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irl Hikers Reach 
Canadian Line after 
Walking 300 Miles” 
proclaimed the 

 Rutland Herald on August 25, 1927. 
“‘Three Musketeers’ Make 300-Mile 
Trip Over the Long Trail In 30 Days,” 
echoed the Burlington Free Press a 
few days later. 

Similar headlines ran in news-
papers across the country—never 
mind that the Long Trail is not, and 
never was, quite that long. The fact 
that women had hiked the length of 
Vermont alone was astonishing news.
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Ready for Adventure

The young Musketeers, our first 
female end-to-enders, were Hilda M. 
Kurth and Kathleen M. Norris of Sche-
nectady, New York, and Catherine E. 
Robbins of Cornwall, Vermont. Cathe-
rine, a Schenectady teacher, and Hilda, 
an instructor of mathematics at Bran-
don High School, had hiked extensively 
in Alaska the summer before. Kathleen, 
Hilda’s student and a recent high school 
graduate, was the one who conceived 
the idea of the Long Trail adventure. 
She was a member of the Green Moun-
tain Club, “had heard many discussions 
of the Trail … and visited parts of it.” 
Now, she wanted to hike the Long Trail 
before entering college.

The Three Musketeers—we don’t 
know who came up with the moniker—
left Williamstown, Massachusetts, on 
July 25. Each woman carried between 
20 and 25 pounds. This sounds light 
when we learn that provisions included 
dehydrated vegetables, powdered milk, 
baking and pancake flour, macaroni, 
cheese, bacon, crackers, raisins, choco-
late, oatmeal, cornmeal mush, and 
mapleine, which turned into ‘maple 

syrup’ with the addition of sugar and 
water.

The women’s packs also held 
blankets, ponchos, flannel pajamas, 
first aid kit, matches, hatchet, Kodak 
camera, two axes, and three compasses. 
The Musketeers wore flannel shirts 
with pockets, breeches, and white lisle 
stockings, “to keep the dye from get-
ting onto their feet,” inside heavy wool 
socks in high 14 inch lace-up boots 
with moccasin toes. (Lisle is a smooth, 
twisted cotton yarn.)

On the Long Trail

As pioneer hikers on the young and 
still incomplete Long Trail, the trio had 
many adventures. They got to practice 
their compass skills the first day out 
when they lost the trail outside Ben-
nington. Near Bourne Pond they found 
the white blazes leading them across 
a railroad trestle—sixty feet above a 
rushing stream. The intrepid hikers 
crawled across on their stomachs, packs 
on their backs, advancing two inches 
at a time, rotting timbers crumbling 
in their hands as they held on to keep 
their balance. Their conclusion: the LT 
ought to be rerouted to a ford across the 
stream.  Around Styles and Peru Peaks 
they encountered a tangle of recent 
blow-downs, and wasted two hours edg-
ing their way through the maze, all the 
while trying to keep the trail in sight.

People they met along the way 
seemed captivated by the women back-
packers, and the Musketeers responded 
graciously to the attention. They had 
been warned in advance not to associ-
ate with fern pickers, local seasonal 
workers who made extra money by 
gathering and shipping ferns to city 
florists. But Hilda, Catherine, and Kath-
leen found the fern pickers friendly 
and interesting, and lingered in their 
lumber camp, listening to stories. At 

LEFT: 1924 Guide Book of The Long Trail


