
A re you familiar with the Mother 
Goose nursery rhyme "Three 
Wise Men of Gotham"? 

Three Wise Men of Gotham 
Three wise men of Gotham 
Went to sea in a bowl; 
If the bowl had been stronger 
My song had been longer. 

Following the Montpelier Section 
work hike in Smugglers' Notch on 
October 28, I came up with another 
version: 

Six Wise Guys in Smugglers 
Six wise guys in Smugglers 
Went uphill with a bowl; 
If the wind had been stronger 
It would be there no longer. 

The 'guys' were Eric Seidel, John 
Buddington, and Bill Clark of the 
section's 'Il-ail and Shelters Committee, 
and section volunteers Thomas Weiss, 
Andrew Nuquist, and myself. 

Our 'bowl' was a composting bin. 
It was white, huge, heavy, round, and 
slippery. According to GMC Field 
Supervisor Peter Ketcham, it had a 
diameter of 4.5 feet, was 3 feet high, 
and held 210 gallons. He estimated the 
weight to be 40-50 pounds. 

Our wise guys alternated between 
calling it the "chamber pot," the "litter 
box," or just the '1mcket." The bucket 
also had a big black lid with a nasty 
sharp edge that weighed almost as 
much as the pot. 

The work crew stopped at GMC head
quarters, on the way from Montpelier 
to Smugglers' Notch, to pick up the 
composting bin which had been 
ordered for the privy at Watson Camp. 
It was early in the morning, and we 
were still rested and eager. But Eric 
turned slightly pale when he sized up 
the bin, sitting innocently in the damp 
grass outside the Gameroff Hiker 
Center. 11Wow, 11 he said softly. 

We managed to get the pot and lid 
onto the bed of Eric's pickup truck, and 
proceeded up the grey, deserted notch. 
There, the trees were covered in rime 
at higher elevations, and the cold wind 
that had been a whisper in Montpelier 
had changed to a roar. We struggled to 
put on the extra clothing in our day
packs before our hands turned numb. 

Our original plan for the work hike 
had been to clean out the waterbars 
between Smugglers' Notch and Sterling 
Pond and to build a drying rack for the 
compost at Watson. But our priority was 
now to get the giant bucket and lid up 
the Long Trail. 

First, we hitched two spare 1-inch x 3-
inch wooden boards that Eric had in his 
truck under the lip of the bin; then we 
tiG:d them together with rope to make a 
harness. Four of us started up the trail 
carrying the bucket by the boards. 

This seemed like an elegant solution 
until one of the boards broke not far 
from the parking lot. With ingenuity we 
replaced it with one of the shovels we 
carried for trail work. 

This time we got almost to the top of 
the first set of stone steps out of the 
notch before we capitulated: the ropes 
moved on the slippery plastic surface, 
the handles were shifting, and the trail 
was clearly too narrow for the bucket 
and the four of us bumblers. We stood 
there in the wind-by now snowflakes 
were whizzing by-staring with respect 
at the big white chamber pot and at the 
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John Buddington and Eric Seidel, 

with the "chamber pot," rest on the 

Long Trail out of Smugglers' Notch. 

Long Trail, winding its way upward 
over roots and rocks. This was sheer 
folly! We would never succeed. 

But we got the bucket to Watson. 
None of us wanted to admit defeat, so 
two of us carried the bucket-sans 
handles and rope-above our heads up 
the trail. Since visibility was limited, 
constant communication was needed: 
"I'm about to take a giant step over a 
rock! The trail turns to the right here! 
We're stepping onto two slippery logs!" 
For those beyond the pot, it looked like 
a colossal shiny puffball wobbling up 
the Long Trail. 

If the pair with the bucket could feel 
the wind, it was also noticeable for the 
two who carried the lid. At times, it felt 
like the giant Frisbee would take off 
above the trees in the direction of 
Smugglers' Notch Ski Area. The sharp 
lid edge cut off circulation in our hands 
as we determinedly hung on. The rear 
person, who couldn't see his feet, was 
forced to memorize the immediate trail 
ahead, to avoid tripping. 

After one-hour-and-a-half, with fre
quent breaks, we could thankfully drop 
the lid and bucket in the damp weeds 
next to the Watson Camp privy. We still 
had building materials to carry from the 
top of the ski lift half a mile away. We 
had the drying rack to build and the old 
privy compost bin to shovel out. But 
that seemed mere routine work com
pared to our singular adventure with 
the monstrous chamber pot! 



An Interview with 
l GM~>-s Tireless Volunteer 

B 
ack in the winter of 1964, Doris Washburn spotted an article in 
the newspaper about an oyster stew supper that was being held by 
the Montpelier Section at Tuylor Lodge. 'fypical of her get-up
and-go attitude, Doris grabbed a friend, borrowed a pair of snow-

shoes from the State Highway Department, traipsed into the festivities 
at Tuylor, and was forever changed. With a broad smile, the kind induced 
by fond memories, Doris muses, "I did the hike and it was fantastic. The 
people were wonderful, and I was hooked on the GMC." And the GMC 
quickly became hooked on Doris. For nearly forty years, Doris has been an 
active member of the Montpelier Section, offering her talents and time as 
secretary, treasurer, and president, as weekend volunteer, trip leader, and 
trail maintainer. 

When Doris's name enters into conversations around the GMC, certain 
sentiments consistently crop up. Volunteer Reidun Nuquist captures such 
sentiments when she says, "With her cheerfulness and friendliness, as well 
as her enthusiasm about all things GMC, Doris is one of the club's very best 
ambassadors. She is also a cornerstone of the Montpelier Section, one of 
those you can always count on, whether it's washing the dishes, brushing 
our section of the Long Trail, or leading a trip in Groton State Forest. Doris 
is a gem!" 

I had the opportunity to speak with Doris on a gem-like April day at her 
home in East Montpelier, where she brews a superlative cup of coffee and 
where birds are a constant presence at the feeders outside her kitchen 
window. - Katy Klutznick 

Where are you from originally? 

I am a native Vermonter. I was born in 
Barre City Hospital, Barre Vermont. I 
moved to southern New England when I 
was seven. After growing up and getting 
my education in Massachusetts and 
Rhode Island, I came back to Vermont 
when I was about thirty. 

What brought you back to Vennont? 

Things got too busy there [in 
Massachusetts and Rhode Island]. You 
didn't have any elbow room and things 
were at too fast a pace, so I decided to 
come back up here and see how I'd make 
out. I had a sister who lived in East 
Montpelier, so I rented in Montpelier for 
a year and a half to see about getting a 
job that would support me and making 
friends. That seemed to work out well the 
first year and a half, so I bought this place 
and I've been here almost forty years. 

When did you start volunteering 
for the club? 

Well, I used to volunteer weekends 
when the club office was in Montpelier. 
They had volunteer weekends. We used 
to do things like putting labels on the 
Long 'Irail News. I wanted to volunteer 
somewhere when I retired, which was in 
1988, and it took me about a year to make 
up my mind that the Green Mountain 
Club was going to be it. 

What made you settle on the GMC? 

Over the past several years, I had really 
enjoyed the people that I had met at the 
GMC, and I was very interested in the 
outdoors. I knew I would be interested in 
the type of work I would be doing there. 

What volunteer job do you enjoy most? 

Outside of the office, I enjoy using my 
little hand clippers or my little folding 
saw and going through and clipping out 
the hobblebush, or cutting out small blow
downs. 

Do you have a favorite Long 'IYail spot? 

Camel's Hump has always been my 
favorite spot. I don't think I'll ever make 
it to the top again, but I have climbed to 
the top. I also enjoy the Montclair Glen 
area, going into the Wind Gap area, which 
I'm still able to do now. I have a lot of 
memories of the Camel's Hump area. 
Also going up the Bamforth Ridge-you 
start at River Road and go up in there a 
little bit and you come to this stream with 
a beautiful bridge built across it; I just 
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love sitting there. And the same type of 
bridge going up to Wind Gap. There's that 
nice stream coming down there. My best 
friend's ashes are strewn up in there-that 
was his wish. So I have many happy 
memories. 

What does the Long Trail mean to you? 

The Long Trail has brought me to know 
many people who had the same idea of 
life as I have-enjoying the outdoors and 
doing what you can for the environment 
and the trail. It offers an opportunity 
for everyone, whether they can climb 
steep mountains or they're a beginner 
hiker, to get out and see what's out there 
in the woods. 

What would be your ideal hiking day? 

I had many ideal hiking days with my 
best friend who has passed away. 
Whether I was just on an easy trail in 
Groton or scaling one of the major peaks 
in the Adirondacks, it was ideal because I 
was with my favorite person. We both 
enjoyed being in the same kinds of 
places-sitting by a brook and listening to 
the water or being out in the winter and 
listening for the birds to come back at the 
beginning of spring. I guess we were both 
made from the same mold because we 
both enjoyed exactly the same things. 

What jobs do you do on volunteer 
days at the club? 

We do a variety of things. We do bulk 
mailings, prepare new membership pack
ets, copy and put together board packets, 
post all the mail that's going out, answer 
inquiries, package and mail orders, type 
articles for the Long Trail News, prepare 
lists of donors, filing, stuffing guidebooks, 
setting up the barn for meetings, 
seminars, or evening programs, and 
inventorying merchandise. 

What is it that keeps you coming 
back each week to devote your time 
and energy to the GMC? 

The people are the greatest! I look 
forward to seeing the other volunteers as 
well as the staff. The volunteers all 
cooperate very well at accomplishing the 
tasks for the day, and we help each other 
get through the lengthy jobs like bulk 
mailings. During lunch breaks we always 
catch up on each others' personal lives 
over the past week. I enjoy that. 

What changes have you noticed in the 
trail or the club over the years? 

I'm thinking about when I did my end
to-end [which she completed in October, 
1967]. I don't think I'd even recognize the 
Long Trail because it's changed, it's been 
rerouted, a lot of the cabins have been 
done away with or replaced. 

The overall outlook on the Long Trail 
has changed immensely, especially 
environmentally. People look more to the 
environmental aspects of the trail. The 
trails close in May so as not to cause 
erosion, and people are encouraged to do 
things away from streams so as not to 
pollute streams. They've done away with 
a lot of the stoves so we're not cutting 
down wood that shouldn't be cut down 
around campsites. 

Of course, the membership of the club 
has increased dramatically, as has the 
staff. Used to be one gal had a little office 
in her home down in Rutland-Minerva 
Hinchey. Now that's speaking back in the 
sixties. She was a sweet old lady [laugh
ing] like I am now, I guess! 

How did you feel when you finished the 
last section of your end-to-end? 

It was kind of joyous and kind of sad 
because I like to set goals, and I had no 
more hikes that I had to get done. I had to 
set some other kind of goal. 

What other goals have you set? 

I have set goals not particularly to do 
with hiking on the trail. I've walked every 
road in East 
Montpelier. That 
was one thing I 
did over the years. 
When I was grow
ing up, there were 
three places I 
wanted to visit. 
I wanted to go to 
Switzerland, 
Alaska, and 
Hawaii, and, oh, 
another goal I set 
was to visit each 
of the fifty states 
. . . I've fulfilled all 
my goals. If I 
want to do some-
thing I just do it! I find a way to do it. 

What would you tell someone who's 
thinking about volunteering for the 
GMC? 

Come on down! There's always plenty 
of work to do, so I'd tell them to come 
right in! 
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Volunteer Opportunities 

Long TraU Guide Trailhead Checkers. It is 
time to field check the Long Trail Guide for 
the 2002 release of the 25th edition. We need 
folks who enjoy hiking to check directions to 
trailheads, trail mileages, and shelter descrip
tions. Contact Dave Hardy. 

Summit Caretakers. Enjoy one of the most 
scenic jobs on the LT-caretake on Mount 
Mansfield or Camel's Hump. Help GMC staff 
educate visitors about the "rock walk" and 
how it helps protect fragile, mountaintop 
plants. Volunteer for one day or more. 
Contact Pete Ketcham. 

Long Trail Mentors. Help others plan their 
end-to-end or shorter trips on the LT. Add 
your name to the mentor list and GMC staff 
will share your phone number or e-mail 
address on a case-by-case basis. Experienced 
Long 'frail hikers, end-to-enders, and group 
leaders are needed to correspond with 
individuals and groups. Contact Brian Aust. 

Group Outreach. Share your LT knowledge 
and enthusiasm with younger kids. Help 
teach camp and school groups about hiking. 
Presentations occur both on and off the trail; 
training and materials are provided. Contact 
Brian Aust. 

Volunteer Opportunities Editor. Amateur 
editor needed to help the GMC publish the 
August, September, October, and November 

issues. This informal newslet
ter lists special and ongoing 
trail projects and volunteer 
jobs, and is provided to poten
tial volunteers and all new 
club members. Contact Jane 
Coffey. 

Boundary Maintenance. 
GMC seeks adventurous folk 
to wander off the trail. Help 
GMC maintain boundaries on 
protected properties along the 
LT. Tusks include repainting 

~ and clearing property bound
..: aries. 'fraining and supplies 
~ provided. Contact Matt Moore . 

Leave No Trace Presenters. 
Give presentations about Leave No 'frace to 
groups in Vermont. Volunteers will receive 
training. Contact Brian Aust. 

LT and AT Volunteer Corridor Monitors. 
Adopt a section of the protected trail corridor 
which includes off-trail conservation ease
ment monitoring. Contact Matt Moore. 



Part 1 

Man of In ectious Cnthusiasms: 
ill S. onroe, 1863-1939 

have long been 
fascinated by 
Will Monroe. I 
cherish the old 
photographs of 
the dapper, 

bearded man with his handsome dogs. 
I am intrigued by the cultured world 
traveler who retired to a remote farm 
at the base of Camel's Hump. And I 
admire the prodigious literary output 
of Monroe the scholar. 

Not that I am forgetting the trail 
builder. The story of Professor Monroe, 
Long Trail saint, is well known to 
GMCers; there are numerous accounts 
of how he moved the section of the 
Long Trail known as the Monroe 
Skyline up onto the ridgeline from 
below where the state foresters had 
placed it. (See especially Jane and Will 
Curtis and Frank Lieberman, Green 
Mountain Adventure (1985) and Laura 
and Guy Waterman, Forest and Crag: A 
History of Hiking, Trail Blazing, and 

Adventure in the Northeast Mountains 
(1989).) 

But Will Monroe led an unusually 
rich and varied life, and trail building 
was just one of his interests. This past 
winter I spent some days in the 
Vermont Historical Society library 
reading his papers: I wanted to know 
more about 'the other Monroe' and 
how he ended up in the Green 
Mountains. 

<Pennsylvania JYative 
Will S. Monroe was born in Hunlock, 

Luzerne County, Pennsylvania, on 
March 22, 1863, the son of Ransom 
Monroe, a storekeeper, and Emeline 
(Womelsdorf) Monroe. On his father's 
side he was descended from Highland 
Scots, on his mother's from Germans of 
the Rhineland. As an adult, Monroe 
proudly sported the family tartan. 

There were eight children in the 
family. The seventh, Katherine Monroe 

(1873-1934), deserves mention as she 
eventually joined her brother Will in 
Vermont, and is buried next to him at 
Couching Lion Farm. Well educated 
and traveled like him, Katherine was, 
according to her obituary, "keenly 
interested in out-door activities and 
made many arduous hikes in the 
French, Italian and Austrian Alps, and 
also worked several summers on the 
Long Trail in Vermont." (She was thus 
one of the GM C's first women trail 
workers. Should she be remembered 
with a shelter or a trail?) 

Will attended the local common 
schools, soon demonstrating "an 
absorbing love for the beauties and 
wonders of Nature" and for literature 
and creative writing. While still a 
student, he contributed observations 
and stories to local newspapers and 
wrote poetry. His book Poets and Poetry 
of the Wyoming Valley (1887), his area 
of Pennsylvania, came out when he 
was in his mid-twenties. 
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fi <Som 'Teacher 
Will seems to have known early on 

that he wanted to teach. Rising quickly 
in his chosen profession during the 
years 1881-1888, he became superin
tendent of schools in Luzerne County 
and in Nanticoke, Pennsylvania. He was 
then appointed second superintendent 
of the large school system in Pasadena, 
California, a position he held from 1889 
to 1892. 

In an 1890 letter, Monroe the natural
ist describes his exotic new locale: 
"Everywhere are blooming fuchsias, 
roses, geraniums, verbenas, and calla 
lilies .... The olives and persimmons are 
on with their second ripe crop, and the 
lemons, as plentiful as the oranges, are 
everywhere objects of beauty .... The 
distant Sierra Nevada mountains are 
snow-capped and very plainly in view 
from Pasadena." He hiked there and in 
the Rocky Mountains. 

Tu Monroe the educator it was 
imperative that nature be used as a 
classroom. He wrote, "The real value of 
natural science is what the child 
observes and formulates for himself 
and not what he memorizes from text
books. Knowledge gained through one's 
own experience is worth a thousand 
fold more than that which we know 
through the experience of others." 

Outside the school, Monroe found a 
more permissible moral code than in 
the East. Even the clergy thought noth
ing of playing cards, and "what is true 
of cards is true of other things," he 
observed to a woman friend who asked 
him for marriage advice. 

fi Citizen of the World 
After receiving an A.B. from Stanford 

University in 1894, Monroe continued 
his studies abroad in Leipzig, Jena, 
Grenoble, and Paris, specializing 
in child psychology. He often spent 
summers walking in the Alps, the 
Carpathians, or the Balkans, perhaps 
assessing the merits of different trail 
systems. In all, he was to spend six and 
a half years in Europe. 

Europe kindled his interest in music, 
especially opera. "I recall that one year 

of my student days in Germany, I 
heard twenty-five operas," he wrote. 
Later, in Vermont, he was to name 
doves in his cote from characters in 
Wagnerian operas: Siegfrid, Brunhilde, 
Gutrune. There were also visits to Asia 
Minor and North Africa, including a 
thousand-mile trip up the Nile. 

Monroe's extensive travels resulted in 
a series of guidebooks, published when 
such volumes where more uncommon: 
In Viking Land: Norway (1908), Turkey 
and the Turks (1908), The Spell of Sicily 
(1909), Bohemia and the Czechs (1910), 
and Bulgaria and Her People (1914). He 
compiled, as well, a European geogra
phy reader for grade students. 

His vade mecums are exhaustive and 
unsentimental, as well as being prod
ucts of their time. For example, in In 
Viking Land: Norway: Its Peoples, Its 
Fjords, and Its F)elds, originally pub
lished in London, Monroe states that 
the Norwegians, like other Tuutonic 
peoples, "take high rank in the matter 
of cleanliness; but it is to be regretted 
that they give so much of it to their 
houses, their ships, and their cattle, and 
so little to their persons. Thoth brushes, 
nail cleaners, and other useful toilet 
articles are altogether too little known." 
He sounds very much like the teacher 
lecturing his pupils on personal 
hygiene! 

Somewhat surprisingly for a future 
trail builder, Monroe finds Norway 
"not suitable for walking tours. The 
distances are too great and the points of 
interest too far apart." He pays more 
attention to skiing, painting a vivid 
picture of a ski jumper leaping "into 
space, balancing himself as best he can 
with outstretched arms, as to maintain 
an upright position in the air. After a 
flight of a few seconds he alights on the 
hinder part of the ski and is carried 
down the hill with tremendous rapidi
ty." (As my father was ski jumping in 
Norway some years later, I found this 
passage especially captivating.) 

Monroe spent more time in Eastern 
Europe, however, than in Scandinavia, 
and his guidebooks to Bohemia and 
Bulgaria owned the market before the 
first World War. Near the end of the war, 
President Woodrow Wilson appointed 
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the acknowledged Balkans expert, who 
was granted leave from teaching, to the 
United States Peace Inquiry 
Commission, where he served from 
1918-1919. For his contributions, 
Monroe earned special recognition from 
the city of Prague and King Boris III of 
Bulgaria. 

Will S. Monroe posing with his sister, Kathen"ne. 

He was later to write that being on 
the commission was his "chief service 
to the government;" as a lifelong politi
cal liberal, he did not consider himself 
a good citizen in the traditional sense. 

Monroe the <Professor 
A dynamic and up-and-coming 

educator, Monroe was made professor 
of psychology, education, and geogra
phy at the Westfield Normal School in 
Massachusetts. From there, he moved 
in 1909 to the New Jersey State Normal 
School at Montclair where he was head 
of the psychology department until his 
retirement in 1925. 

The cliche 'publish or perish' posed 
scant difficulty for Monroe, a prolific 
writer throughout his life. He penned 
numerous articles for professional jour
nals on topics ranging from "The Effect 
of Participation in Extra-Curriculum 
Activities on Scholarship in the High 
School" to Comenius' education reform 



Monroe's Couching Lion Farm at the base of Camel's Hump. The farm 
was located near today's trailhead parking lot for the Monroe Trail. 

to "Early American School Books: A 
Brief Historic Survey." He compiled 
bibliographies, wrote encyclopedia 
articles and biographies, and served as 
assistant editor of Pedagogical Seminary, 
for twenty years. 

There is no portrayal of Monroe in 
the classroom, but he was undoubtedly 
an effective teacher. Laura Woodward 
Abbott, a faculty colleague at Montclair, 
was later to list these traits in her eulo
gy of Monroe: "His passion for knowl
edge .... His infectious enthusiasm .... 
His intellectual and physical force and 
vigor .... His generosity in sharing his 
knowledge .... His courtesy and courtli
ness; and his personal interest in the 
individual." When Monroe founded the 
New York Section of the GMC, his 
enthusiasm was so contagious that prac
tically every faculty member signed up. 

'you 'LL ,KnmP }-Tim by 
]-Tis G1-ay <8earcl" 

Many GMCers have seen photographs 
of Monroe the trail builder, a bandanna 
around his forehead, or Monroe the dog 
lover, surrounded by pets. These 
images represent the legendary, almost 
mythical, man of Long Trail history. 

The earliest physical description of 
Monroe comes from a 1910 State 
Department travel document where he 
is listed as: 47 years old, 5' 731<'' tall, 
high forehead, dark eyes, medium nose, 
medium mouth, whiskered chin, dark
gray hair, with ruddy complexion. 

Charles R. Cummings, in a 1925 arti
cle in The Vermonter, admits, "I can't 
reconcile the thought of this suave gen
tleman, a bit brusque, informed, of the 
kid gloves and blue stockings ... adopt
ing the woodsman's garb ... forcing a 
way ... through defiant undergrowth ... " 

In the 1950 Monroe memorial issue 
of the Long Trail News, Constance M. 
Hallock remembers how she had met 
the professor more than twenty years 
earlier in the Montclair post office. She 
had been told, "You'll know him by his 
gray beard, gray shirt, and red neck
tie" -and that was exactly how he 
appeared. In Vermont, she continues, 
"He wore a beret and a blue smock, and 
woolen garters with a Monroe tartan 
design." 

Ralph Nading Hill, in Contrary 
Country: A Chronicle of Vermont (1950), 
labels him "a kindly, white-haired 
vegetarian in knickers, with a Van Dyke 
beard and a crimson necktie to match 
his ruddy complexion." 

From these portraits Monroe emerges 
as a man of average features and 
build-courtly, vigorous, and well
groomed, a dresser with a bit of a flair. 
He seems to have made a lasting 
impression on those who met him. 

J':r1onme r/Jisco1:;ers 1?ermont 

During his years of teaching in 
Massachusetts and New Jersey, Monroe 
explored the hills and mountains of the 
Northeast. Donning his 'woodsman's 
garb,' he engaged in trail building in 

northern New Jersey, and went hiking 
and camping in the White Mountains. 
In summer he taught at Columbia 
University and the Universities of 
Illinois and Chicago, or he traveled in 
Europe. 

The Great War put a temporary stop 
to Monroe's Continental jaunts. He 
writes, "The summers of 1914 and 1915 
I was a member of the faculty of the 
University of Vermont Summer School 
and spent my week-ends in hikes on 
sections of the Long Trail between 
Sterling Mountain and Killington. Dr. 
Louis J. Paris ... joined me on several of 
these week-end outings, and he com
municated to me a bit of his contagious 
enthusiasm for the work of the Green 
Mountain Club." 

Monroe returned to UVM in 1916 and 
1917; thus began his celebrated associa
tion with the Long Trail. But that is 
another story, not to be retold here. 

'The Cf3irlh of the 
JYC11J york ~'eclion 

Under the headline "New Section of 
Green Mountain Club: New Yorkers 
Form Section with Membership of 89," 
the Burlington Free Press hailed the 
club's first out-of-state chapter, organ
ized on October 24, 1916, in New York 
City. Professor Will S. Monroe, as 
founder, was elected president, with 
Captain Herbert Wheaton Congdon as 
vice president and J. Ashton Allis, a 
bank examiner and fellow trail builder 
from New Jersey, a member of the 
trails and shelters committee. The new 
section included "an unusually large 
number of men and women of 
prominence." 

Monroe remained section president 
until 1925, when he was elevated to 
honorary president. 

- Reidun D. Nuquist 

Reidun Nuquist, a frequent contributor to 
the Long Trail News, is a member of the 
Montpelier Section and serves on the GMC 
History and Archives Committee. Her 
article about Will Monroe will continue in 
the Fall 2001 issue, describing his active 
retirement years in Vermont, on Couching 
Lion Farm under Camel's Hump. 
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A Fine Kind of Madness 
A Fine Kind of Madness.· 
Mountain Adventures Tall 
and TI'ue, by Laura and 
Guy Waterman, The 
Mountaineers Books 
(Seattle, 2000). 

I t was difficult to put aside 
thoughts of Guy Water
man's death last February 

when reading A Fine Kind of 
Madness. Waterman was a 
talented and successful 
speechwriter, musician, 
climbe1~ homesteader, author, 
and environmental advocate. 
What could drive one who 
was so capable and who had 
contributed so much to vol
untarily end such a full life? 

The book is an anthology 
of twenty stories gathered 
under the subtitle "Mountain 
Adventures Tull and Ttue." 
Guy Waterman and spouse, 
Laura, are coauthors of 
twelve selections; Guy is the 
solo au th or of three and 
Laura penned five. Fans of 
the Watermans may want to 
know that much of the 
material has been published 
previously, primarily in 
Yankee Rock & Ice or 
Wilderness Ethics. 

While all the pieces revolve 
around climbing, they differ 
from one another consider
ably. "The Gearfreak Caper," 
wonderfully effective satire, 
pokes fun at those who 
become obsessed with the 
latest technological develop
ments to enhance enjoyment 
of the outdoors. It's not sur
prising that it has appeared 
in five different publications 
since it was first written in 
1976. The point of the story 
is just as effective twenty-five 
years later. 

One of the most enjoyable 
fictional pieces is "The Thro 
Highest Women in the 
World," a tale by Laura 
Waterman of the rivalry 
between climbers Annie 
Smith Peck and Fanny 
Bullock Workman. Both 
women achieved fame for 
their accomplishments in the 
early 1900s, a time when 
female mountaineers were 
rare. Laura takes an imagi
nary peek into the lives of 
these two pioneers via 
Annie's letters to her brother, 
George. The careful construc
tion of the letters has the 
charming effect of transport
ing us back in time and 
showing us rivals who were 
bright, knowledgeable, and 
determined. Like the best of 
stories, this one is over too 
soon, leaving the reader 
wanting to know more about 
these fascinating historical 
figures. 

With the exception of the 
two selections mentioned 
above, the book's most engag
ing pieces are those which 
are factual. It is in the 
true stories that the 
Watermans' passion for 
preserving wildness 
seeps through the 
words. They fear that 
"we risk the final loss 
of that priceless one-to
one experience with 
the wild" (page 157). 
One of the best pieces 
in the book is entitled 
"Five Winter Ttips: The 
End of Adventure?" In 
it, the Watermans 
describe five attempts 
to traverse the White 
Mountains in winter 
over a period of twen
ty-seven years. The 
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first three end in failure due 
to some combination of high 
winds, deep snow, extreme 
cold, and poor visibility. The 
fourth and fifth are successful 
but the Watermans consider 
them failures because they 
involve "cheating." "Ch eating" 
means spending overnights 
in AMC huts, benefitting 
from packed trails, enjoying 
the psychological comfort of 
encounters with other peo
ple, and/ or traveling with a 
lighter pack thanks to a few 
food caches. 

After reading the above 
account, the reader is struck 
by the rigor (some might say 
rigidity) of the Watermans' 
standards. One is left to won
der why some hiking aids are 
acceptable while others are 
considered corrupting. Ttail 
maps, blazes, rock cairns, and 
showshoes are apparently 
okay, but the presence of 
heated huts and other hikers 
destroys the purity of the 
wilderness experience. Once 
upon a time, there were no 
blazed trails in the White 

Mountains. Carrying the 
Watermans' logic to its 
furthest extreme, wouldn't a 
truly pure White Mountains 
traverse be a bushwhack 
guided by just the sun and 
the stars? No blazes, cairns, 
maps, compass, Gore-tex, or 
snowshoes with crampons 
allowed? 

It seems that the authors 
readily (or grudgingly) accept 
what hiking aids are in place 
wh en they arrive on the 
scene, but are distressed by 
subsequent developments. 
They bemoan the " ... bureau
crats and hovering meddlers 
... who would emasculate the 
wilderness experience" 
(pages 183-84). Commenting 
on the heated AMC huts, the 
Watermans write, "One can 
never enter the woods and 
say, now I am truly on my 
own" (page 198). A few sen
tences later, they write, "If we 
want our wildness, we must 
work for it. Decide where we 
want the line and hold it 
there." In a story entitled 
"The Death of Passacon
away," the authors argue, "if 
we indulge ourselves too 
much in bringing civilized 
comforts, do we not destroy 
qualities that originally 
brought us to the mountain?" 
(page 162). These are valid 
concerns and we are 
fortunate that the articulate, 
passionate voices of the 
Watermans have raised them. 

- Nancy Schultz 

Nancy Schulz is a Montpelier 
Section member who lives in 
Montpelier. She leads trips for 
the section as well as for 
Vermont Bicycle Thurs. 
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A Farewell to Sylvia 

Java for Joining! 

G reen Mountain Coffee 
Roasters generously 
donated 240 bags of 

coffee to the GMC this 
spring. The coffee, along 
with a GMC travel mug, was 
used as a premium to recruit 
new members through the 
club's new member appeal. 
The appeal was mailed 
in April and, to date, over 
250 new members have 
joined! GMC greatly appreci
ates Green Mountain Coffee 
Roaster's contribution1 

Than ks, ATC! 

I n March 2001 , the 
Appalachian 'Ttail Con
ference (ATC), through 

their Grants-for-Outreach 
Program, awarded GMC's 
Education Program a $1,500 
grant in support of the club's 
partnership with Leave No 
Trace, Inc. The grant made it 
possible for four GMC staff 
members to attend a five-day 
Leave No Trace Master 
Trainer course, certifying 
them to teach a variety of 
Leave No Trace courses (see 
"Seven Ways to Leave No 
Trace" in Summer 2001 LTN). 

GMC is in the process of 
implementing a Leave No 
Trace curriculum, which 
offers a range of courses at 
various locations throughout 
the state. Leave No Trace 

alcnted Sylvia Plumb 
has I ·ft the GMC, and 
her une departure 

reminded me that I met 
George Plumb before I 
knew Sylvia. 

George, Sylvia's father, 
was one of the members 
who greeted me at my 
very first GMC annual 
meeting in 1971 at 
Weathersfield Center. It 
was the kind of friendly 
gesture you remember. 

As I became active in 
the Montpelier Section, I 
discovered that George and 
Doris Plumb of Washington 
had three young daugh
ters: Sonia, Sylvia in the 
middle, and Sharon. But I 
didn't really get to know 
Sylvia until she was hired 
by Dennis Shaffer in 1992, 
to be GMC membership & 
publications coordinator, 
as well as editor of the 
Long 'IYail News, succeed
ing Katherine Borchert. 

By then Sylvia Lynn 
Plumb had graduated from 
Spaulding High School in 
Barre, majored in sociology 
at Connecticut College, 
and worked as communi
cations and education 
assistant for the Vermont 
Natural Resources Council. 

The daughter of a 
teacher and recreation 
official, Sylvia seemed 
destined for a career that 
combined George's passion 
for outdoor activities with 

instills among backcountry 
users a respect for our natu
ral resources and teaches 
tangible skills for minimizing 
impacts to the land, wildlife, 
and other visitors. 
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writing and editing. The 
Summer 1992 GMC 
newsletter introduced the 
new young employee as a 
hiker and canoeist who 
was looking forward to 
using her new mountain 
bike. 

During her nine produc
tive years with the GMC, 
Sylvia maintained her 
devotion to the outdoors. 
She is now a Long Trail 
end-to-ender, and in winter 
she is frequently seen at 
the Trapp Family Lodge, 
flying down the expert ski 
trails. She has also run a 
mean SK on the GMC road 
race team. 

Her major gift to the 
GMC is a much improved 
club image. Under Sylvia's 
editorship, GMC books, 
pamphlets, newsletters, 
and reports took on a pro
fessional look: They read 
better and looked better. 
The Long 'IYail News that 
you now hold in your 
hand owes everything to 
Sylvia's keen eye and 

The ATC is a private, non
profit federation of hiking 
clubs (including GMC), 
individuals, and corporate 
members responsible for the 
management and protection 

sense of quality. The first 
make-over came with the 
Fall 1992 issue, when she 
introduced color and a 
new cover; further 
improvements and addi
tional pages followed. Last 
year Sylvia received a 
well-deserved award from 
the Governor's Council on 
Physical Fitness for her 
adept promotion of the 
Long Trail. 

Almost from her first 
issue of the Long 'IYail 
News, Sylvia demonstrated 
an ardent interest in Long 
Trail history and the 
importance of collecting, 
preserving, and dissemi
nating it. She became a 
valued member of the 
History and Archives 
Committee, establishing an 
oral history program that 
wi11 live on. 

But time passes for the 
young as well as the old, 
and Sylvia is ready for the 
challenges of administrat
ing. As the executive direc
tor of the Vermont Clay 
Studio, she wi11 draw on 
her many talents, includ
ing those of computer 
expert and potter-for she 
is a craftswoman, too. We 
congratulate Sylvia on her 
n ew appointment and 
wish her well in her future 
endeavors: The GMC's loss 
is the Clay Studio's gain. 

- Reidun D. Nuquist 

of the Appalachian Trail. 
GMC appreciates ATC's assis
tance in introducing 
Vermonters to Leave No 
Trace. For LNT courses, see 
page 23. - SS 



Green Mountain Club 
Section Directory 
Bennington 
Maintenance: Harmon Hill to Glastenbury Mountain 
President: Loma Cheriton. Phone: (802) 447-1383; 

E-mail: chertop@sover.net 
Web site: www.sover.net/N sbwhi psk/ gmc/index_htm l 

Brattleboro 
Maintenance: Winhall River to Vt. 11/30 
President: George Roy Phone: (603) 399-7756; 

E-1nail: neogeo@sover.net 

Bread Loaf 
Location: Middlebury area 
Maincenance: Sucker Brook Shelter to 

Emily Proctor Shelter 
President: Ed Williams. Phone: (802) 453-5473 

Burlington 
Maintenance: Jonesville to Smugglers' Notch 
President: Mary Lou Recor. Phone: (802) 660-2834; 

E-mail: mlrecor@accessvt.com 
Web site: www.thecompass org/gmcburlington 

Connecticut 
Location: Hartford, Connecticut 
Maintenance: Glastenbury Mountain to Arlington

West Wardsboro Road 
President: Ken Williamson. Phone: (860) 535-2622; 

E-1nail: ksub@aol.com 
Web site: www.members.home.net/ gmc-ct-section 

Killington 
Location: Rutland area 
Maintenance: Vt. 140 to Tucker.,Johnson Shelter 
President: Herb Ogden. Phone: (802) 775-1350; 

E-mail: lco@together.net 

Laraway 
Location: St Albans area 
Maintenance: Vt. 15 to Vt. 118 
President: Bob Erickson. Phone: (802) 644-2512 
Web site: www.emba.uvm.edu/ 

N erickson/ gmc/index.html 

Manchester 
Maintenance: Vt. 11/30 to Mad Tum Notch 
President: Philip Russell. Phone: (802) 325-3586; 

E-mail: russell@vermontel.com 

Montpelier 
Maintenance: Gorham Lodge to Jonesville and 

Smugglers' Notch to Chilcoat Pass 
President: Fred Jordan. Phone: (802) 223-3935; 

E-mail: jordan29fn@aol.com 
Web site: www.tumertoys.com/gmcmplr.htm 

Northeast Kingdom 
Location: Northeast Kingdom, Vermont 
President: Patty Aubin. Phone: (802) 748-9344; 

E-mail: pattyaubin@hotmail.com 
Web site: www.thecompass.org/nekgmc 

Northern Frontier 
Location: Montgomery, Vermont 
Maintenance: Hazen's Notch to Journey's End 
President: Rolf Anderson . Phone: (802) 326-4789; 

E-mail: hazens@sover.net 

Ottauquechee 
Location:UpperValley, Vermontand 

New Hampshire 
Maintenance: U.S. 4 to Maine Junction; 

Appalachian nail: Maine Junction to Vt. 12 
President: Heinz 1tebitz. Phone: (802) 785-2129; 

E-mail: heinz.h.trebitz@valley.net 

Sterling 
Location: Morrisville/Stowe/ Johnson 
Maintenance: Chilcoat Pass to Vt, 15 
President: John Lepinski. Phone: (802) 888-5045 

Worcester 
Location: Worcester, Massachusetts 
Maintenance: Arlington-West Wardsboro Road 

to Winhall River 
President: Robert K. Mills. Phone: (508) 832-5989 
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Burlington 

G.
een Mountain Club members 
now how to have a good time, 

especially if it is on a mountain 
celebrating the reconstruction of a 
shelter. On June 3, forty-five members 
of the Burlington Section, as well as 
members from other sections, climbed 
the steep trail to Butler Lodge to reflect 
on the major accomplishment of its 
rebuilding last summer. 

We stood shivering in front of the 
lodge, flanked by a half dozen larch 
and spruce logs leftover from the 
reconstruction. Leo Leach, coordinator 
of the reconstruction and master of 
ceremonies, spoke about the thousands 
of volunteer hours that made the proj
ect possible. GMC Director of Field 
Programs Dave Hardy described the 
complicated permitting process for the 
historic building. Some key volunteers 
reflected on their experiences of the 
project: Dana Baron recalled hiring the 
helicopter service and his amazement 
at how the pilot could lower bundles of 
logs through low clouds and fog to the 
exact spot where they were needed; 
Scott Christiansen described the jack
ing and subsequent lowering of the top 
of the structure (which was saved); 
John Brown recalled how he was 
recruited to rebuild the windows and 
the final satisfaction of a sometimes-

tedious job cutting and replacing panes 
of glass; Phil Hazen pointed to a huge 
boulder, part of 20,000 pounds of rock 
quarried from the hill behind the shel
ter, used to form the new two-foot
higher foundation. 

Missing from the ceremony but 
much appreciated: Gary Sawyer, Butler 
Lodge adopter and state forester, 
responsible for obtaining the logs from 
trees planted more than sixty years ago 
by Will S. Monroe and designated for 
lodge construction; Mike Dwyer and 
Matt Sapir, GMC staffers who lived in 
tents on site for the five-month rebuild. 

Historic ties: Andy Buchanan attend
ed the ceremony and told how in 1933 
his father, Roy 0. Buchanan, and a 
group of volunteers built the original 
Butler Lodge from trees that once stood 
at the site. 

Chocolate and vanilla cake and the 
company of GMC friends completed a 
perfect day. 

- Chris Hanna 

Montpelier 

T
he Montpelier Section is catching 
its breath after hosting the club1s 
annual meeting at Bolton Valley 

on the weekend of June 9 (see article 
on page 12). Planning for the event 
began last fall, with meetings of the 
Planning Committee, led by Priscilla 

Butler Lodge Grand Reopening Ceremony 
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Page. After months of preparation, the 
meeting happened, and the weather 
cooperated magnificently. There was a 
wonderful slide show Saturday night by 
Reidun and Andy Nuquist, attended by 
more people than anticipated. The busi
ness meeting on Saturday morning was 
most notable for its recognition of 
those, from all sections, who have 
worked so hard and given so much to 
the club. On Saturday afternoon we 
hiked according to our interests, and all 
went smoothly thanks to the planning 
of Fred Jordon and others. A terrific 
dinner on Saturday night topped off the 
occasion for many, but more events on 
Sunday kept members busy, with a 
work hike on the LT south of Jonesville 
and the dedication of the Pirk and Dot 
Pirkanen Field Workshop. 

Meanwhile, the section indulged in 
some very snowy hikes on snowshoes 
and skis during March, and hikers were 
amazed at the depth of the snow. In 
May, the largest work hike turnout in 
recent memory converged on 
Smugglers' Notch. Eighteen volunteers, 
even though finding their work imped
ed by the tenacious snowpack, accom
plished a lot of clipping, removal of big 
trees, and an analysis of the work that 
will need to be done as the season 
advances. 

This summer we have enjoyed a 
variety of hikes, paddles, and bike rides. 
There is something for everyone! 

- Priscilla Dagget 

Killington 

H
ere'. a story of a late-April out
ing-one of the few tha t drew 
several children. Among the 

sixteen participants were two octoge
narians or thereabouts, and four 
children, ages seven to eleven. All 
made it from Vt. 103 up the steep rock 
steps of the Great Gorge Gulch to 
Clarendon Lookout. 

We headed up an abandoned road to 
the remains of a stone dam and then 
began looking for the two-grave Bullard 
Cemetery from the 1840s. We found a 
likely spot at the confluence of two 
streams, but no graves, despite much 

poking around in the ground by 
the enthusiastic children. 

The group then divided: some 
went back down the old highway, 
while others explored the Bullard 
barn and house cellarholes. The 
children delightedly found bits of 
crockery, an old handle, and pos
sibly the skeleton of a perambu
lator. Although the road present
ed sloppy going at this point, 
having confused itself with a 
brook, we slogged up to its end 
and then soon rejoined the Long 
Trail. The children checked the 
little cellarhole at the foot of 
Beacon Hill for artifacts but 
found none. We paused at the top 
for the accompanying photo 
beneath a GMC sign from around 
1966, now surely one of the old
est on the LT. 

- Herb Ogden 

Two GMCers Remembered 
Dot Knight 

Long-time GMCer Dorothy B. 
Knight, ninety-one, d parted for 

the Great Green Trail in the Sky on 
March 18, 2001. Dot 
was a charter mem
ber of the Pioneer 
Valley Section, 
which was formed 
in 1966 and dis
banded in 1994. 

Dot served for 
many years as edi

tor of the Pioneer Valley Section's 
newsletter, Trail Windings, and was a 
reporter for the Long Trail News. She 
assumed the roles of secretary, vice 
president, and president of her 
section. Dot always championed the 
club's mission and activities and was 
especially skillful at generating enthu
siasm in others. 

GMC has lost one of its finest mem
bers. May her enthusiasm and loyalty 
live on! 

- Ginger Boynton 
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Bob Corliss 

I noted with sadness an obituary in 
the Burlington f)-ee Press on June 

27, 2001 regarding the passing of Bob 
Corliss of St. Albans. Bob was a long
time member and supporter of the 
Green Mountain Club and a charter 
member of the Laraway Section. Bob 
was the namesake of Corliss Camp in 
Johnson and was a recipient of the 
Roy 0. Buchanan Award (for giving 
ten consecutive years of trail service 
to the club) at annual meeting in 
June 2001. Bob hosted many Laraway 
Section outings at his camp on the 
Maquam Shore in Swanton. I remem
ber hiking to the summit of Jay Peak 
on August 21, 1999 as part of a 
Laraway Section outing, and celebrat
ing with Bob his eighty-fifth birthday 
at the summit after our walk up. May 
we all be so fortunate. 

- Scott Christiansen 



Part 1, describing Monroe's earlier 
years and career in Pennsylvania, 
California, and New Jersey, as well as 
his European travels, appeared in the 
previous issue. 

Couching £ion !P'ann 
When Will Monroe retired from 

teaching at the New Jersey State 
Normal School at Montclair in 1925, his 
decade of involvement with the Long 
Trail and the Green Mountain Club had 
evolved into a desire to relocate perma
nently to Vermont. 

The previous summer he had 
acquired from Frank and Jessie 
Callahan of Duxbury their "home-place 
and all buildings thereon and land 
connected therewith situated near the 
foot of Camel's Hump." The purchase 
price for the 102 acres was $1,150, with 
the Callahans reserving the rights to 
crops and hay. 

On April 1, 1925, Monroe moved to 
what had been the Callahan place for 
sixty years and which he renamed 
Couching Lion Farm. At 1,420 feet, it 
was perhaps the highest elevation 
homestead in the state, reachable by 
33/, miles of "narrow woods wagon road" 
from the North Duxbury railway 
station. Monroe did not own a car; 
supplies had to be carried in or deliv
ered by car or horse-drawn wagon. Mail 
delivery was a mile down the road. 

Stella Miller Neal, a 1932 visitor, 
describes her arrival at Couching Lion 
Farm thus: "We had expected the moun
tain [Camel's Hump] and probably some 
manner of forlorn farmhouse .... We 
were, however, totally unprepared for 
the low-hung house almost submerged 
in shrubbery and flowers, with its walls 
almost covered with vines. The house 
fitted its surroundings so completely .... 
It sets back in a large circular yard 
enclosed by a [picket] fence ... " Gravel 
paths, a tall lamppost, summer house, 
barn, and a spring-fed pond completed 
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'Monroe, 1863-1939 
the scene. Water for domestic use 
flowed through a system of wooden 
spouts into a wooden tub. 

"!he Scholar a~J--Iorne 
Inside the farmhouse books were 

everywhere, including the kitchen. 
Although Monroe had sold his profes
sional library of 5,500 books to New 
York University upon retirement, he 
had brought with him 2,000 volumes of 
general literature, "to which I am mak
ing large additions, and here ... I have 
since lived, as crusty old Doctor 
Johnson, of Boswell fame, once said of 
himself, 'in poverty, idleness, and the 
pride of literature!" He read, vora
ciously: modern fiction and poetry, 
literary history and criticism-having 
"a bully time of it all." 

Monroe was a student of the poet 
Walt Whitman, whom he had known, 
and amassed a considerable Whitman 
collection. On his later European trips 
he did research for a projected book he 
called Walt Whitman and His 
Contemporaries. 

,JTost and JVeighbor 
During summer and fall Monroe had, 

howeve1~ little time for reading. The 
nearby parking lot was full of cars, up 
to twenty a day, belonging to hikers. As 
the Camel's Hump trail left from his 
farmhouse, he was constantly inter
rupted by strangers, to whom he would 
offer water before they started out. 
Some wanted to borrow his telephone. 

Many New York Section members 
made good use of their northern "club 
house," which could sleep eight to ten 
people, with additional bunk space in 
the barn, which was converted into a 
summer annex. 

The Couching Lion Farm guestbooks, 
now in the Vermont Historical Society 
library, record a multitude of visitors. 
Most frequent of all were Clarence P. 
Cowles and his family and Theron S. 

Dean. The latter kept a separate note
book for visits to Couching Lion Farm, 
jotting down library references he 
wanted to check following talks with 
Monroe. Over several nine-month 
periods, the number of guests ranged 
between 149 and 216-Monroe kept 
careful count. 

Spirited and erudite conversation, 
today a vanishing art, seems to have 
been an important draw. One account 
claims that Monroe never made a slip 
of speech. Another states that Monroe's 
"photographic mind retained an amaz
ing quantity of information. For that 
reason, and because he liked people, he 
was a rare conversationalist. An 
evening with him was like exploring 
the literary and scientific and historical 
treasures of the ages." 

While still a young man, Monroe 
wrote that he had always been fortu
nate in his friendships. The truth was 
rather that he was a joiner and doer 
with a real ability for making, and keep
ing, friends. He relished company and 
good food; one of his own specialties 
was Brunswick stew. Once, when Judge 
and Mrs. Cowles had brought him "real 
rye bread" from Burlington, his thank 
you letter included a reminiscence 
about the big round loaves he had
carried in his saddle bags across the 
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Rilo Mountains from Bulgaria to 
Macedonia, and, he added, "it keeps 
excellently .11 

In the aftermath of the 1927 Vermont 
flood, Monroe sought out affected 
neighbors, including the Callahans, to 
offer assistance. His sister Katherine set 
about making sheets "as fast as she 
can," and blankets were gathered from 
Long Trail lodges. For Christmas 
Monroe had his Burlington grocer send 
gift boxes to eight local families. 

"l have a hr a u.s been 
cif.Jlicted 11' ilh ho/Jhie.c;" 

In an autobiographical article entitled 
"The Short and Simple Story of the 
Poor" (with a bow to Thomas Gray's 
Elegy), Monroe states that "I have 
always been afflicted with hobbies." At 
Couching Lion Farm these included
besides the Long Trail-gardening, 
forestry, ferns, birding, and dogs. 

It takes perseverance to create gar
dens on a Vermont mountainside. 
Monroe, who loved flowers, cultivated 
wildflowers as well as more common 
garden varieties, such as sunflowers, 
pansies, petunias, and verbenas. There 
were a California(!) garden and an 
Alpine garden with plants grown from 
imported seeds. 

One of Monroe's passions was roses. 
In a late-summer letter to Clarence 
Cowles he writes, "My roses were fine. 
For nearly a month I had one of the 
finest displays that I have seen. And to 
my surprise, very many of my hybrids 
that I had thought entirely frozen down 
came up and bloomed." One year he 
made ten quarts of Turkish rose petal 
jam. 

In a poem he calls "My Garden," 
Monroe muses 

Dear garden still of forest part, 
Not pruned into submission mild, 
You yet conceal within your heart, 
The secret of the kindred wild. 

Monroe was also a planter of trees, 
setting out Scotch and red pine, Norway 
and white spruce, and European larch. 
(Some of this timber was cut and trans
ported to Mount Mansfield last year for 
the reconstruction of Butler Lodge.) 

Another interest was the amazing 
variety of ferns growing in Vermont, an 
interest he shared with at least one visi
tor, the distinguished bibliophile Harold 
G. Rugg of Hanover, New Hampshire. 

Those who have visited the cemetery 
at Couching Lion Farm know that 
Monroe is buried next to his dogs and 
that the inscription on his headstone 
includes the words "Companion and 
Lover of Dogs." 

His all-consuming hobby of later 
years was a "deep and abiding interest 
in dogs. I have had practically no other 
interest in life since my retirement. ... " 
The preferred breeds were the larger 
ones, such as Collies, Shetlands, St. 
Bernhards, Newfoundlands, and Great 
Pyrenees; he kept four or five dogs 
at a time. A licensed authority on work
ing breeds, Monroe judged at dog 
shows across the country. At the time 
of his death, he was president of the 
Great Pyrenees Club of America and 
honorary president of the British 
equivalent. 

Scottie 
All of Monroe's dogs-and especially 

the noble sheepdog Richard of 
Anahassit who slept year-round with 
Monroe on an enclosed porch-held 
special places in his heart. But none 
could take the place of 
Scottie the Collie. He 
was the child and com
panion Monroe never 
had. When Scottie 
died, friends seriously 
feared for Monroe's 
well-being. 

In the fall of 1929 
Monroe had traveled 
to Europe to do 

Gravestones of Will S. 
Monroe, his sister, Kath
erine, and his favon'te 
dog, Scottie, at his 
farm on the slopes of 
Camel's Hump. 
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research on Whitman, reluctantly leav
ing Scottie behind with a trusted care
taker. On October 29 Monroe spent the 
day in the British Museum library in 
London before returning to his lodgings 
at The Author's Club. ("I have been a 
clubman all my life, but never belonged 
to a lodge.") That very morning Scottie 
barked a friendly greeting at the mail 
carrier, sat in the sun for a while by the 
flag pole, and then took a nap on the 
professor's couch. Suddenly at noon he 
was dead, supposedly from a broken 
heart. 

Monroe's friends fretted over how to 
break the news to him. J. A. Allis sent a 
telegram to Judge Cowles, "BELIEVE MOST 

DANGEROUS MONROE LEARN NEWS BY LETTER. 

FIUEND WILL SEE HIM ON ARRIVAL." Their 
concern was justified. When the secre
tary of the London office of Allis's bank 
broke the news to Monroe, "he broke 
down and sobbed unrestrainedly." 

Monroe eventually managed to con
tinue to the Continent as planned, all 
the while ill and depressed. In March 
1930 he was back at his London club, 
writing to Cowles: "It is quite useless 
for my friends-and [Theron] Dean 
among the number-to upbraid me 
with sentimentality and to urge me to 
'brace up.' No one but my self can know 
the intensity of my grief." 

The anniversary of Scottie's death 
was ever after noted by Monroe in the 
Couching Lion Farm guestbook. "Our 
flag at half mast and our heart full of 
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sorrow. One year ago today 
(at noon) the beloved Scottie 
reached Journey's End," 
reads one entry. When 
Katherine Monroe died, she 
was, according to her wish, 
buried next to "the sainted 
Scottie." 

Journey's end 
Monroe himself died on 

January 29, 1939, at Mary 
Fletcher Hospital in 
Burlington, having suffered a 
cerebral hemorrhage at 
home five days before. 

That February Theron 
Dean made a pilgrimage to 
Couching Lion Farm, writing 
in the guestbook: "Beautiful 
moonlight. Deep snow. Clear 
Sunday 2-5-39. Alton Stowell 
prepared his fine meals. 
Dogs-Sheltie, Hector, 
Basque & Alpine well. 
Sheltie seemed especially 
lonesome." 

Monroe was laid to rest in 
the family cemetery at 
Couching Lion Farm on May 
28. The Rev. Percy Chandler 
Ladd of the College Street 
Congregational Church in 
Burlington officiated. Judge 
Cowles read from two 
Whitman poems chosen by 
Monroe, "When Lilacs Last in 
the Dooryard Bloomed" and 
"Song of the Open Road." In 
a tribute to Monroe on behalf 

Churchill 

of the New York Section, 
Laura Woodward Abbott 
remembered her old friend 
as "a m ighty monarch of the 
fores t." 

<Proposed 8anctua1y 
Monroe's last will and tes

tament left Couching Lion 
Farm with all its furnishings 
in trust, 

to be forever kept, used and 
maintained as and for a 
bird sanctuary, game 
refuge, wild flower, fem, 
shrub and tree preserve and 
public park. It is my desire 
that all lovers of nature be 
welcome to enjoy the same 
but more especially that 
needy (active or retired) 
teachers and librarians and 
students of nature be given 
first opportunity to occupy 
the house and summer 
annex. It is also my desire 
that the property be used 
for public winter sports. 

It is also my purpose that 
the Farm be used as a pub
lic approach to Couching 
Lion [Camel's Hump], with 
suitable parking space, pic
nic grounds, trails across 
the property, etc. 

Executors of the estate 
were Monroe's three close 
GMC friends, Allis, Cowles, 
and Dean, who were author
ized to convey the Monroe 
property to the State of 
Vermont if they deemed this 
in the best interest for carry
ing out Monroe's wishes. 

A classic 
country inn , 

at the edge of 
the Green Mountains, 

five minutes from the long Trail. 
Rates include full breakfast and dinner. 

an-248-7444(toll-free) 
www .churchillhouseinn.com 
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The executors agonized 
over the will through 1939 
and 1940 and over the cost of 
operating the farm as a year
round not-for-profit corpora
tion. Comparative figures 
were collected from the 
Appalachian Mountain Club's 
Cold River Camp in Maine, 
but in the end it was decided 
to turn the farm over to the 
state. By July 1940 Governor 
George D. Aiken had author
ized its acceptance. 

'The 1)1onroe 
'Trailhead 

The inscription on 
Monroe's headstone below 
the Monroe Tuail reads 
"Teacher, Author, Tuail 
Builder, and Companion and 
Lover of Dogs," in that order. 
This was how he saw him
self, a man with a long and 
distinguished life behind him 
when he arrived in Vermont 
in 1925. 

Next time you stop by on 
your way to Camel's Hump, 
tarry and remember this 
Long Tuail saint. And if you 
see a downed branch or a 
weed among the gravestones, 

pick it up. Monroe elevated 
and opened up the Long 
Tuail: The least we can do is 
respect his little cemetery 
plot by keeping it tidy and 
free of debris. 

- Reidun D. Nuquist 

Reidun Nuquist, a frequent 
contributor to the Long Tuail 
News, is a member of the 
Montpelier Section and serves 
on the GMC History and 
Archives Committee. 

NIGHT EAGLE 
WILDERNESS ADVENTURES eel in 

roo A unique summer camp for boys, 
ages 10-14, in the heart of 
Vermont'.s Green Mountains 

Place an ad in the 
Long Trail News 

Call Katy at (802) 
244-7037x19 



In the Mood for Snow 
David Goodman, 
Backcountry Skiing 
Adventures: Classic Ski and 
Snowboard 'Iburs in Vermont 
and New York (Boston: 
Appalachian Mountain 
Club Books, 2001). 198 pp., 
illus., maps. $14.95 paper
bound. 

I n the introductory chap
ter of Backcoimtry Skiing 
A.,duentures, David 

Goodman tells us that his 
intent is to encourage skiers 
and snowboarders to "return 
... to the high and wild 
places of the Northeast ... to 
recapture the spirit of adven
ture that led the skiers of an 
earlier generation to head to 
the mountains and explore." 
And he does just that. 

First, he captures our 
imagination by describing 
the adventure and solitude of 
off-trail travel. Then he 
offers practical advice about 
gear, navigation, and the 
risks of hypothermia, ava
lanche, and other dangers
reminding us that in winter, 
the importance of accurately 
assessing risk is heightened, 
and foolhardiness and over
confidence can have dire 
consequences. 

But he devotes the greatest 
part of this book to the trails. 
Goodman offers the hard 
facts of each trail: length, 
elevation gain and loss, and 
degree of difficulty. He also 
provides, in loving detail, 
historical notes, descriptions 
of the land, overnight 
options, connecting trails 
and loops, and bailout points 
and cautions about particu
larly troublesome areas. And 
for those of us who need 
visual references, each trail 

is shown on a topographic 
map with the contour inter
vals clearly indicated. 

Backcountry Skiing Adven
tures is geared toward 
experienced cross-country 
skiers-those comfortable on 
various types of terrain. 
Goodman adds, however, 
that skiers proficient on 
intermediate trails at cross
country ski centers should 
be comfortable on most of 
the routes in the book. 

In all, Goodman has done 
a first-rate job of providing a 
practical guide to finding and 
skiing routes away from the 
groomed trails of touring 
centers or ski resorts. As a 
travel guide, this volume 
gives direction to those with 
the skills to ski off trail. It 
offers less-proficient skiers 
an incentive to improve their 
skills. And it gives us all an 
armchair view of the pleas
ures of those snowy trails. 

- Kathryn Gahl 

GMC member Kathryn Gahl 
is an editor of university 
press books. 

Bill McKibben, Long 
Distance: A Year of Living 
Strenuously (New York: 
Simon & Schuster, 2000). 
191 pp. $23.00 hardcover. 

B ill McKibben and 
I have something in 
common: On a cold 

winter's day with fresh 
powder on the ground, we 
easily become ecstatic-nay, 
delirious-about skiing. We 
crave, as McKibben puts it, 
this "speed[ing] sublimely 
through the woods, riding on 
an outstretched ski, pushing 
with every muscle .... " 
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Ecstasy is McKib
ben's hoped-for reward 
during a year of living 
strenuously. He is, of 
course, the well
known Adirondacks 
environmentalist, 
author of The End of 
Nature (1989) and 
Hope, Human and Wild 
(1995; reviewed in 
LTN, Winter 1996). 

In Long Distance 
McKibben decides he 
needs a break from 

-;. . ; . 

trying to save the 
world. Curious by 
nature, he wants to 
know how far he can 

\ '1.:r11wnt and :\c,;\\ York 

push himself physical-
ly. There is never a 
doubt about what sport to 
pursue: "Cross-country skiing 
meshed perfectly with my 
experiment, for there's no 
more physically demanding 
sport on earth." 

Armed with a training 
program worthy of an 
Olympian, McKibben starts 
his year at Vermont's 
Craftsbury Outdoor Center 
during the 1998 ice storm. 
Snow conditions are far from 
ideal, a recurring problem 
for Nordic skiers in the 
Northeast. During the 
warmer months he runs and 
uses roller skis. 

As he trains, McKibben 
muses on why so few 
Americans cross-country ski 
("skiing up a hill ... doesn't 
fit our culture quite as well 
as skiing down it") and why 
skiers tolerate such abysmal 
news coverage of their sport 
("Nordic skiers are a mild, 
Saab-driving tribe"). For con
trast, he takes the reader to 
Oslo, Norway, where taxi 
cabs sport ski racks and 

residents enjoy 2,600 kilo
meters of groomed trails 
within city limits. 

McKibben's heroic training 
culminates in several ski 
marathons, including the 
original Birkebeiner race, 
where he places favorably in 
his age group. He has spent 
the year studying human 
endurance, willing himself to 
fight through pain. 

Parallel to the ski narrative 
is a deeply moving account 
of McKibben's father, an ath
lete and hiker, who, at sixty
eight, is diagnosed with a 
brain tumor. Death soon 
follows. Watching his kindly 
father die with composure, 
McKibben recognizes 11a kind 
of elegance, a lightness" in a 
mortal deeply comfortable 
with himself. 

Inspirational and recom
mended! 

- Reidun D. Nuquist 

Reidun Nuquist, of the Mont
pelier Section, enjoys hiking, 
paddling, and biking but above 
all cross-country skiing. 




