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JAMES P. TAYLOR 

Jim Taylor is gone-Jim Taylor, who founded the 
Green Mountain Club, and who so loved the State of 
Vermont and its Green Mountains that he gave to their 
service the greater part of a long life. The Green 
Niountain Clul:J JOins all other luyal V1:nnonters, 
wherever they may live, in sorrow at his passing. 

James Paddock Taylor was born in Hamilton, New 
York, September 9, 1872. Following his graduation in 
1895 from Colgate University, where he was honored 
by election to Phi Beta Kappa, he spent some time in 
graduate study at Harvard and in Germany, and after 
his return to this country he was for several years a 
member of the faculty at Colgate. Then he came to 
Vermont as an educator, and it was while he was 
teaching at Vermont Academy at Saxton's River that 
he became interested in the Green Mountains. He was 
attracted by their beauty and their possibilities for 
healthful recreation, but disappointed to find that few 
had trails to their summits. Most men would have been 
content to develop one or two of the major peaks near 
the school, but Jim Taylor had a broader and a nobler 
vision. He conceived the idea of a continuous trail the 
whole length of the Green Mountain Range, a Foot
path in the Wilderness more than two hundred and 
fifty miles long, from Massachusetts ~o Canada. There 
was then, nearly forty years ago, no similar trail in 
the country, and there was neither an organization to 
undertake irs construction nor money to have it done. 
These obstacles neither deterred nor discouraged Jim. 
With his persuasive manner and his boundless emhusi
asm he soon convinced a small but active group of 
Vermonters that they should establish the Green 
Mountain Club, whose primary purpose should be to 
construct the Long Trail. 

This was merely a beginning of Jim Taylor's long 
record of public service. More than twenty-five years 
ago he became executive secretary of the Vennont 
Scace Chamber of Commerce, and for all that time he 
travelled up and down the srate, promoting with force
ful arguments one public improvement after another. 
He was a tireless booster for better roads, more 
attractive town reports and the abatement of stream 
pollution, and what is more, he g0t resulrs, even in 
conservative Vermont. The crusade against water 

pollution was his last great effort, and he died before 
the fight was won, but his work will long be remem
bered by those who will carry on the struggle in years 
to come. 

On last September 6, tired from long years of uphill 
fighting, lame from a hip broken in a fall on rhe ice last 
winter, lonely, since he had no immediate family, and 
with age creeping on, Jim felt the urge on a soft autumn 
day w b-..: alone with narure. He could no longer hike 
the mountains, so he hired a taxi to take him to the 
Sandbar Inn on South Hero island in Lake Champlain. 
He sent the car back to Burlington, saying that he 
would call up when he wanted to return home, rented 
a boat as he had done at times before, bought some 
cigars and rowed out on the placid lake to drink in the 
sunshine and enjoy the beauty of the clear water and 
the green hills. Some rime later he was seen rowing 
aimlessly about and, we wish to believe, having a 
wonderful time. 

And then, late that afternoon, an empty boat drifted 
ashore on the Sandbar. In it were Jim Taylor's cane 
and a few cigars, melancholy reminders of the man to 
whom our state and our club owe so much. What had 
happened? No one will ever know, though it is not 
hard to guess. Six days later, after an intensive search 
had been abandoned, the body was found by two young 
fishermen, and brought back to Burlington, where Mr. 
Taylor was a member of the First Baptist Church. 
Later the body was cremated, and Mr. Taylor's surviv
ing relatives, two sisters and a brother, have agreed 
that his ashes shall remain in the state he loved so 
deeply. A final resting place has yet to be chosen, but it 
will probably be in the Green Mountains where, we 
think, he would have wished it to be. Many have sug
gested that it should be somewhere on the Long Trail. 
Surely no more fitting spot could be found. 

The Montpelier Argus quotes Gov. •mest W. 
Gibson as saying: ((Jim Taylor was one of the most 
colorful figures in Vermont and was ever industrious in 
crusades for the betterment of the state. He was a mosr 
unselfish man who sought only the advancement of the 
state and never sought anything for himself. At the 
time of his death he was striving fol' the elimination of 
pollution from the lakes and streams of the state, and 
his memory in this regard will be cherished by those 
who live ro carry on this endeavor. As the .fight co 
solve the pollution problem is waged in the years to 
come, by those who take up where he left off, he will 
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be remembered as the 'Champion of Clean Waters'." 
This was only one of the phrases bestowed on him 

by his admirers for the various activities in which he 
was engaged. He was also characterized as the "Father 
of the Long Trail" and as the "Founder of the Green 
Mountain Club." 

VERMONT LIFE 

Doubtless many of our readers are already sub
scribers to the splendid quarterly magazine with the 
above name, published by the Vermont Development 
Commission at Montpelier. We know of no place 
where more real beauty and entertainment can be 
bought for a dollar than through a subscription to 
Vermont Life. The editor? Earle Newton, h~s a ~e
markable ability for findmg people who will write 
excellent art~cles about Vermont su_bjects, and beautiful 
pictures to illustrate them,-and if necessary he can 
write himself. As his distinguished editorial associates 
he has Walter Hard, Vrest Orton and Arthur Wallace 
Peach. 

In the last issue of Vermont Life, for Autumn, 1949, 
there is published a fine article describing a trip on the 
Long Trail from East Clarendon to Tucker Lodge, by 
Hans Burkhard. It is the sort of story that I am sure 
will attract all nature lovers who read it to our Footpath 
in the Wilderness, whether they all get to hike on it 
or not. The article is well illustrated, though the 
clothing of the feminine hikers in one picture looks. a 
bit antiquated, maybe because the picture was taken m 
1927. We have only one real criticism to offer. The 
article is accompanied by a full page map of Vermont 
and the Long Trail that is so out of date that we are 
very glad the name of the Green Mt. Club does not 
appear anywhere on it. We hope no one tries to use ~t 
as a guide to drive in Vermont, for every U. S. route is 
numbered wrong, and the Long Trail is shown stopping 
at Jay Peak instead of continuing to the Canadian 
border. 

Just in case you have,.not seen Vermont Lif e, we are 
reproducing herewith, A.J with their permission, Mr. 
Burkhard's article. We wish right here co express our 
gratitude to Mr. Newton and. Mr. Burkhard for 
allowing us to print,-

HOBNAILS AND HOLIDAYS 
Trails are not dust and pebbles on a hill, 
Nor even grass and wild buds by a lake; 
Trails are adventure and a hand to still 
The restless pulse of life when men would break 
Their minds with weight of thinking. Trails are peace, 
The call to dreams, the challenge to ascent . ... 
Who breaks a trail finds labor that is rest. 

HELEN FRAZEE-BOWER 

Horus ago I gracefully left behind the broad high
way and man's habitations. And as I was listening to 
the bird.songs and enjoyed the sight of Bower and tree 
and the soft rustle of the wind, gradually the sense of 

hurry and press has been slipping from me. Once again 
I am walking Vermont's famous Long Trail, blissfully 
and happily alone. . . . . . 

This time my startmg pomt is where the trail climbs 
out of Clarendon Gorge, crosses highway and railway 
and winds up a hill sorely cluttered with fallen trees. 
I soon passed the shelter in its beautiful grove of 
Balsam and Spruce trees, crossed the tumbling brook, 
well on the way now toward Governor Clement shelter 
and Killington Peak. 

On the bare top .of that first hill I was rewarded 
with a beautiful view and later, descending' into the 
valley, ic was the bi.l"dlife especially that gave 1:11e joy. 
In years to come I am certain that I shall associate the 
Cold River valley with some of the most memorable 
evidences of birdlife, long after I shall have forgotten 
the heat of the day, the mosquitoes and the tough trail. 

Gov. Clement shelter was bathed in warm evening 
sunshine when I came out of the deep woods into the 
open clearing. It was a most welcome sight, long an
ticipated and now rightfully won by hours of good 
hiking. There is a clear b~~k nearby and on the fire
place in front of the cabm It was good to cook my 
supper. Then, the dishes washed and the bedding in the 
bunk made extra soft by the addition of a few armfuls 
of fresh balsam twigs, I knew I had gained the time of 
day to give myself to the pure enjoyment of ~ll that 
unexploited nature .has co off er. The sky with the 
setting sun was a symphony of color. The woods 
nearby and the hills further away merged ioto one 
great spectacle. And not the eyes only, but the ears 
also are invited to the feast. The evenmg song of the 
birds was like a lullaby. There was a thrush, reminding 
me, as I followed his cadences, of Browning's words: 

"That's the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over, 
lest you should think he never could recapture 
That first fine careless rapture!" 
Once more I realized how these few lines expressed 

so much of what many of us seek in these beautiful 
and lonely places and hope to find again: The first fine 
careless rapture ... something we may have in a lifetime 
possessed but once or twice; something our daily work 
and everyday experience is apt to destroy or at least 
bury under the manifold assaults of the crass outside 
world on the inside self. 

The next day dawned clear and beautiful and after a 
leisurely breakfast I was headed northward and up
ward. For a time it was windy, but a perfect day for 
hiking, clear, sunny and not too hot. It might also turn 
out, I hoped, to be a day for some good thinking. . 

It always surprises me to be asked, when I am tellmg 
of the Long Trail and my lone wandering, what I was 
thinking about during all those l~ng h?urs, days some
times, without human companionship. The answer 
usually is: That all depends. It depends on the .par
ticular conditions of the trail; on whether new sights 
attract my attention; it depends on the weather, but 
pro_bably most of all on th_e mental condition in ger,ieral 
I started out with. Sometimes the few days on this or 
some other trail have been my escape, pure and simple, 
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from the pressure of the workaday world, the job, the 
people around me; escape into the simplest form of 
living and into partaking of those things which natore 
spreads in such luxurious bounty before us; enjoyment 
0f that superior feeling of almost absolute independence. 

Not to be waited on, not having to wait on anybody; 
carrying on one's own back all that is necessary for 
the satisfaction of the needs of tbe body; chopping the 
wood that cooks the simple meal; cutting the branches 
that provide a soft 'bed' for the night; to some, all this 
is silliness, and to some of us it is part of a grand 
ecstasy. 

Hiking the Long Trail is my recreation. Let the 
fisherman wade his shady pools and brooks; let the 
hunter follow the game in the deep of the forest; let the 
Youth Ho relers pedal their bicycles over the wide 
country-side. Vermont has to give everyone according 
to his taste. But give me the Long Trail to tramp on . 
Hiking the Long Trail combines admirably real solitude 
with elementary shelter and comfon. It provides wide 
views that challenge the imagination and again it 
creates the feeling of closeness to all things in narure. 
Hiking the trail is good for th body as well as for the 
soul; good for the body because the shelters are never 
too far from each other. There is no need for strenuous 
overexertion, you don't have to be a youngster to take 
it (I am over 50 myself), and yet each day finds you 
further along, a mountain conquered, a new shelter 
gained and the senses sharpened for more. 

The mere, but complete, separation from the fretting 
and exacting life among the multitudes is tremendously 
helpful-a sort of ovenure. Once the lungs have been 
filled with the clean Vermont mountain air and the 
eyes have been washed with the cold, clear water of the 
Green Mountain streams, real re-creation can begin. 
Here in Vermont, where the mountains are not too 
majestic and yet demand respect, and where contempla
tion is mingled with exaltation, I am blessed with that 
most precious experience: I possess my soul in peace. 

"Here approach the peaceful but rapid moments that 
have given me the right to say, I have lived .... I got 
up at sunrise, and was happy; I roamed the forest and 
hills, I have wandered in the valleys, I read, I did 
nothing ... and happiness followed me everywhere." 
These lines from Jean Jacques Rousseau have a clearer 
ring when read by the trailside than they ever had when 
first discovered by lamplight in the city. 

In the meantime, the trail has led me higher and 
higher along the side of Killington Peak and before I 
know it, I have reached Cooper Lodge. What a grand 
location and what a fine lodge! The hillside here is 
steep and over the top of the young spruces and balsams 
the view out of the window is sweeping. I reconnoitered 
around a bit in the little meadow below the cabin and 
was delighted to find so much color: deep-orange 
hawkweed in profusion, visited by many butterfles; 
sedate patches of bunchberry flowers with their pure 
white bracts, like petals spread on top of the bright 
green leaves. 

During the afternoon, there seemed to be some 

thunderstorms up and down the valley, but by evening 
the sky was bright and clear again. So I sat myself near 
the window, and with the beautiful view in front of 
me, did a little reading, a lot of thinking and a bit of 
writing. 

Dusk and dark have come. From far down the valley 
a few scattered lights send a cheery greeting, a few 
hoot-owls answer each other not far off and after a 
long, last look at the starstrewn heavens and a silent 
prayer of thanks, it is time to turn in. 

The night was quiet and warm and only the noise of 
a few porcupines disturbed my sleep. All during the 
morning, great masses of clouds had been riding in a 
deep blue sky and only now and then a threateningly 
black one would come along. Then, all of a sudden, 
the world turned dark. Like a curtain of mist and rain 
being pulled over it, the landscape disappeared and only 
the tips of the trees at the edge of the clearing still re
mained. For the next quarter of an hour I really felt as 
if I was in the very center of the thunderstorm, the 
claps of thunder reverberating from the side of Killing
ton back of me most beautifully. I am inclined to think 
that this half hour in the midst of the storm and es
pecially the most wonderful sight of the change of 
colors before and after the storm were worth the trip 
up here all in themselves. 

For a while everything was bathed in a breath-taking, 
unusual blue-green light, turning the spruces and 
balsams into a true blue and then changing slowly into 
sepia and gray. A symphony of color played just for 
my benefit! Suddenly I became aware that for the first 
time since I have been up here, the wind had stopped 
entirely and the rain came down in straight lines. Some 
thrushes came very close to the cabin, seeking shelter 
under the low branches and it was fun to watch them 
chasing around and playing on the ground. 

Then, swiftly as it had come, the storm blew over. 
With a magic hand the curtain was withdrawn to the 
right and to the left and down in the distant valley 
glittered a little pond in the brilliant sunshine again. 

And now, the old restlessness has caught my heart 
once more. Now I shall wander through the rest of the 
day. I shall get wet from the hips down, I know, the 
grasses and the shrubs along the trail will shower me 
with a myriad of sparkling drops, but I shall wander in 
a world freshly washed and bung full of countless 
diamonds. So it's pack-up time-a last lingering look 
at Cooper lodge and I was off for Pico shelter and Long 
Trail Lodge. The world hung full of jewels, breaking 
the bright sunlight into all the colors of the rainbow 
and the birds were singing with the renewed vigor to 
be observed after a storm and there were many beauti
ful views. Looking ease into New Hampshire from 
Pico shelter I found the most magnificent spectacle. By 
the lase light of day I arrived at Tucker Lodge, pre
pared a hasty meal and then spent a luxurious night, 
thanks to the extra fine mattresses found there. 

And this was as far north as I hiked this year. But I 
could not leave the Green Mountains without a short 
visit to one of the loveliest and my favorite spot on 
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the Long Trail. Near South Wallingford Little Rock 
Pond nestles in a beautiful forest and mountain setting. 
When I arrived there a wisp of s~oke rose from the 
rock in front of the shelter.Voices came over the water. 
After a few days of aloneness on the trail I felt a keen 
sense of curiosity and anticipation, remembering so 
many former occasions when I had found fellow
wanderers with whom it was the most natural and 
pleasant thing to become good friends. Walking for 
days all alone is one thing, greatly to be cherished, and 
swapping yarns with comrades in front of an open tire 
as night fa lls ls another . There exists a fellowship 
among those who love the wilderness of the Long 'frail 
and talking of our joys and tribulations while following 
the winding path through the deep woods and barren 
uplands creates a feeling of brotherhood that is more 
than satisfying. 

Later I was alone again. Thankfully I was thinking 
over these last few days and what they have given me. 

I went out seeking and I found: peace of mind and 
joy for eye and ear, happiness in small things along the 
Long Trail and inspiration in wide, challenging views. 

And when, reluctantly, I had to turn down into the 
valley again it was with the firm resolution that I shall 
come back. Come back for more of the blessings that 
are to be found on the Long Trail and in Vermont's 
Green Mountains. 

1949 INTERSECTIONAL 
. By FRED FIELD 

From Smoke and Blazes 

The LoNG TRAIL NEws mentioned recently that 
little had been heard from the different sections. If the 
Sections attended more get-togethers like the recent 
lntersectional, they would get all the news. This was 
one of the most interesting features of the meet in my 
opi11ion and to many others, I know. At the Saturday 
night campfire someone representing each Section 
pre-sent gave the highlights of their club activities and 
what they knew of trail conditions. We all were very 
interested and wished there had been more than 4 
Sections present. 

Altogether about 3 5 rook advantage of the excellent 
weacl1er and hiking offered by our hard working com
mi ttee at the Perkins' camp in Mendon Aug. 27- 28 . 
Some of us were fortunate to be able co go up for the 
night of the 26th and others were less fortunate to be 
able to stay through the thunder storms of the night of 
the 28th. Hikes had been planned for not only Blue
ridge, but also Tucker, Pico, Killington, Noyes Pond, 
and other woodland trails. We waited until we knew 
how many wanted to go here or there and then off we 
went. There were at least 2 trips up Blueridge, and 
one to Noyes Pond, also one to the beaver dams north 
on the Elbow Road. The weather was warm and sunny 
so the scenery was beautiful and picture taking was in 
order. 

The Section committee took care to see that plenty 
of coffee was available to the other campers, also 

wood, tents and fireplaces. Since I was a camper in a 
tent I can vouch for the super job done. The camping 
site was perfect and although I did chop wood, I did 
not have to go far to get it. The camping site had been 
arranged and built by some Girl Scouts, so there was 
nothing lacking. 

Speaking of our sleeping, whereas most of us were 
in tents, there are now two of our clan who know the 
trials and tribulations of the tropical hammocks. At 
least they know not to swing them over a stone wall. 

The three Sections represented beside Killington, 
were Bennington, Worcester, and Brattleboro. The 
Saturday night campfire featured also community sing
ing with delighcful solos by Jim Greene of Worcester 
and Harold Valiquette of Rutland. We even had some 
square dancing on the green in front of cl1e house, a 
good baseball game with Thelma Perkins as the only 
lady batter, and several of the more ambitious played 
horseshoes. Ted Goddard and John Paulson furnished 
tender, yellow corn for everybody at Sunday dinner. 

There is no doubt that everyone had a good time. 
We wished that more of the Sections could have taken 
part-it is good for us to get acquainted anµ learn 
about other Section activities. 

Thank you again to all of you who worked so to 
put this over. You did a great job. 

WAS IT A DREAM? 
Last night I had a horrid dream. 
The postman shook my bed. 
He handed me my "Long Trail News" 
And this is what I read: 
"Teddy Captures San Juan Hill" 
"Bismark Leads The Prussians" 
''Seward Buys That Bleak And Chill 
Alaska From The Russians" 
"Grant Takes Sword From General Lee" 
"Lincoln Is Elected" 
"Europe And America 
By Cable Are Connected" 
"British Sign To End The War" 
"Mob Spills Tea In Boston" 
"Pilgrim Fathers Step Ashore ' 
From Ocean They Were Tossed On" 
"At Shakespeare Critics Nod Their Heads" 
"Plague Strikes London City" 
" 'America Is Full Of Reds', 
Columbus Tells Committee" 
Vainly I searched on every page 
For News that was more up to date. 
At last I awoke at the height of my rage. 
It must have been something I ate! 

There was no signature attached to the above 
effusion, so we think it must be by that prolific author, 
A. Nonymous. 

NOBODY KNOWS US 
Let any Green Mountain Club member who thinks 
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the club is so well known it needs no publicity read 
the following post card that came to the editor from 
Miss Tye on September 1. 

"I received the usual papers from the Lane Press 
seating the NEws was on its way- that was early last 
week- it did not show up during the week or yester
day, but th.is noon in came two fellows with the NEws 
-saying they had the material on their truck for over 
a week but could not find where the Green Mt. Club 
was located-no one seemed to know or ever heard of 
it-Folks sure are funny-they evidently never read 
anything but the movies, etc.-1 suggest that on any 
further packages sent to the Green Mt. Club, be sure 
to have an address-such as- Room r, Mead Bldg., 
Rutland, Vermont., or-in care of the Chamber of 
Commerce. I told them they had not called the Cham
ber which they usually do when they can't locate a 
party-they said no we didn't, but at last we have 
come to you. 

"Just be sure to tell Lane to put an address on it
since we are so new in town we are not well known
! don't expect the Cops to know us-but seems as if 
some folks would." 

Lu Tye. 
Yes, folks sure are funny, and we mean both funny, 

Ha Ha, and funny, peculiar. If anyone wants to write 
to club headquarters, note address above. 

NEW YORK SECTION NOTES 
As befits an early fall record, the New York Section 

reports a lot of work done. During the summer, its 
construction program on the Long lJ:ail was continued. 
A new lodge (its name not decided at this writing) was 
erected on Gleason Brook somewhat more than a 
mile south of the Winooski River. Visitors report that 
this 1 2' x r 8' structure is a beauty spot. It stands on 
the edge of a deep ravine, and a pool at the foot of the 
cascade is about fifteen feet long and deep enough for 
swimming. The construction work was done by 
President Roy 0. Buchanan and members of the Long 
Trail Patrol. The New York Section contemplates 
more construction in the Camel's Hump area next year. 
This will be welcome news to old friends of the Monroe 
Skyline lJ:ail, who may then revisit the area and find 
five closely-spaced modern structures are available to 
them. The Montclair Glen camp, largely paid for by 
the New York Section, and erected by President 
Buchanan and a trail crew, has been used during the 
past season with satisfaction by many hikers. 

Conservation is a continuing responsibility of the 
Section, and committee chairman Helen Raymond has 
ananged many meetings for study and information. 
Ourdoors there were walks to observe a special soil 
conservation project in the Watchung Mountains of 

ew Jersey, and at TI1endara, discussions by a member 
of the ew York State Forestry Service, by Dr. John 
Small of the New Jersey State College for Women, and 
a staff member of the Trailside Museum of the Inter
state Park. A discussion of the proposed Island Beach 

National Monument will feature the next monthly 
dinner meeting. 

As usual, reports of vacations showed that the 
G.M.C. had gone far and wide. A camping party in 
the Wind River section of Wyoming, having only a 
shore vacation, got out by the new tyPe of coach planes 
and reported a very satisfactory experience. Your cor
respondent tried to get to Spokane, Washjngton, by 
that means, but the weather refused to cooperate and 
the flight was called off. But she fooled them and made 
Glacier Park anyway, as did various other members 
of the Section, who took camping and climbing trips 
in that area. 

A summer that averaged, according ro weather re
ports, only two degrees higher than average (but 
everybody knows about statistics and liars) was gladly 
dismissed, only to come back again with enthusiasm in 
Occober. Winter, do your worst! We infinitely prefer 
you to New York summer! 

CONSTANCE M. HALLOCK 

P.S. (by the editor) We had intended writing a little 
article about that new lodge, but, glory be, now we 
don't have to. We went along with Roy Buchanan and 
John Nuffo.rt when the site was chosen and we did 
not see it again until a week ago. It is really a boney. 
We noted an entry in the register where someone, in 
commencing ~n the p,leasant l~cation of the lodg~, had 
referred to it as 'overlooking Nuffort Falls' on 
Gleason Brook. Let's hope the name sticks! The dis
tance from the road along the south side of the Winooski 
River has grown somewhat shorter as we have become 
more used to it, and is now a little less than a mile. 

The building of this new lodge required the reloca
tion of a mile or more of the Long Trail. Prof. Buchanan, 
being uncertain of his authority to do this as Director 
of the Long Trail Patrol, consulted Pres. Buchanan of 
the Green Mt. Club, Inc., and, having received his 
rather reluctant approval (since the relocation passed 
through a luxuriant growth of blackberry bushes), 
proceeded to do the work himself, and place suitable 
signs and blazes. Pay the new lodge a visit as soon as 
you can. 

GREEN MOUNTAIN CLUB 
KILLINGTON SECTION 

Fall Outings-1949 

Attendance at these hikes is open to all. Unless 
announced beforehand all hikers will bring their own 
lunches and utensils. Coffee will be served by the Club. 
Oct. 30, Sun.-Moosalamoo 
Nov. r 2, Sat.-Mt. Equinox 
Nov. 27, Sun.-Tucker Lodge-Steak Supper 
Dec. 10, Sat.-Beechwood Covered dish supper 

TENTATIVE JANUARY SCHEDULE 

Annual meeting of section-Clarendon Shelter 
Mystery Hike-Destination unknown 

Further information will be given in Herald and 
Smoke and Blazes or call 467-J. 
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KILLINGTON SECTION G.M.C. 
RUMMAGE SALE-NOV. 5 

Saturday, Nov. 5th is the day of the big SALE! 
What Sale? The GMC Rummage Sale, of course. 

Let's get busy and hunt out all those things we've 
been saving for it. Remember that beside clothing 
(children's clothing goes especially well), household 
utensils and decorative knick-knacks are good sellers. 

We'd like all the material at THE NEIGHBOR
HOOD ROOMS, FRIDAY, NOV. 4th, so it can be 
priced and all arranged when the doors open for selling 
at 9 A.M. Saturday. 

If you have material but can't get it to us, call 
Craigue Perkins' house, 907-M, before Friday and 
we'll arrange to collect it. 

We need a lot of material to make the Sale the suc
cess it has been in the past. GMC can well use the 
money we earn. 

All together now, LET'S GO. 

Maybe there is an idea here for other sections who 
need a little money, and who doesn't, for trail and camp 
work. 

BURLINGTON OUTINGS 
The Burlington Section has regular outings every 

two weeks, or oftener, so we can't report all of them 
in the NEws, but two recent ones deserve mention. 
On Oct. 2, twenty-two members and guests visited 
Glen Ellen Lodge, under the leadership of Outing 
Chairman Roderick Rice. Seven went up by way of 
Waitsfield and the Mad Ri.ver Glen chair lift (which 
crosses the trail a mile or so north of the lodge) while 
the rest hiked up from Jerusalem Comers. The group 
had lunch on the ledgy shelf in front of the cabin as 
they gazed at the glorious array of foliage below. The 
display of autumn foliage in Vermont was never 
lovelier than this season. 

On Oct. 16, nearly as large a group crossed Lake 
Champlain (by the bridge, which runs oftener than the 
ferry) to invade the Adirondacks. They climbed 
Noonmark on a perfect day, and, as anyone who has 
been there will know, saw a magnificent panorama of 
the High Adirondacks. There is probably no more 
rewarding mountain, for its size, in all the Adirondacks 
than Noonmark, and none more accessible. 

OUTING PROGRAM 
OF THE 

WORCESTER SECTION 
Guests arc Cordially Welcome 

Nominal Guest Fee Charged on Outings 
July 16, 1949, to January 15, 1950 

OcrnBER 2 3-Local Outing at Camp and Business 
Meeting. 

Leaders: Misses Muriel Kemp and Barbara C. 
Sheldon. 

NovEMBER 11-12-13-Meeting of the New York 
Section (place to be announced). 

Leader: Rudolph A. Trow. 

NovEMBER 26-Local Outing at Camp. 
Leaders: Charlotte P. Preston and John V. Dagesi. 

DECEMBER 3-Annual Meeting. 
Leaders: Executive Committee at Large. 

DECEMBER l 7---Christmas Party. 
Leaders : Entertainment Committee. 

JANUARY lSt, 1950-New Years Day Open House at 
Camp. 

Leaders: Misses Jessie Phillimore and Louise C. 
Carruth. 

JANUARY 14-15-Birchwood Inn, Temple, N. H. 
Leaders: Algot A. Sandine, Jr. and Miss Phyllis 
Ojerholm. 

Note: All reservations may be made with Ruth Curry 
(Mrs. Willis) at 5-5966, 2 Briarcliff Road. 

OFFICERS 
President . . " . . . . . . . Rudolph A. Trow 

53 Russell Street, Worcester. 6-3610 
1st Vice President . . . . . . . Frederick A. Cook 

149 Beverly Road, Worcester. 3-8588 
2nd Vice President . . . . Mrs. Nellie M. Cherry 

598 Pleasant Street, Worcester. 3-7839 
Secretary-Treasurer . . . . Miss Pearle E. Clarke 

24 Oread Street, Worcester. 2-3 2 2 3 
Executive Committee at Large: 

James L. Marston 
49 Whitman Road 

Trustees: 

Ruth F. Dennis 
1 7 Colonial Road 

Miss Jessie Phillimore 
504 Pleasant Street, Worcester. 6-2787 

Albert L. Wiley 
16 Stoneland Road, Worcester. 5-0057 

H. Alfred Williams 
22 Grand View Avenue, Worcester. 6-6080 

SPELLING! 
We received the following critical post-card a while 

ago from a non-resident,member of the club who lives 
out in Ellensburg, Wash. 
My dear Mr. Puffer: 

How old are you that you don't know how trolley 
is spelled? I'll bet both you and the proof reader are 
too young to have seen a trolley! 

By the by, you mention lack of snow last winter. 
You are welcome to a good share of the snow we had 
last winter. I hope you get it and we don't!, along 
with all our sub-zero weather too! 

* * * 
I am plenty old enough to have seen and had many a 

ride on the trolley cars, in fact I can remember the first 
automobile that ever came to my home town. I also 
know how to spell the word, and I believe I corrected 
it in the galley proof, though I suppose it might have 
slipped by. Our printers are so good that l never read 
any page proofs. Usually they do not have more than 
three errors io. an issue of the Ews, and more often 
than not at least two of those are in the copy. 

This is, I think, the first time in five or six years 
that one has slipped through. However, we are glad to 
be called to account. We will be on our toes from now 
on-for a while. 


