell
Just what it does to you. 
You love it, or you don't, that's all. 
I thank the Lord I do! 

In the "Najerog Flickerings" of August 12, pub
lished by the boys of Camp Najerog, Wilmington, 
Vt., is this note: 

LONG TRAIL WORK PARTY.- the following 
is excerpted from a letter from Louis Bigelow, Chair
man of the Trails Committee of the Worcester Section 
of the Green Mountain Club: "Thank you for your 
report on trail work. I am deeply grateful for the big 
help you have given us in our hour of need. I felt that 
there was plenty of work needed all the way south 

from Black Branch, and particularly from Caughna
waga to Glastenbury Mountain. I feel now that things 
are in fair shape on all the Worcester Section for this 
season, and I want your boys to know that I appreci
ate greatly your cooperation and good work. Greet
ings to you all!" 

ON WALKING 

An interested reader of the NEWS recently sent the 
editor a clipping from a forty-four year old magazine, 
with an article on walking, by an unknown writer. 
Unfortunately there is not space to reprint it in full, 
nor can we give proper credit to the author, but the 
following selection may appeal to the members of our 
club. 

Most men walk merely to arrive. To such the right 
flavor of walking is not known; though chance may re
veal to them the unsuspected good, and so kindle a 
longing for the proper bliss of the walker. The true 
pedestrian knows that the means is itself an end. Not 
for liim 'so many miles and then begins the actual 
business,' but 'so many miles of utterly fulfilled con
tent'; and if at the road's end he find some pleasant 
hostelry, with fire and food and all manner of cheer, 
this is but the fair setting of the stone, not the gem's 
perfect self. Not that the walker scorns good enter
tainment, or fair weather, or congenial fellowship. His 
feet are on the earth; he is no detached dreamer; and 
all these things may be accounted part and parcel of 
his pleasure without disloyalty to the pedestrian creed. 

Walking is not merely moving two legs rhyth
mically over certain intervals of ground. It is the 
primal and the only way to know the world, the de
liberate entering into an inheritance, whose parts are 
wind and weather, sky and prospect, men and animals, 
and all vital enjoyment. The bicycle has some advan
tages in point of speed, but it is a foe to observation. 
All carriages, whether propelled by horse or motor, 
destroy all feeling of achievement. The very word 
'mile' is a walker's word,---mille passus-a thousand 
double-paces. So the Roman legions measured their 
conquering advances; so the legion of pedestrians esti
mates its conquests of the day. 'So many thousand 
buffets have mine own two feet given the resisting soil 
'twixt sun and sun; so many thousand times have the 
good muscles of calf and thigh lent their elastic force.' 
What has the dusty reader of figures on a dial to 
match with that? 

Only to those who will drink is the water good; one 
does not describe beverages to the thirsty: they would 
rather taste. So to the uneasy loiterer at home, to him 
who has found in gasoline only vanity and a striving 
after wind, to all who hunger for they know not what 
diversion, I offer no guide-books of the journey, seek 
to convey no colors of the walker's paradise; enough 
to point the entrance of the way, and give the pass
word: 'Forward, march!' 
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BIRTHDAY! 

That inveterate hiker, whose durability seems to be 
in inverse proportion to his size, Mr. Fred Mould, had 
a birthday, his seventy-sixth, on August 17. Writing 
to the editor later, he spoke of returning "from a two 
day hike-of twenty to twenty-two miles between 
Forestdale and Sucker Brook Shelter.-If a hiker 
could travel fast enough so he would hit only the high 
spots, that would simplify hiking, but might be too 
dangerous-I have just written to Roy Buchanan
and told him how I lost my glasses on the way, and 
found them the following Tuesday within two miles 
of the starting point, at Cape Lookoff Mt. I do not 
know the why of that name. I could not see anything." 
(Does anyone know the why?) 

Fred, you know, is the father of Mrs. Cornelia 
Mould Baker, without whose assistance it would be 
hard to fill the pages of the NEws. 

WATCH YOUR STEP BOYS! 

From The Burlington Free Press-Nov. 15, 1944 

Leland M. Brown, assistant treasurer of the Burling
ton Savings bank, laughs about the whole thing now. 
But it was no jokingmatterwhenheaccidentally slipped 
off a boulder into the ice cold water of one of Joiner 
Brook's deep pools on Bolton mountain late Sunday 
afternoon. 

In sight of T.Sgt. Kenneth B. Fisher, Brown slid 
olf the big rock into the pool some 1 z feet below and 
disappeared beneath the water falls which had gouged 
out the pot hole at this point. 

"The ·water falling on my head kept me under and 
I swallowed quite a lot of it before I could fight my 
way to the top," related Brown yesterday in conform
ing the accident, which might have ended tragically. 

After gaining the surface, it was but a matter of 
moments for Brown to swim downstream around the 
boulder, despite his watersoaked woolen clothing, and 
gain the safety of an embankment with the assistance 
of Sgt. Fisher. 

Lost His Glasses 

A hike of a mi le or more to Bryant's Lower camp, 
a change of clothing, some hot tea and Brown was 
none the worse for his experience except that he left 
behind him at the bottom of the pool his glasses which 
the falling water knocked off. He didn't bother to go 
back to look for them. 

"The water's too deep there and mighty cold. I was 
lucky I didn't hit my head on a stone," he added. 

Others in the mountain-climbing party were 
Laurence W. Dean, Prof. Roy 0. Buchanan, Jerry 
Grow and Miss Janice Byington. 

A REPORT FROM THE 
WORCESTER SECTION 

The Worcester Section of the G.M.C. has worried 
along through the last three months with seven hikes, 
two mid-week gatherings and a business meeting and 
a hobby show. 

The hikes might be brushed aside with We met, We 
hiked, We ate, We talked and We left; but-

WE MET other folks with the same purpose as 
we-to enjoy the fresh air, recreation and congenial 
companionship of an outing. We met the familiar faces 
that we can always count on and we met the ''tran
sients" who get out with the club as often as they can. 
It is surprising how many of our members come out 
alone when their fr iends can't make it, as they are sure 
of company when they arrive. 

WE HIKED over ever-changing trails, picking out 
the regular landmarks and calling each other's atten
tion to the less obvious treats of nature. Some hikes 
were longer than others, and at times some of the 
group would choose a shorter way back. The leaders 
tried to suit the speed and distance to the majority of 
hikers, suggesting alternate routes for the rest. 

WE A TE together. Usually it was supper, and 
often folks who could' not make the hike would come 
out and join us for supper. As a rule, each brought his 
own meal and coffee was prepared for all. Some of the 
crowd cooked, and others had cold suppers, but the 
companionship of eating together made the meal com
plete. Whenever possible we ate outside, but the out
ings were always arranged so that we had shelter at 
mealtime if necessary. 

WE TALKED about things of interest to all of us 
The main topic of conversation being the latest news 
from our overseas members, closely followed by news 
of our members in camps at home. We were happiest 
when any of the boys or girls got a furlough that gave 
them a chance to be with us. 

WE LEFT reluctantly at the close of the day, glad 
we could have been out with the club and determined 
to get out as often as possible in the future. 

The mid-week gatherings enabled some members 
who are tied down week-ends to enjoy the fellowship 
of an outing. At one of these we had a "Pool Picnic." 
Ever tty one? Soup was prepared for the group. All 
lunches (Sandwid1cs had been specified) were con
fiscated . The sandwiches were quaitered and placed 
together on large platter~. All pastry and fruit were 
combined in rwo assortments. No one ate his own 
lunch, but everyone had a grand meal! 

Business meetings are necessary, and after our 
October meeting we had a local speaker who makes a 
hobby of hobbies. After his talk we adjourned to an
other room for refreshments and then to look at the 
Hobby Show. Many members had brought displays, 
and we got a different slant on each other than we ever 
had before! 

}ESSIE PHILLIMORE 


