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Board. These include gifts to the Palisade In
terstate Park Commission's Regional 
Museum program for replacement of the 
plaque at Lake Kanawaukee, The Nature 
Conservancy's Lower Hudson Chapter, 
Tiorati Workshop for Environmental Learn
ing, Mohonk Preserve and several other out
door organizations. 

Received an interesting note from John 
Witherspoon on the questions posed by hikers 
to trail maintenance volunteers, particularly 
by through-hikers on the Appalachian Trail. 
One asked if it were legal to carry mace in 
New York State, as he'd been having problems 
with vicious dogs. John adds: "The most in
teresting hikers I met were two 75-year-old 
ladies from Utah who were doing the AT end
to-end. They wanted to do it before they 'got 
too old.' I met them on a blistering 90-degree 
day and they were fresh as daisies." That's an 
inspiration. He also notes that the com
pliments given to trail maintainers by hikers 
"make it all worthwhile." 

Annual meeting takes place on March 26 
at 1 p.m., again at the Duck Cedar Inn in 
Tuxedo. Register by March 17; details in 
bulletin. Here's to a good turnout! 

CONNECTICUT SECTION 
Carol Palumbo, Editor, Trail Talk 

Two of our section retires, Anthony H. 
Shookus and Herb van Winkelen pedaled 
4, 000 miles coast to coast this summer. 

They started biking on July 7, 1987 from 
Seattle, Washington to the East Coast. They 
started at the Pacific Ocean rather than the 
Atlantic Ocean so that each push and pull of 
their legs would bring them a few yards closer 
to Connecticut instead of taking them away. 
The pair arrived on Sept. 30, 1987 in Bar 
Harbor, Maine. 

On good days they could pedal 150 miles, 
but the average daily mileage was closer to 
50 - 60 miles. There were days of pedaling 
through rain, wind, grasshoppers, mosquitoes 
and flies, days of bicycling on roads with sur
faces like molasses that dragged their tires, and 
days of pushing their bicycles - loaded with 
sleeping bags, pots, pans and supplies - up 
hills that seemed like mountains. 

Some evenings were spent in the homes of 
very friendly folks out west, under the stars 
and motel rooms. One of the most memorable 
was with a couple from Libby, Montana. 
While dining at a restaurant in Libby, a 
couple came to their table and offered each 
of them a room in their house. Tony and Herb 
accepted and after getting their gear into their 
rooms the couple announced they were go
ing shopping and for them to make themselves 
at home. This was quite an experience for total 
strangers to take you in to their home and have 
complete trust. The next morning the couple 
served breakfast with the four of them holding 
hands and the man of the house offering a 
prayer for the food and Tony and Herb's safe 
journey. Before departing Tony told Gen how 
he loved "The Old Rugged Cross" hymn, she 
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Montpelier Section dinner party. Front row: Ben and Jean Coello; back row: Dave 
Morse, Ken Kidd, Armand Coello, Judy Illingsworth, Cassie Major, Shirley 
Schillhammer and Peggy Hammond. Photo courtesy of Andrew Nuquist. 

sat down to the organ and all sang the hymn. 
Tony says the Nobles "learned us of Chris
tian Hospitality." 

Tony has composed five and six pages of 
this great adventure for the past three issues 
of Trail Talk and has promised the conclu
sion for our Feb. Trail Talk. The Section is 
now planning at a later date to have Tony and 
Herb to prepare a slide show of this adventure. 

KILLINGTON SECTION 
Sue Carey 

The Killington Section has been busy with 
a variety of activities including two trips to 
see either extinct or endangered animals. One 
of the best attended hikes was to the Dorset 
bat cave. This cave is managed by the Nature 
Conservancy because several endangered 
species of bats use it for hibernation in the 
winter. The Conservancy has built a gate over 
the entrance way because of problems with 
vandals disturbing the hibernating bats. The 
gate is only opened between May and 
September. 

We received permission from the Con
servancy to lead a hike there this summer. As 
usual the hike was advertised in the newspaper 
and we were surprised that over 35 hikers at
tended. I never knew that so many people 
were interested in bats. 

Ir was interesting to hear the bats squeak 
when they're in the cave. It's a different noise 
than when they're flying around at night 
catching insects. 

During November we try to find a place 
to visit that is safer than the woods during 
hunting season. This year the Section went 
to the State Museum of New Yark in Albany. 
The big attraction was the "living" dinosaur 
exhibit. The dinosaurs stomped their feet, 
breathed, growled, roared, and moved their 

heads. It was a very realistic exhibition. So 
much so that one of the younger members felt 
like the prey and wanted to leave. There were 
many other less threatening exhibits that were 
enjoyed by everyone. 

MONTPELIER SECTION 
Reidun D. Nuquist 

The Montpelier Section tried something 
new this fall: a rehearsal Thanksgiving Din
ner alfresco. On 8 November ten members left 
the capital laden with roast turkey, gravy, 
potatoes, cranberries, salads, rolls, and 
dessert. 

The dining room was to be the shelter on 
Osmore Pond in Groton State Park. To build 
up their appetites, the diners first hiked 
around a bit in light sleet. (The "official" pur
pose of the trip was to survey possible cross 
country ski trails as proposed by the state.) 
The meal was heated in the big shelter 
fireplace and consumed around a picnic table 
as darkness fell. A bit early for Thanksgiving 
Dinner perhaps, but what a warm-up for the 
real occasion! 

Cont' next page 

EARTH SHELTERED DOME 
BUILDER'S HANDBOOK/PLANS. 
Eliminate heating/cooling costs. 
Lower construction /maintenance 
costs 200/o below conventional. 
$28.00. Utopia Designs, Baker Rd., 
Shutesbury, Ma. 01072. 

413-259-1684. 
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END-TO-END ON 
LAKE CHAMPLAIN 

By Reidun Nuquist 

Between July 23 and 31 twenty-two people par
ticipawd i11 the "Lake Cham/Jlain End-to-End" canoe 
trip, sponsored by the Green Mountain Club with 
assistance from the Lake Champlain Committee. 
Fourteen went the whole way from Whitehall to West 
Swa11ton, more than 120 miles. The voyage was con
ceived by Andrew Nuquist, Montpelier Soction, who 
was also /lie trip leader. Seroi."ng with him on the plan
ning committee were Susan Alden, Lori F£sher (Lake 
Champlain Committee), D<m Hill, Bob Lincoln 
(CMG), and Bm Rose. All deserve thanlcsfor their 
share in making "Lake Champlain End-(o-End" a 
success. 

Participants: 
Susan and Peter Alden, Burlington, Vt. 

Gardiner Barnum, South Burlington, Vt. 
Sarah and Thomas Early, Shirley, Mass. 

James (Bud) Jaffee, Sherburne, Vt. 
Steven Kantor, Waitsfield, Vt. 
Augusta Law, Milford, N.H. 

Lucile and Michel Moresoli, Beloeil, P.Q. 
Andrew Nemethy, Calais, Vt. 
Reidun and Andrew Nuquist, 

Montpelier, Vt. 
Lynn Rockwell, Burlington, Vt. 

Sally Sairs, Woodbury, Vt. 
Barbara and Robert Schumacher, 

Shelburne, Vt. 
Roioli Schweiker, Concord, N.H. 

Anthony Shookus, Newington, Conn. 
Trudy Thomas, Plainfield, Vt. 

Loading the boats, Whitwhall, NY. Foreground: Lynn Rockwell, Sally Sairs. (Photo 
courtesy Reidun Nuquist) 

Saturday, July 23, Whitehall - Chipman 
Point, 18 miles. 

All except three paddlers meet at the South 
Bay Boat Launch at 9:00 a.m. Introductions 
are made but little small talk as we scramble 
to load the canoes with everything we need 
for nine days on the water. We take off only 
half an hour late, not bad considering the size 
of the party, eighteen at the start. A note for 
the no-shows gets tied to the boat ramp rail. 

So we are on our way after months of plan
ning . Will we manage to paddle the length 
of L ake C hamplain in just nine days? Will 
wind and weather cooperate? For now we are 
being pushed by a gentle south wind through 
the narrowest section of the lake. We glide past 

marsh, cliff, and pasture. Once, from the New 
York side, we hear the tinkle of cow bells, a 
sound familiar to a European ear. I try to 
imagine where Israel Putnam of Rogers 
Rangers ambushed a party of 500 French and 
Indians from a high ledge, killing half of them 
in the moonlit narrows. Putnam lost just one 
man. 

A suitable lunch stop is hard to find here 
for a whole armada. Half the party push their 
way through a floating garden of water 
chestnut to sit on rocks in the shade while 
the rest of us choose to eat onboard, feet 
dangling in the water. No one wants to swim 
with all the vegetation and silt. 

In the afternoon we continue to make good 
time, past Benson Landing to Chipman Point. 
Just before we pull ashore, we are approached 
by a state police boat whose loud speaker 
blares what sounds like "Is everybody all 
right?" We wave, and the two young officers 
later come to meet us, curious about people 
who want to paddle all the way to Swanton. 
(They have been notified of our trip.) The of
ficers are friendly, and it is good to know they 
are on patrol, should we need help. 

After dinner we gather to share impressions 
of day one and to hear the weather forecast 
on a radio donated to the trip by Don Hill. 
The good weather will continue. 

We catch up with the lead group at lunch 
time, at a small point opposite the Inter
national Paper Company plant. The huge 
factory with the billowing smoke stacks looks 
incongrous in the otherwise pastoral land
scape. Fortunately the wind direction protects 
us from the stench while we eat. Even so, it 
is not a place to tarry. 

Morning break, Larrabee's Point. From left: Lynn Rockwell, Alice and Tom Bassett, 
Andrew Nuquist, Lucille Moresoli, Sally Sairs. (Photo courtesy Reidun Nuquist) 

The lake is still relatively narrow, and there 
is not much room for us and the motor boats. 
Some are considera te and slow down, but j ust 
as many roar by at full sp ed . Tony waves 
his paddle and yells« low down , slow down!" 
Under the Crown Point Bridge four canoes 
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take in water from "My Katie III" which shows 
no consideration whatsoever. We stop dead 
in her wake, and are lucky not to get run over. 

We have an after-dinner speaker tonight, 
Lori Fisher of the Lake Champlain Commit
tee. She arrives with homemade cookies and 
Ben and Jerry's ice cream, a popular treat for 
weary and sunburnt paddlers. Lori discusses 
environmental issues and today's pressures on 
the lake from industry, agriculture, home 
owners, and pleasure craft. The lake needs 
concerted protection from Vermont, New 
York, and Quebec, she says, and urges us to 
get involved. 

Mond ay, July 25, D.A.R. State Park -
Button Bay State Park, 10 miles. 

The wind is still at our back, and the four 
canoes with sails hoist them whenever the 
wind is strong enough. Andrew Ne who has 
a bright yellow cook pot strapped on top his 
bright yellow kayak, claims it as his "pot 
sail" and says he can feel it work. Today 
we hear thunder rumbling over the Adiron
dacks which are now beginning to loom up 
to the west. On the Vermont shore we pass 
prosperous Addison County dairy farms. 

Our lunch stop is Arnold Bay, a round, well 
protected cove named for Benedict Arnold. 
In September 1776 Arnold battled with the 
British at Valcour Island and was losing in 
spite of a gallant showing by the Americans. 
When night fell, a heavy fog enabled him to 
escape with his fleet, supposedly finding 
shelter in Arnold Bay where he ran it aground 
and burned it to keep the ships from falling 
to the enemy. 

While the rest of us eat, Peter and Andrew 
Nu give us a brief refresher course in canoe 
safety. Lake Champlain is known for its sud
den changes, and we have been extraordinari
ly lucky so far. 

Tuesday, July 26, Button Bay State Park -
Shelburne Town Beach, 15 miles. 

As usual we look colorful while we load 
the boats, canoes and kayaks in different 
colors with polychrome gear. The kayakers 
have been reinforced by Bob and Barbara 
Schumacher who are joining us for a while 
between business commitments. 

The Vermont shore which we follow the 
whole trip, is getting more dotted with camps. 
Many in this area look old and established: 
weathered shingle cottages between the 
cedars. There is little activity mid-week, but 
once in a while someone waves to us from a 
dock or lawn chair and we respond. As we 
move further north, into Charlotte and 
Shelburne, the camps become all-season 
houses, often new and prominently placed on 
a point or bluff. 

For our late morning break we have chosen 
what Susan calls "the jewel of Lake 
Champlain," Kingsland Bay, the newest state 
park on the lake . It is indeed lovely. Clear 
water, the cleanest we have enjoyed yet, 
qrings everybody in for a swim. The old stone 
Ecole Champlain building looks sound but 
unused. Can a new purpose be found for it? 
In the sheltered bay a dozen Canadian 
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Nature walk Woods Island. From left: Naturalist Alexandra Motyka, BudJaffee, Steve 
Kantor, Ly~n Rockwell, Tom Early, Tony Shookus. (Photo courtesy Reidun Nuquist) 

sailboats are at anchor. We will see more as 
we continue north . 

Sloop Island, our next rendez-vous, does 
not look quite so inviting, dotted as it is with 
bird droppings. A kind shore owner on the 
main land opposite allows us to picnic . After 
lunch it seems but a skip and a jump to 
Shelburne Town Beach. This daily paddling 
is beginning to seem quite routine. 

Steven Sease, today's speaker, comes out 
to meet us in his racing kayak, his paddle 
blades moving like egg beaters in the water. 
It is getting overcast . We manage to put up 
the tents before the first rain drops fall. It 
doesn't amount to much, just enough to dig 
out the rain jackets for the first time. 

We seat ourselves in a circle around Steve 
who in his daily life is director of planning for 
the Vermont Agency of Natural Resources. 
Steve describes a proposal to nominate the 
Champlain basin as a UNESCO biosphere, 
which would help preserve the lake, as well 
as present problems with pollution, run-off, 
and sewage. 

Duty calls for Susan and Peter who have 
to return to work. We will miss them. 

Wednesday,July 27, Shelburne Town Beach 
- North Beach 10.5 miles. 

The lake is getting broader every day. It 
is now possible to understand that this is the 
biggest lake in North America after the five 
great ones: 490 square miles. It has been in
credibly gentle with us . I can remember other 
trips when we were shorebound for a whole 
day, waiting for sunset and calmer winds. 

The big city beach is a new experience. It 
is busy and among the picnicers are the peo
ple who fall between the cracks in urban areas: 
the homeless and the derelict. The beach is 
patrolled by police, and we see them intervene 
several times. 

Our biggest problem are mosquitos. We are 
camped next to a swamp, and they force us 

into the tents as soon as the sun sets. We barely 
get a glimpse of the big city lights on the 
horizon before we capitulate under bitter 
protest. 

Thursday, July 28, North Beach - Camp 
Hochelaga 11 miles. 

In the early morning haze Tom E. spots 
a black-crowned night heron for us. It looks 
deceptively like an owl, perched high with its 
wings and feet tucked under . We have seen 
great blues, ducks, and gulls, but not much 
other wildlife, hardly surprising considering 
the size of our flotilla. Andrew Nemethy and 
Steve have caught bass. 

After lunch, in lee of the abandoned 
Rutland Railroad causeway, the wind comes 
up and blows us down the lake. It is too strong 
for Sarah and Tom E.'s large sail, but the rest 
of the sailors, Lynn and Sally, Roioli and Gus, 
Andrew Nu and Reidun, put their feet up and 
do nothing but steer. 

Friday,July 29, Camp Hochelaga - Grand 
Isle State Park, 10 miles. 

We start out in the biggest swells yet, they 
have built up across outer Mallett's Bay at 
15-20 mph. They come at us sideways from 
the southeast as we paddle towards Sandbar. 
Everybody handles the waves with aplomb. 

While we regroup on the lee side of Sand
bar, we decide to visit Savage Island a day 
early since today's itinerary is short. The wind 
carries us past Cedar, Fish Bladder, and the 
east side of Savage islands to the sandy spit 
on the northern side, the kayakers as usual 
in the lead. The owner has given us permis
sion to picnic, swim, and tour the island which 
was farmed in the past; he is now returning 
it to sheep farming. Several try the Schu
machers' kayaks. Tom B. is hailed as "Nanuk 
of the North" as he glides sedately by the 
beach. 

(Cont. on pg. 16) 
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