
END TO END - A THREE YEAR 
GOAL 

On Friday afternoon, October 26, 1984, I 
parked at the ATILT parking lot on the 
Arlington-West Wardsboro Road, changed 
my clothes, loaded my backpack and walked 
onto the trail. I was shooting for the Massa
chusetts/Vermont border 34.6 miles south -
the last leg of my three year goal of completing 
the 264 mile Long Trail. 

My first experience on the Long Trail was 
six years ago when Mary (my wife to be) and 
I had decid ed we should get away for a 
weekend . At the trail head just off Vermont 
Route 9 we put on our backpacks (never 
before used) and began our hike to Glasten
bury Mountain Shelter 8.9 miles north. Six 
years has not dulled the memory of that outing 
- dripping with sweat from hiking the first 
mile straight up, sitting exhausted on the log 
steps one half mile from the shelter and then 
finally reaching our long awaited destination 
and having to tent out because the shelter was 
full to capacity. We slept only intermittently 
that night with animals sniffing around our 
tent and the West Ridge Trail which we took 
the following day back to our car turned out 
to be a leg jarring steep descent down an old 
rock laden stream bed. By the time we reached 
the bottom we were half bent over from the 
weight of our packs and the soreness of our 
legs, shoulders and hips . 

Three years later in 1982 we found 
ourselves living in Warren, Vermontjust five 
miles from the Long Trail crossing at Lincoln 
Gap . Here my interest in hiking the length 
of Vermont was kindled . I joined the Mont
pelier section of the Green Mountain Club 
and hiked the trail from Camel's Hump to 
Route 4 at Sherburne. The hikes consisted of 
primarily day outings during the summer and 
fall months with a few noteworthy deviations . 
On one particular weekend overnight with 
two ambitious friends, we hiked from Route 
4 to Brandon Gap, setting an exasperating 
pace and collapsing along-side the trail every 
so often to catch our breaths, eat a snack and 
get back up to continue racing along. Two 
unique day hikes that year were an April 
Burnt Rock Mountain to Montclair Glen 
Lodge bushwack with a fellow runner in snow 
up to our knees and a solo on an overcast flur
ring December day from Brandon Gap to 
Middlebury Gap. 

The following year I completed from Route 
4 south to Bromley Camp in a week with my 
brother and from Camel's Hump north to 
Johnson. One marathon weekend of note was 
from Jonesville to Puffer Shelter in a day, 
finishing by flashlight over Bolton Mountain 
and the following day traveling 15. 2 miles over 
Mount Mansfield to Watson Camp and a well 
deserved swim in Sterling Pond. Other special 
moments included a soothing whirlpool at 
Clarendon Gorge, observing a beaver at play 
in Sterling Pond and enjoying many delicious 
fresh blackberry and cereal breakfasts. 
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In 1984 I had approximately 30 miles left 
to go on both ends of the trail. I hiked most 
of the northern section with my wife and 
friends on day trips with the hike to the V er
mont/ Canadian border, the view from 
Belvidere Mountain, and being treated by two 
fellow hikers to instant blueberry cheese cake 
at Parker Camp standing out most in my 
mind. Other memorable times included the 
awe inspiring Devil's Gulch, blueberry pick
ing on Belvidere Mountain and having to 
hitch hike back home fromJohnson as a result 
of my car being towed the previous evening. 

Due to the intricacies involved in being a 
new home owner I kept scheduling and put
ting off my last 34.6 miles. Finally it was Lime 
to leave the responsibilicie behind and get 
back into the s imp le pleasures of self
sufficiency on the trail. 

I left the parking lot at 3 p.m. on a drizzly 
misty day figuring on darkness around 7 p.m. 
The first few miles were uneventful except that 
I could feel my mind clearing and my body 
beginning to respond to the pack and 
rhythmic pace. I knew from past experience 
that I would be sore during this weekend -
two days being too short of a time to have the 
backpack become one with my shoulders and 
hip bones. Upon stopping at a brook to refill 
my water bottle, I felt at peace with nature 
and thoroughly enjoyed the beauty of that 
spot. Only upon looking up did I notice the 
Story Spring Shelter barely 100 ft. ahead. 

While relaxing at the shelter and reading 
the Long Trail Guide, I noted that it was now 
4 p.m. and that it was another 3 hours to the 
Caughnawaga Shelter. Even though I knew 
it would be dark by seven and that the one 
item I had forgotten was a flashlight, I de
cided to make a go of it. 

As the miles passed I realized that due to 
the overcast day it was going to get darker 
sooner than I had anticipated. All I could do 
was keep moving. As dusk came my anxiety 
grew - "How far away could that shelter be? 
Should I tent out?" My next step in the fading 
light was into a wet, gloppy stream just below 
a rocky knoll . "Great," I thought, "this is go
ing to be a fun evening." Then just 20 ft. fur
ther the trail made a sharp right tum and there 
stood the shelter. I hastily tried to light a fire 
but after two tries I knew the damp paper and 
soaking twigs weren't going to provide me 
with any light or warmth that evening. 

Due to the circumstances I decided not to 
have any dinner so I laid out my sleeping bag 
and pads and settled in for the night. The 
night passed peacefully. I slept well waking 
up periodically to listen to the sounds of the 
woods and then dozing off again wondering 
when dawn was going to show itself. I was 
up prior to sunrise packing everything and 
deciding to hike the 4.2 miles to Glastenbury 
Mountain Shelter prior to breakfast. On the 
way the sky looked promising with patches 
of blue visible amongst the clouds. After a few 
rest stops for refueling and wondering when 
I was going to arrive, I finally came upon the 
fire tower on Glastenbury Mountain. Half 
way up I was engulfed by fog so I descended 

and traversed the 0.3 miles down to the 
shelter . H ere the new log shelter stood par
tially erected but still impressive with its foot 
or more thick log walls and sills. I treated 
myself to a heart-warming breakfast of 
oatmeal and I was further warmed by the sun 
coming out and shining for the whole hour 
I was there. 

Upon leaving the shelter I wasn't sure of 
my plans except that I was determined to have 
the relaxful hot dinner I didn't have the 
previous night. "After all," I thought, "I wasn't 
carrying all the food in my pack just for 
exercise ." 

Soon I descended the infamous log steps 
where I could still feel the exhaustion of the 
two weary novice hikers six years before. A 
little further on I met my first fellow hiker. 
He was in shorts and a t-shirt traveling north 
to Canada. We talked briefly and then were 
off in opposite directions wishing each other 
well. 

At the Melville Nauheim Shelter I ate a 
snack and chatted with the three other hikers 
who were spending the night. Upon their 
praise of Congdon Camp and after consulting 
with the time, Guide Book and my sore body, 
I decided "What the heck , after 12 . 5 miJes 
what's another 5. 7!" I lifted the backpack on
to my back and strode off down to Route 9. 
I passed two day hikers on the way and en
joyed passing through the six foot diameter 
split rock , all the while reminiscing on the 
sweat and groaning of the ascent six years 
previous. 

Upon crossing the William MacArthur 
Memorial Bridge and locating the trail across 
Route 9, I began my slow ascent up the steep 
hillside constantly reminding myself it was on
ly 0.6 miles to the top . By the time I had 
reached the crest of the hill I had removed my 
t-shirt and wished I'd thought to bring shorts 
for this 70°F October weather. On top the 
Harmon Hill fields were a peaceful and spec
tacular treat. I walked through knee high 
grass, enjoying a fresh hill top breeze and the 
views of Mount Anthony and the Village of 
Bennington in the distance . After a mile or 
so I returned to the woods, skirting an old 
cellar hole , crossing numerous old roads and 
finally arriving at Congdon Camp. The camp 
was situated beside a swift brook and was one 
of those special cabins complete with windows, 
table, barrel woodstove and dry wood. I still 
had an hour or so of light left so I chopped 
some wood, made a fire and cooked a gourmet 
one pot dinner . 

After a restless night of tossing and turn
ing and waiting for dawn, I got up and was 
on the trail again before 7 a . m. with ten miles 
to go to reach my goal. My first destination 
was the Seth Warner Shelter 7.2 miles away. 
After a morning of passing in and out of the 
fog and taking frequent snack breaks , I final
ly arrived at the shelter and treated myself to 
a large hot lunch. After an hour and a half 
rest I was ready for the last leg of my journey . 

(Cont. Pg. 11) 
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(From Pg. 6) 

Even with all my sore spots , I walked lightly 
those last 2 .8 miles reaching that un
distinguishable line in the woods at 2:30 p.m. 
After a brief stop to sign in and reflect on the 
many journeys that made up my three year 
goal, I continued on to Williamstown, 
Massachusetts choosing the Appalachian 
Trail route past two unique balancing rocks 
and passing over a rocky knoll which af
forded a beautiful view of the Taconic Moun
tains, Mount Greylock and the towns below. 
Total mileage for the weekend was 6.4 miles 
Friday, 18 .2 a1urday a11d l4.6 on Sunday. 

All in a ll Lhc hike lea.red my mind and 
brought th peac ofi11d p~ndent travel ba k 
co m after being without it too long. What 
n xt? Well , I'v heard mention of 46 p<::aks 

v r in New York and l'v already don ' 80 
miles of the Appalachian Tra il - only 1920 
or so miles I >ft LC> go! But these ar oth r goals 
and l'IJ savor this one first for awhile thank 
you . 

Bryan Liss 



THE PACK BASKET 
The 75th Anniversary Committee, the 

1985 ATC Conference Planning Committee, 
and several Club Sections have been work
ing on a variety of products to serve as com
memorative souvenirs and also, hopefully, to 
raise some funds for Club and Section ac
tivities. For instance, several types of T-shirts 
and glass or ceramic mugs will be "unveiled" 
at GMC Annual Meeting May 25th and 
again in August at the 1985 A TC Conference. 
And Ottauquechee Section is preparing a 
poster of Jam es Taylor's original Long Trail 
map. Some items, as described below, can be 
ordered now. 
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MONTPELIER SECTION GMC COMMEMORATIVE ENVELOPE 

A set of six historic postcards is the Mont
pelier Section's contribution to our 75th An
niversary memorabilia. The black and white 
postcards, featuring photographs from the 
Club's archives, measure 4 Y:!" x 6". They ap
pear Lhroughout this issue of the LTN, iden
tified by an asterisk (*)after the caption. They 
may be purchased individually at 15q: each, 
or as a ompletc set ofsi.x for 75¢. P lease order 
these postcards directly from the Club office 
(checks payable to Green Mountain Club) 
and include 22¢ for postage. Remember to 
specify which postcard(s) . 

Montpelier Section is donating 50 % of the 
proceeds from the sale of these postcards to 
the Club. 

KILLINGTON SECTION 

Killington Section is offering both postcards 
and buttons. 
Color postcards: (1) View of Killington 
Peak/Mendon Peak from across Rutland 
Valley, and (2) View of Stratton Mountain/ 
Stratton Pond. (Black and white reproduc
tions appear in this L TN issue.) Available for 
25¢ each . Include #10 self-addressed, stamped 
envelope. 
Buttons: four choices, price includes postage. 
(1) GMC emblem in green and white; (2) 
GMC emblem in green and yellow; (3) tree 
with path, "Footpath in the Wilderness"; (4) 
Scene of Killington Peak, "LT I AT 
Wilderness Partners." $1.25 each, be sure to 
specify design number. 

Order these postcards and buttons from 
Winnie Shambo, 142 Dorr Drive, Rutland, 
VT 05701. Make checks payable to Killington 

The Board of Directors at their January 
meeting in Putney authorized the sale of a 
special stamped envelope cachet to celebrate 
the Club's 75th anniversary and the 1985 Ap
palachian Trail Conference. 

Joseph Sposta, retired Recreation Staff Of
ficer on the Green Mountain National Forest 
and a former Director, made the proposal. 
Joe, who has been a stamp collector for 45 
years, noted the popularity of such items to 
collectors, as well as providing a lasting 
memento of the anniversary and Trail Con
ference activities. 

The cachet, which was designed by Bar
bara Armata, a commercial artist from 
Adams, Massachusetts, features the walking 
hiker passing through the AT Conference 

Section - GMC . Killington Peak/Mendon Peak (K.S.) 

"gate". It was printed in brown and green on 
a white envelope by Ralph Smith of Rutland, 
Vermont . 

The cachet will be stamped with the new 
22 cent Audubon stamp and cancelled with 
a special postmark on the first day of the AT 
Conference at Green Mountain College in 
Poultney, Vermont. The envelopes will be 
sold for $1.50 each at the GMC booth at the 
Conference. Proceeds will be used to support 
the Club's programs. 

Mail orders should be addressed to Joseph 
Sposta, Plains Road, Pittsford, Vermont 
05763 . Checks or money orders will be ac
cepted; do not send cash or stamps. Mail 
orders should include a stamped, self
addressed No . 10 envelope. 
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