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Julian Cranberg, thru-hiking the Appalachian Trail, stops over at Mizpah
Spring Hut in the White Mountains of New Hampshire. See the story on
page 38. JAMES WRIGLEY
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The Long Way Home

Back on the Ramsey Trail—
The Boys Are There

I

first climbed the R amsey Tr ail in centr al New Hampshire
with my three big brothers—Bob, Steve, and John—in the mid-1960s,
when my family vacationed at a camp on Squam Lake. I followed the
boys up this trail that took the direct route up the small but formidable
1,260-foot rock face of Rattlesnake Mountain. The boys could reach the top
in fifteen minutes going on the Ramsey, and I tried to go as fast as they did
but never succeeded.
Last June, I stepped back onto the trail that the reckless Ramsey of long
ago had blazed. Now I hesitated. The boulder-strewn trail would require
more time than I had. I hadn’t been here in so long. Midday sun glittered
on the mica bits in the dry soil. Roots hunched up beside the old rocks. The
vegetation seemed so familiar, and yet the trees had grown giant and the path
more trampled.
	I’d been climbing mountains for so many years that I was shocked to
find myself back in childhood. I actually heard my brothers’ voices. Steve,
five years older than me, was saying, “Chrissie, we’re not going to wait.”
John, my closest brother, was scrambling his way up, baggy jeans hanging,
calling, “Chrissie, come on.” Bob, six years older, was quietly surging forward.
(And I remembered a time on the Ramsey when Bob was in his late 20s, a
microchip engineer. We’d taken the wrong fork near the bottom—a fork that
always confused us—and had to about-face. “We’ve lost seven minutes!”)
Climbs spanning my entire life came together as one strong uncomfortable
realization as I pushed up the face, looking nervously at my own watch
because some people were going to be waiting for me down below. I realized
that I’d learned to scale mountains through a kind of tough tiger-brother
training. None of my brothers ever waited for me. My brothers never asked
me how I was feeling or whether it might be too hard for me. If I complained
about their bombastic indifference, my parents would say, “They give you a
hard time because they like you.”
6 Appalachia
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Keeping up with the boys—ready for camp, Southampton, Pennsylvania, 1963.
GLORIA N. WOODSIDE

Panting, I lunged toward the steepest part after briefly going the wrong
way. That was it! I’d dreaded mountains when I was a kid, but they always
exerted this amazing force, and I went up, over and over. Many years later, with
my new husband hiking long distances with a full pack, I knew something.
I knew in muscle memory that pain is not a bad thing. When you climb to
the top of even a very small mountain, by the hardest route possible, you
know that you can do more hard things. This is the epitome of developing
resilience.
	Steve later told me that he believed nobody could keep up with him and
John on the Ramsey Trail. “One particular time,” he said, “Dad got the big
idea that the men, and you, would all climb up Ramsey together.” He recalled
that I had caused some kind of commotion because I thought a bee had stung
me. “You slowed down, then stopped, and began whining about it. Dad (and
I think Bob) stayed behind to attend to you, and John and I finished off the
trail alone at our usual pace. Inwardly, I was a little annoyed we had to deal
with you—no bee sting was ever verified—but it all worked out in the end.”
	I remember nothing of the bee sting story, and I note the happy oddness
of Steve’s saying that “it all worked out in the end.” When I was a kid, I was
never sure, running behind them, whether it all was working out at all.
winter/spring 2016 7
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John reminded me, when I asked him, about going up with our father,
“the great trail finder” (which he wasn’t, being from cities originally, and part
of this dynamic was him laughing at himself and our learning to follow trails
so he wouldn’t get lost). “In true form,” John said, “we lost the trail about
halfway up. Then we just bushwhacked. Somehow we eventually found our
way to the top. I remember you were not too happy about losing the trail, but
you soldiered on and got it done.”
	I remember that particular day well, but not that either my father, John,
or I felt worried for one minute. I trusted them by then. I guess it was just
part of the family business, to scramble up Rattlesnake at every opportunity
during our two short weeks.
	Now, back after so many years, I instinctively hurried—muscle memory,
instinct to run behind the boys. All of my brothers were athletes. They did
not consider any other method of climbing. I could match their pace or I
could hang back. My choice. My brothers sometimes intimidated me, but
they radiated pure joy on Rattlesnake.
	I took a quick look at the sparkling water of the lake far below. Then I
hurried down, crab-walking and jumping from rock to root, shocked at how
strong the boys’ presence felt. And I realized why. For all the times I’d climbed
Rattlesnake—by the Col and Ridge trails, by the Pasture Trail, by the Old
Bridle Path, and by this crazy Ramsey Trail—this moment marked only the
second time I had been on the Ramsey by myself. The first time, I’d gotten
lost and ended up, 25 minutes later, in a meadow.
The boys are the reason I climbed mountains, and yet when I got serious
about it—that year I’ve written about here before, when my husband, two
friends, and I set out to thru-hike the Appalachian Trail—I later learned that
my brothers had all doubted I would make it. But each of them came out to
meet us on the trail. Steve and his wife waited for us at Pine Grove Furnace
State Park. John and his wife hiked with us into Palmerton, Pennsylvania.
Bob waited at a trailhead in Vermont overnight and then packed in two cans
of baked beans.
	Not one word from them about “we never thought you’d get this far.”
Instead, my brothers all showed by their actions that they cared, just the way
they’d done so when they allowed me to follow them so long ago.
—Christine Woodside
Editor-in-Chief

8 Appalachia
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5 p.m. May 2, on the way
to the Wisconsin River
Dear Ones—the horizon’s
a wash of dark rain
left and right of the road
with a break straight ahead
and we ask—will the sun
thread our journey all the way
to the end, are those rays
of light proof of small gods
pointing the way to the hill
where we plan to camp,
will the sun still be up
to guide us as we pitch
our tent? And will there be
woodcocks courting to buzz
us to sleep?
Robin Chapman

Robin Chapman is the author of seven poetry books, most recently The Eelgrass
Meadow (Tebot Bach, 2011). She is the recipient of Appalachia’s 2010 Poetry Prize.
Her poems have appeared recently in Atlanta Review, Dalhousie Review, Prairie
Schooner, and Southern Poetry Review, among other journals.

winter/spring 2016 9

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 9

11/4/15 4:30 PM

Too Cold
The death of Kate Matrosova
Sandy Stott

10 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 10

11/4/15 4:30 PM

T

his is a love story. Its background contains a wife and
husband; its foreground features a woman and mountains across the
world. Even as Shakespeare and life remind us that love stories do not always
end happily, love’s spirit still suffuses this one, makes us want to know it.
It may seem odd to begin parsing a tragedy by talking about love, but without some sense of Kate Matrosova’s passion, this story becomes too simple,
becomes simply a record of error that can be recounted and tutted about.
It is more than that.
	Sometime on February 15 or 16, 2015, New York City resident and Banque
Nationale de Paris Paribas trader Kate Matrosova froze to death near Star
Lake between New Hampshire’s Mounts Madison and Adams. Her death
was all over the news; its starkness drew the eye, engaged the heart. At age
32, she was, by all reports, mountain-experienced, though that experience
was concentrated within the last few years, and she was fit and equipped for
winter. But not, it turned out, for what blew through the White Mountains
during her final 48 hours. Can one be “equipped” for winds near 80 mph and
temperatures of –30 degrees Fahrenheit? The estimated windchill on nearby
Mount Washington had dropped to nearly –80 degrees F; the ground blizzard
of snow must have been impenetrable. A YouTube clip of searchers crossing
the slopes of Mount Adams shows two of them simply blown over like cutout
figures at an amusement park shooting gallery.
Why, so many wondered, walk up into such extremes? All of us who press
out into the mountains’ elemental world know its lure. There, at distance
from the channeled forces that heat and light our houses and apartments,
that drive our devices and their synthesized worlds, we find our old selves
brought forward from a million years of evolution, which is another name for
experience. “Are you experienced?” asked Jimi Hendrix in his short life. “Yes,”
say our ancient selves, “yes, we are.” Or we want to be.
Twinned with this drive is our need for recognition—from others, yes, but
often most centrally from ourselves. In Western culture, this need often takes
on a solo cast; we want to be seen and see ourselves as singular, as distinct and
distinctive, and achievement seems the best route: “Whoa,” we like to hear,
“did you hear that? Who is she? How did he do that?” It begins early in the
Two miles from Route 2, members of the Mountain Rescue Service relieve exhausted
members of Androscoggin Valley Search and Rescue as they carry Matrosova’s body down
the Valley Way. Mike Cherim

winter/spring 2016 11
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home or on the playground and rarely goes away. Who doesn’t want to be
“bad-ass,” if only for a short time?
Mix in the mountains, even the ground-down molars of our New England
Appalachians, and the weather they breed. For the last 300 years, after our
highlands shifted finally from being home to the gods to being no one’s home
at all, mountain-drawn folk have found a sort of distinction there. First,
there was the challenge of peaks unclimbed; once they’d been climbed, it
became routes deemed unclimbable or weather judged too severe. See, for
example, the media flurry around January 2015’s “free climb” of El Capitan’s
Dawn Wall, the generally acknowledged “hardest rock-climb in the world.”
Supported by years of practice and planning and liberal rope-hauled supplies,
Tommy Caldwell and Kevin Jorgeson’s exploit was filmed and blogged and,
yes, tweeted throughout its 19 days. The climb drew long eyes—the thicket
of cameras in the meadow below pointed aloft like cannons. Can they do it?
Will they break the wall, or will it break them? Will they stay together? Will
one fly and the other fall? Caldwell and Jorgeson were “out there,” remarkable.
Climbing free of what holds the rest of us in our chairs and jobs and various
forms of predictable inertia.
Before this, we riveted our attention on and sometimes glorified the young
Alexander Supertramp, a.k.a. Chris McCandless, whose story Jon Krakauer
told in Into the Wild. Until his mysterious death, he too wanted to free climb
though life, defy its gravity.
That, I think, is part of the appeal. You pack up the little town that goes on
your back; you step from the lot where people park their cars and their usual
lives; you slip between two trees, free for some elemental time in this oldest
world. You go up, where divinity once lived, where your hoped-for new self
can emerge.
Kate Matrosova was part of that tribe. She would go up—in a grueling
daily training regimen on the steps of New York City buildings and to the
summits of Kilimanjaro, Elbrus, Aconcagua, and Denali, and she hoped
eventually to reach the summits of all seven continents. Over the years that
stretched ahead, who knows how many other mountains she would have
climbed? Ferociously fit and able to endure what many cannot, Matrosova
was in the first flush of a passion for the hills.
As Chip Brown’s sharp-eyed April 2015 essay for Bloomberg News makes
clear, Matrosova’s capacity for passion drove her training—she trained at levels
most can’t reach—and kept leading up. Tragically, on those two February
days, her passion met weather more turbulent, more driven than she could
12 Appalachia
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master. But before we think more about this unhappy meeting, we need to
climb the essential details to it, to arrive at the meeting of climber and storm.
By the time she reached the Whites that weekend, Kate Matrosova had
already compressed a lifetime of movement into her 32 years. Born into
meager circumstances in Omsk, Siberia, she showed drive throughout her
childhood and gained entrance to Omsk State Transport University, where
she studied finance. At age 20, Matrosova secured a student work visa and
flew to the United States where, over the next decade, she transformed herself
into an astute financial analyst and remarkable athlete. With a magna cum
laude BA from DePaul University, where she studied finance, marketing, and
accounting, and a master’s from the University of California, Berkeley, in
financial engineering, Matrosova climbed quickly to levels of accomplishment
most see only from a distance. Those she met and those she worked with were
drawn to her zest for life and awed by her abilities and drive. In his Bloomberg
article, Brown quoted a research partner, Li Sun, a PhD physicist who now
works for Morgan Stanley. He said that Matrosova “was an adventurer, but
I don’t think she was a risk-seeker. She wanted to know different things,
achieve different things, get to different places. It wasn’t about risk. It was
about achievement.”
And so, as part of her upward training, Matrosova and her husband,
Charlie Farhoodi, arrived in the winter Whites in mid-February. On the 15th,
she planned to climb over and through a Northern Presidential traverse in
alpine style—quick and light over its four summits and 16 miles, beginning
on Mount Madison before dawn, climbing then over Mounts Adams
and Jefferson, and dropping down from Mount Washington along the
Ammonoosuc Ravine Trail as dusk came on. It was an ambitious itinerary. In
the face of an extreme forecast, speed would be essential; Matrosova expected
to be up and down before it got too tough.
	Still, that forecast continues to give many pause. Surely the nearby Mount
Washington Observatory was explicit in its predictions for uninhabitable
cold and wind, as were other forecasters: the coming weather would be the
toughest of an already notable winter. Digesting the observatory forecast, the
Mount Washington Avalanche Center’s Snow Ranger Jeff Lane put it this way
in his February 15 comment:
Mount Washington will truly be putting on a show today and
tomorrow. Its well-earned reputation for harsh winter weather will be
on display, and I’d recommend taking a seat away from the action for
winter/spring 2016 13
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this show. . . . Temperatures will be falling today, reaching –35 degrees
F (–37 degrees C) on the summit overnight. During this time, wind
speeds will be rising quickly up to the 100 mph (161 kph) mark, with
gusts possibly reaching 125 mph (201 kph). These conditions are not
to be taken lightly. I encourage you to be judicious in your choice of
adventure today. Even if your plan is to stay well below treeline today,
bring plenty of warm clothes and extra food and water.
There is a measured, laconic quality to Lane’s sentences, even as its figures are
eye-catchingly extreme. But Lane, deeply experienced, writes from the point
of view of someone who has seen all of this before and knows what to make
of it.
As veteran mountaineer and rescuer Rick Wilcox pointed out in an
interview after the tragedy, there are two ways to approach the mountains:
heavy and slow or light and fast. The first is a geared-up, full-pack style
reminiscent of the siege method of early high climbing. The second is a
stripped-down, bare-essentials quickness close in spirit to trail-running.
When fully equipped, you carry civilization’s core with you—shelter, fire in
some form, fuel, clothing—all in service of providing and protecting your
elemental heat; the quick-footed climber leaves some of those behind and so
depends on not being stopped.
Well below treeline, Mount Madison’s Valley Way eases into the woods
over gentle contours for its early mile, and Matrosova must have made rapid
headway from her 5 a.m. departure. After training on stairs and in stairwells,
at times with a 60-pound pack, the liberation of real trails and light weight
must have felt grand. And the boot track of this usual way into the Northern
Presidentials would have made for good walking.
Matrosova was alone in two ways: she and her husband had agreed he
would stay in the valley and be the day’s driver. Although Farhoodi enjoyed
“being drawn along in her wake,” he was not an aspiring mountaineer; that
was her goal. In addition, the day’s cold forecast made it unlikely that she’d
meet others on these north- or cold-weather-facing slopes. Still, I’m guessing
Matrosova did not feel lonely as she climbed. There is a snug economy to
being outfitted for and moving at the right speed through intense cold, where
the little engine of your body is kicking out heat and your layered clothes
are managing that heat efficiently. From such economy comes pleasure and
confidence, a sort of mental fuel and companionship of self.

14 Appalachia
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Two rescuers, one kneeling, the other’s leg showing, work to recover the body of
Kate Matrosova (out of frame). The site where she was found is between Mount Adams
and the Madison Spring Hut, off the Star Lake Trail south of the lake, at the bottom of
the summit cone of Mount Adams. mike cherim

For reasons unknown and unknowable, Matrosova’s ascent slowed as the
morning wore on and she summited Mount Madison, then dropped down
to the col between it and Mount Adams. Global positioning systems records
show that she later climbed another mile from there to the top of Mount
Adams and then turned back into the gathering gale, returning, finally and
fatally, to the col near Star Lake, where she pressed the button on her locator
beacon (carried at her husband’s insistence) at 3:30 p.m. She was found dead
near there the next day.
By the time Matrosova summoned help, the morning’s heat and confidence
had been drawn from her by the ceaseless cold and wind. It’s likely that these
two administered a final blow as she reached the col, where Mounts Madison
and Adams rising above would channel and accelerate that wind through

winter/spring 2016 15
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a narrow gap. Androscoggin Valley Search and Rescue team member and
Mount Washington State Park Manager Mike Pelchat noted that most of us
don’t understand the effects of high winds on simple body motions because
we haven’t experienced them:
It wasn’t a bad day [early on], but you could hear the wind beginning
to build like a freight train bringing in the cold air. The front came
in really quickly, sooner than forecast. One thing people often don’t
understand is that every 10 mile-per-hour gain in wind speed increases
the force much more than 10 percent. When the winds are 80 or 90 or
100 miles an hour, you can’t walk or stay on your feet; you’re on your
hands and knees waiting for a lull. You can’t lift your goggles up, the
wind blows your arms behind you. If the temperature is 20 below and
a zipper breaks or you drop a glove, you can get into trouble quickly.
Hypothermia sneaks up on you, and you start making poor choices.
Take a look at the chart showing the progression of the wind and cold
recorded on nearby Mount Washington: you’ll note the steady decline in
temperature as the morning wears on, and the corresponding increase in
wind speed as the day deepens. A 4:49 a.m. reading of –4 degrees with 35 mph
winds becomes a 3:51 p.m. reading of –20, with 77 mph winds.
By 3:30 p.m. Matrosova was achingly close to the point where the trail to
the valley begins to descend toward the shelter of the woods below, but the

February 15, 2015 Wind and Temperature Chart
for Mount Washington

Time
4:49 a.m.
5:55 a.m.
8:54 a.m.
1:49 p.m.
3:51 p.m.
5:49 p.m.
9:49 p.m.

Temperature °F
-4
-6
-11
-17
-20
-31
-35

Wind Speed
35 mph
45 mph
41 mph
86 mph
77 mph
75 mph
79 mph

Windchill °F
-33
-38
-45
-62
-66
-81
-88

Mount Washington Observatory data

16 Appalachia
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wind must have formed a wall she couldn’t walk or crawl through. Add to that
the effects of prolonged cold and oncoming hypothermia, which also robs
one of coordination, and you come to Matrosova’s final resting place.

Seasons of Risk
When in the grip of a story like Matrosova’s, we move finally from narrative
to a search for meaning. What are we to take away from her climb and
death? What are we to make of her passion and decisions? It is easy to idle
in an armchair and let your fingers fulminate. A scan of the commentary
on various websites finds more than enough condemnation and superior
trash-talking, sometimes by experienced climbers—a sort of rabid drooling in
print. Often, as I emerge feeling unclean from the fetid pools of such a scan,
I think, “Who are these people? I hope I never meet them.” But, of course,
I have.
	So let’s steer away from such sites; let’s listen instead to the voice of a great
mountaineer as he talks a bit about his climbing life and its risks. A number
of years ago, I had a chance to interview mountaineer Chris Bonington. He
was 59 at the time. After reviewing some of his fabled ascents in the Himalaya
and elsewhere, I asked him if he still gathered with his friends to talk of those
days. “My friends from those days are all dead,” he said. After a pause to let
this stark truth settle, I asked what separated him from these friends: “Why
are you still alive?” I thought I might get some insight, a hint of some faint
intuitive voice that says, “Don’t do that; don’t go there.” I thought I might get
a survivor’s sense of superiority.
“Plain luck,” he answered. And then he went on to sketch two scenarios,
one when he was delayed in a midslope camp and started out hurrying to
catch the rest of his party; the other when he and his companions were
pinned down by a storm high on a 7,600-meter peak, China’s Kongur. In
the first instance, as Bonington followed the tracks of his fellow climbers, he
soon arrived at their end, minutes after an avalanche had swept through. No
tracks continued beyond the swept slope. They were gone. On Kongur, as the
weather turned, each climber dug a single, body-sized slot in the snow, got in,
and then spent three days hoping the storm would abate. “They were really
snow coffins,” said Bonington. “But finally the storm passed and we got up
and then down.”
“I miss them all,” said Bonington about his dead friends, “especially
because I was with them where we are most alive.”
winter/spring 2016 17
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Another noted climber, writer Jon Krakauer of Eiger Dreams (Anchor
Books, 1990), Into the Wild (Anchor Books, 1997), and Into Thin Air (Villard,
1999) fame, said this to me in a 1997 interview:
As you can imagine, it’s incredibly illuminating at the age of 43 to be
able to see some younger version of yourself. I don’t know about you
or most people, but when I was in my 20s, I was clueless. I was just
acting; I was this roiling cloud of emotions drifting in the world, and
I was compelled to do some pretty intense things. I never asked the
question why, and I can’t imagine I would have. I needed to go climb
the Devil’s Thumb [described vividly in Eiger Dreams]. It wasn’t that I
analyzed it carefully and said this is going to advance my career; it was
none of that. Then to see, from the luxury of twenty years down the
road, McCandless, another person on a similar path, is like finding a
home movie of your childhood you never knew existed.
Both climbers have been given the chance of reflection on younger moments
of risk. Neither sounds superior; both are humble in their acceptance of the
gift of going on.
	I often talk over risk and decision making with my friend and kayaking
partner, Geoff. In charge of a large company’s psychological support services,
Geoff makes risk assessments daily, and he’s the most prepared and cleareyed of my outdoor adventure companions. A few days after we’d mulled over
Kate Matrosova’s story together, he sent me this note:
Last summer I spoke with our Deer Isle [Maine] neighbor, David
L., an active, outdoorsy lawyer from Seattle. We were talking about
levels of risk in outdoor activities, e.g., kayaking, mountaineering.
He said that, early in his time out west he had lost three friends to
the mountains. These losses nudged David from the risks of rockclimbing to the less-vertical ones of hiking. His friends were all
white-collar professionals, like himself, who loved the mountains.
We agreed that those realms were probably near the top of the
charts as regards danger, in part because there were a lot of very
tricky (treacherous) variables that one couldn’t really control.
	Once or twice a year, when in a mathematical frame of mind, I
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think of the probability curves for danger as I drive around the neighborhood or to work—little graphs dancing in my mind: thus, heading
east on Hennesey to Spring Street, and making the turn onto Spring
Street (either right or left) has a much sharper, spikier chart than that
of Weymouth, just 50 yards (if that) to the south. There, the sharp,
little hill over the railroad tracks just to the north of Hennessey is only
yards away, blind, and a seemingly perpetual temptation to fast-driving
teenagers. Best to avoid it, and take Weymouth. Just playing the odds.
The mountains are packed with such equations.
	I do wonder about Kate Matrosova. How could one not? Did she
know the forecast? My recollection is that one could see that storm
coming a long way off. If she didn’t, that’s pretty close to Original Sin.
And if she did . . . ?
Perhaps she was at that point of having a dangerous amount of
experience. I’ve read that with pilots and chain saw operators, this
point is reached at about 200 hours. One has the basics down and is
competent with them. If a pilot, one might have both VFR and IFR1
ratings. And if one is naturally talented (as was Matrosova—or, at least,
she was in killer good shape), one is likely to be overconfident in one’s
skills. Specifically, one doesn’t know what one doesn’t know; one has
encountered actually only a few experiences, and perhaps not enough
of the sobering ones.
For me, Geoff’s thinking rings true. My own experience is sprinkled with
such moments. And yours? Has not your mountain time also been subject to
such calculations and miscalculations?
	I recall reaching this level of experience in another exploration, that of
being a teacher. There I was in my year-three classroom: all eyes were turned
my way; subjects no longer seemed unruly; word after word was arriving right
on time. I was in command! No reason I shouldn’t stay that way; no reason
this couldn’t go on and on. Yes, I thought, I was good, already a master. And
then, a few months later, given a new class with different chemistry (from the
1. VFR means “visual flight rules.” A pilot with VFR capabilities can fly only in weather
clear enough to see landmarks. A pilot with IFR—“instrument flight rules”—capabilities is
permitted to fly in all conditions, even clouds and fog.

winter/spring 2016 19

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 19

11/4/15 4:30 PM

get-go, a few students seemed simply not to like me—what’s that all about?),
not so good. In fact, downright bad. No master; not even mister.
	I had entered what Geoff and my teaching friend David call the don’tknow-don’t-know zone. I didn’t know what I didn’t know. I had no experience
to help me figure out what could be wrong; every attempt to fix the situation
felt like a random choice. That stretch went on, and on. How to escape?
Wallowing seemed the only route, and I was lucky to be given time and space
to wallow my way through. On the equivalent challenge of a mountain in a
subzero tempest, I would have perished.
And so, perhaps sobered by reflection on our own close calls and wallowings,
in the hills and elsewhere, we return to the col by Star Lake on February 15.
GPS records give us Matrosova’s course to her final fall. We have an image
of an earlier moment provided by her camera, perhaps the point where the
day began to pivot. What follows is purely my own speculation, but it seems
consistent both with Matrosova’s spirit and the day’s extreme weather. In the
last picture Matrosova took midmorning, she’s down off Mount Madison,
near the hut (which, as White Mountain climbers know, is locked tight,
providing no option of shelter during the winter months; Matrosova would
have known this). Though she’s already well behind schedule, she is smiling.
What might that smile mean on a climber as driven as Matrosova?
We don’t know, of course; we never will. But here’s a guess. The climb up
and over Mount Madison had taken her longer than planned. It was extremely
cold and windy, and going to get colder and windier. In the face of time and
forecast, perhaps Matrosova had already decided to abandon the remaining 12
miles of her traverse and return to the parking lot at the Appalachia trailhead.
The smile could indicate that, for her, the hardest moment had already passed—
that moment when she would give up her goal, step back a bit from her
drive to complete her planned climb, a drive that had already taken her
halfway across the world from her birthplace in Siberia and into rarified air
in so many realms of life. What a hard decision. But one finally made. And
so, the smile.
Given my decision to back off the traverse, she might have thought, I’ll
just do the mile up Mount Adams, then turn back down and call Charlie
from the parking lot. It won’t take him long to drive around and get me.
And so, as her GPS record shows, she went up Mount Adams, with the north
wind’s strong hands at her back. Then, as she turned to go back, the winds
amped up a little earlier than expected; the tempest went from barely walkable
to unlivable.
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Coda
This essay has looked at a tragic story and tried to understand its genesis
and arc; it has not followed the more journalistic pattern of our journal’s
Accidents reports, where readers might expect to find it. And so, I’ve
resisted some of the cautioning and assessment of responsibility that are
common to the Accidents column, though I hope my opinion is clear. Still,
I would be remiss if I did not mention some of the analytic takeaways from
Kate Matrosova’s story.
As noted in this essay, Matrosova made the choice to go fast and light
in her traverse, and that meant that she had no option of hunkering down
and waiting for the tempest to pass when she got in trouble. Carrying the
added weight of shelter and fire and food would have slowed her, making the
planned 16-mile traverse less likely. Such equipped climbing may not have
saved her in such severe weather, but it might have offered a chance. Her
only remaining margins of safety were the aforementioned speed and hightech communications (locator beacon, phone), which did succeed in making
her trouble known, but, given the extreme weather and the lag in rescue it
created, couldn’t save her.
Matrosova made a point of taking responsibility for herself, and I argue
that each of us should have the freedom to risk our selves in pursuit of living.
The tougher question arises when one considers the rescuers who responded
to Matrosova’s beacon call late on the afternoon of the 15th. Rescuers,
professional and volunteer, did what we have come to expect of them, even
in extreme nighttime conditions: they tried to find the climber in trouble.
Did Matrosova—do you or I?—have the right to summon this response, to
put others at extreme risk, when we have chosen to climb in such dangerous
circumstances? Here, I have to say, no. And yet, even as I do so, I also have
to say that each rescuer who responds to such a call bears some responsibility,
too. Each makes a choice to go out, and each can refuse or turn back if the
risk to self becomes untenable. Which is precisely what happened on the
night of 15th, when searchers couldn’t find Matrosova at one of the locations
indicated by the beacon’s signal.
One of the locations? Yes, one of the locations, plural. Although we like
to believe our technology is precise to within inches, the truth of beacon and
cell phone signals is that terrain and weather can make them unpredictable.
And, of course, even had this signal been true, it doesn’t take much to miss
a person in howling darkness with visibility measured in inches of headlamp
light, like that of the night searchers on the 15th.
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The weather, amply cited in this essay, bears repeated mention. Predictions
by Snow Ranger Jeff Lane and myriad other forecasters came true. It really
was a day to stay in, or down low. As I speculated earlier, I think Matrosova
learned that in the col between Mounts Madison and Adams, but her
realization arrived a little too late.
Finally, I will defend Matrosova’s right to go up as she did, alone and
lightly equipped for speed, even as I would not do the same, even when I, too,
was in the first flush of a life’s passion for the mountains.

Trail’s Endnote
Those of us who go up alone probably don’t need a reminder, but my recent
phone conversation with Charlie Farhoodi impels me to offer it: no one
climbs solo. Weightless but with us every step are the relations we hold close;
when one of us doesn’t return, her or his absence goes on and on for those
left behind.
At the outset, I contended that Kate Matrosova’s final climb is a love
story; after spending long hours reading about, thinking through, and finally
writing it, I still think this is so. At times, love brings erasure; the rest of the
world goes away, and one is fully present—with another or in a special place.
Living with such a love is a gift, though it is not, as we learn repeatedly,
without peril.

Sandy Stott is the Accidents editor of Appalachia and was editor of the
journal from 1990–2000. He taught English for many years at Concord
Academy and has spent most of his life writing and exploring northeastern
trails.
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March
All winter long, we walked on the fallen sky,
walked on clouds until we fell, thigh deep, to earth.
Now the clouds are melting, running down the side of the mountain
in small hidden rivers.
What is it in me that needs melting? What is it that I am scared of?
What do I do with my anger and my hope?
All night long, down the side of the mountain,
waters run together where we cannot see.
The earth, underneath, is awakening.
Once more the tips of the bare tree branches put out new buds
that clasp their small hands together in prayer.
Nadia Colburn

Nadia Colburn has published poetry and prose in more than 60 national
publications including The New Yorker, The Yale Review, Slate.com, and American
Poetry Review. She edits Anchor Magazine: where spirituality and social justice meet and
lives in Cambridge, Massachusetts, with her husband and two children.
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A Bear Ponders My Edibility
The too-old-and-stringy hypothesis
Richard LeBlond

24 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 24

11/4/15 4:30 PM

O

ne day in September 2009, while exploring a broad
ridgetop called The Battery in southern Labrador, I found an unusual
habitat: isolated ponds in sandy and rocky soils where water levels went up
and down with the groundwater. A botanist by trade, I was familiar with
these habitats from Cape Cod to Florida. They are noted for their biological
diversity and rare species, many of which are only seen when water levels
are low.
Water levels were low on The Battery that September, and I was able to
conduct a reasonable inventory of plant species at the first pond I saw. But
much to my surprise and chagrin—even, perhaps, a modicum of terror—a
black bear suddenly appeared on the shore of the second pond, rudely in
the middle of my inventory. After an awkward assessment of intentions, or
“interview” as John Muir called his black bear encounter, the bear escorted
me out even though I was there first.
For almost twenty years, I made a living conducting natural habitat
surveys in North Carolina. During that time, I had been confronted by a
number of animated assailants, but never by a bear. I had been captured by
marines on Camp Lejeune, eyed by swimming alligators too stupid to know
how easy it is to overturn a Poke Boat, and attacked during seaside surveys by
terns that employed both fore and aft gunneries; that is, jabbed my head with
their beaks and despoiled my head with butt filth. I have been stopped short
by a hissing, floating, gape-mouthed water moccasin while wading hip-deep
in a pond. Until the Labrador bear, that was my most terrifying moment, as
the body part most readily available for a water moccasin strike was my belly.
I have been driven from habitat by sky-darkening mosquitos and airborne
piranhas called deerflies. And I have been nibbled to distraction by chiggers
and ticks. All are toothsome or beaksome aggressors who can penetrate the
skin with oral parts, though the marines less frequently attack in this manner.
Among these predators, only the marines and alligators were capable
of killing me on the spot. I escaped the marines the same way they found
me, through a portal into a parallel universe. They were in training for war,
and at rifle point ordered me to kneel on the savanna I had been surveying
(for them), hands clasped behind my back. But because I was from a parallel
universe, they could only pretend to capture, bind, and blindfold me.
Exploring this rare habitat—isolated ponds in sandy soil at low water level—
Richard LeBlond began scanning the ground for plants, not expecting a black bear.
RICHARD LEBLOND
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The alligators, as I said, are too stupid to realize I was as easy to get as a
clam in an open shell, and with a whole lot more calories. The Poke Boat is
a sort of kayak-canoe love child primarily used to fish quiet southern waters.
I paddled the rivers and tidal creeks of southeastern North Carolina with the
assurance of co-workers that gators do not attack things larger than themselves. The Poke Boat was 11 feet long, but local gators are known to grow to 14
feet, meaning I did not have full coverage under the assurance policy. I most
frequently saw them swimming with just their snouts and eyes above water.
Whatever their size, they always continued on their way. But being eyeballed
by a swimming gator is always scary.
Unarmed, I was mostly unprepared for the Labrador bear.
I hadn’t seen a bear of any breed in nearly twenty years, and never while
walking alone in the wilderness. I knew black bears lived in Newfoundland
and Labrador, but outdoors my thoughts had been of the polar bear, the largest
terrestrial carnivore on earth. An adult polar bear can weigh 1,500 pounds, and
these behemoths occasionally show up along the southern Labrador shore,
even along the north shore of Newfoundland, having come south in spring to
feed on newborn seals, and rarely floating in on summer icebergs.
At this point, I wasn’t thinking about bears at all because I was a few miles
from the Atlantic shore, and several hundred feet above it. (I thought I was
out of polar bear habitat, but have since learned they venture inland in this
region.) I do not commend stumbling on a black bear in the wilderness, but
the tone and outcome likely would have been much different if it had been a
polar bear. For starters, someone else would have written my obituary instead
of my writing this.
The first pond, where I successfully inventoried plants, lies along Labrador’s
Route 510. It is called Funnel Pond, appropriate for its circular shoreline and
up-and-down movement of the water. The second pond, which I now call
Bear Pond, lies a little more than a half-mile in from the highway. A dirt road
passes by its southern end, and I parked on a slope above the shore. This pond
is linear, extending northward from where I parked for about a quarter-mile,
and averaging about 200 feet wide. As at Funnel Pond, water levels were low,
exposing a good half of the sandy and rocky pond basin below the shrubbordered high-water shoreline.
	I began my plant inventory heading north along the east shore, almost
immediately seeing plants I hadn’t seen at Funnel Pond, a good start. After
about fifteen minutes and one-third of the way up the east shore, a beautiful
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Richard LeBlond in the field on Newfoundland Island.

KAREN PATTERSON

red fox suddenly appeared about 500 feet ahead of me. It never saw me and
trotted around the north end of the pond, disappearing into the thicket on
the slope above the west shore. Five minutes later, the bear appeared where
the fox had entered the east shore—my shore. Only, this time I stood about
300 feet away.
The fox did not require my risk assessment and consideration of strategies,
but the bear did. A bear’s survey takes priority over that of an unarmed
human. At first, the bear didn’t see me, and, as the fox had, it headed away
from me, about another 100 feet toward the pond’s nearby north end. But as
it turned to the west, it saw me and stopped. I had already stopped. It is said
bears don’t see well, but I was standing still and, now, maybe 400 feet away, it
stared at me.
	I cannot compare the feeling that comes in the gaze of a top-tier carnivore
that is trying to figure out whether I pose a threat to body or territory or
whether I would be suitable for dinner. The bear was doing what a dozen
gurus had failed to do: bring me to total and continuous focus in the present.
The great majority of what I felt was fear, but I also felt a bit of thrill, a
heightened awareness that this was a very special moment in my life, whatever
the outcome would be.
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As I assessed my vulnerability and marshaled my options, the bear just stood
there, its body facing west but its head turned south toward me. I slowly began
to back up. But the pond’s stony shore made walking difficult in the direction
I wasn’t looking, so I turned around and continued in a more sure-footed
manner. I frequently looked over my shoulder to see what Mr. Bruin was up
to (I’m assuming a male because no cubs were present), and he continued to
stand still and watch me. The bear then ambled—a lumbering amble, bony
and muscular—up the west shore slope and into the thicket where the fox
had gone, disappearing from view. I guessed he was following an animal trail,
not the fox, though knowing full well the fox was not far ahead.
Considering options was easy. I had so few. If he had charged, I would
have thrown stones, the only weapons available. On the exposed pond shore
lay every throwable size of stone in abundance. I mentally selected stone
baseballs should the bear approach within 100 feet, and I planned to throw
as many as quickly as I could, aiming for dead center. If those didn’t stop it,
I would hoist a heavier stone above my head and run at the bear, yelling. If I
had to and if I could, I would give it a major league headache. I had thought
about this should I ever be charged by a polar bear. This course of action
seemed preferable to passively lying in the fetal position, as some wilderness
experts recommend, while the bear chewed and clawed. And I would look as
big as I could. Size is important to bears.
Experts commonly believe that black bears without cubs are less likely to
attack than brown bears (grizzlies) and polar bears, and I was counting on
this bear to heed those beliefs. But in truth, I didn’t know what experts had
recommended as the right action for an interview with a male black bear. Nor
did I know the meaning of the various aspects of black bear behavior. I was in
for a surprise when I finally had a chance to do the research.
More recently, I have learned that fully half of the fatal bear attacks in
the United States and Canada during the past century were by black bears,
who greatly outnumber the brown and polar bears. More surprising are the
results of a study of black bear attacks conducted by scientists at the
University of Calgary and reported by Cheryl Lyn Dybas in Natural History
July–August 2011:
The team examined all sixty-three deaths in fifty-nine fatal incidents between
1900 and 2009 attributed to [wild black bears] in Canada and the U.S.,
including Alaska. Of fifty-six of those incidents in which they had sufficient
information to analyze the attack, they determined that in forty-nine cases, or
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88 percent, the attacking bear was exhibiting predatory behavior. In thirty-six
of those attacks, the sex of the bear was conclusively known; thirty-three of
those predators, or 92 percent, were male. A widespread assumption is that
the riskiest encounter is with a mother bear with cubs, but in fact the bear to
beware is a male looking for a meal.

After the bear disappeared into the thicket above the west
shore of the pond, I continued in a determined but less concerned manner
toward the south end. My plant survey had been nullified, but as I neared the
beginning of the trail that led up the open slope to my truck, I saw another
plant species new to my list. As I knelt down to collect it, my peripheral
vision detected movement behind my shoulder, and I turned my head to
see that the bear was no more than 150 feet behind me. He had come down
the west side of the pond undetected and was now walking on the exposed
shore. The moment I looked at him, he turned to the east and stopped, facing his head toward me as he had done during the first encounter. (Again—
so much for bears having poor eyesight.) I dropped the plant specimen, stood
up, and began ascending the trail up the open slope—not running, but ready
to run. About halfway up I turned to look, and was relieved to see he had
not moved closer.
The bear’s behavior suggested he was just curious, or maybe territorial.
But I couldn’t let go of the notion that it might have been a diner’s curiosity,
wondering whether he could afford the price of “today’s catch.” He might
have considered me too old and stringy to have been worth the effort. He no
doubt also recognized me as the species that threw things at him as he tried
to retrieve good-smelling objects from garbage cans. We may have been of
similar minds, unsure whether to fight or flee.
John Gimlette, in his book Theatre of Fish (Knopf, 2005), describes an
encounter with a black bear at Nain in northern Labrador. It too seemed
“undecided whether to run for it or eat me.” Gimlette managed to slip away,
but took with him the “sensation of being edible.”
The young Winston Churchill wrote in The Story of the Malakand Field
Force (Norton, 1989), “Nothing in life is so exhilarating as to be shot at without result.” My response was more euphoric relief than exhilaration, but I
now know the realm of which he spoke.
	Safely in my Tacoma, I headed toward the highway. But with a rationally
challenged decision, I stopped at Funnel Pond, where I had made the earlier
plant inventory. I needed another specimen of a grass that had been difficult
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to identify. This pond was only a half-mile from Bear Pond, a distance
Mr. Bruin could have covered in a minute when running with purpose. I was
as wary as a burglar in a house of thieves. The bear was already in my head,
so I collected the grass and got out of there in a hurry.
After returning home from eastern Canada, I looked at a few
websites devoted to bear encounters. There seems to be general agreement that
it is a good thing to let a bear know you are a human by waving your arms
and talking in a quiet, calm voice (frankly, those actions seem contradictory to
me). There is also general agreement that one should quietly back away while
talking in that calm voice, apparently for as long as the bear is in view.
	If the bear exhibits threatening behavior, the Center for Wildlife
Information (centerforwildlifeinformation.org) recommends yelling and
throwing sticks or stones. But the weapon of choice if the bear closely
approaches is pepper spray. MountainNature (mountainnature.com) says it
should be used only as a last resort, when the bear is within 15 feet. Beyond
that and the spray is likely to be too dispersed to be effective. The website also
recommends that the pepper canister be immediately discarded because the
smell of pepper—contrary to spray in the eyes—is an attractant.
	If a black bear physically attacks, some experts (such as those at bearsmart.
com) advise fighting back with whatever is available, even punching it in the
eyes and nose, while others (see americanbear.org) advise playing dead, but
fighting back if the black bear bites.
	I was surprised to learn my bear may have been exhibiting predatory
behavior. According to the Center for Wildlife Information, “Any bear . . .
that continues to approach, follow, disappear and reappear, or displays other
stalking behaviors is acting in a predatory manner.” M. Sanjayan, a scientist
for The Nature Conservancy, says, “It’s the way of all bears to practice sly and
oblique approaches as a prelude to an attack.” Bears will also turn sideways to
show a larger profile, as a warning. My bear had given me a sideways view at
both encounters. I thought nothing of it at the time.
	It was only later that I could comfortably consider why the bear didn’t eat
me. For now, I’m going with the “too old and stringy” hypothesis. My bear
was an epicurean.

Richard LeBlond, a retired inventory biologist for the North Carolina Natural
Heritage Program, is an associate of the University of North Carolina Herbarium.
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Winterkill
Because the day disrobes, discards scarf and sweater,
exposing April’s white skin, I go singing
into the longer light, walking and fishing and gathering
the bright red teaberries that grow sweeter through the cold
months and now taste like fresh mint cut from a summer garden.
And in this I find the bones of animals who starved,
or were run down by coyotes or wild dogs leaping over
the deeper snow, who also felt hunger gnawing at their bones.
Here the rib of a yearling doe points up through the canopy
of May apples, while near the stream the skull of a porcupine
sleeps in a deathbed of quills, softened by the petals
of the first yellow violets.
Todd David

Todd David teaches creative writing and environmental studies at Penn State
University’s Altoona College. He is the author of, most recently, In the Kingdom
of the Ditch (Michigan State University Press, 2013), as well as four other books of
poems, including The Least of the These (Michigan State University Press, 2010) and
Household of Water, Moon, and Snow: The Thoreau Poems (Seven Kitchens Press, 2010).
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Going to Tent Rocks
An encounter with the edge of understanding
Sally Manikian

		I feel cluttered when there is no time to analyze experience.

						

—May Sarton

32 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 32

11/4/15 4:30 PM

K

asha-K atuwe Tent Rocks National Monument presented
itself to me as unremarkable. It is roadside, a shortish drive off the main
highway, and the acreage was small. There was only one trail in the canyon,
and it was less than three miles long. It would not take a lot of time to go
through the canyon, up to the ridge, see the sights, and be back to Santa Fe,
where I was staying, in time for dinner. In short, unremarkable.
Thus, I tacked Tent Rocks onto the end of a day trip to the Petroglyph
National Monument, where I enjoyed the sun on my shoulders and the
blue sky above, but remained unmoved. After spending a morning in flat
sandy basins, looking for drawings on rocks, I felt like an empty underserved
vessel. Sleepy-eyed, thinking about returning home, I turned off the highway
toward Tent Rocks.
And then I woke up.
The canyon walls were what struck me first, standing tall and clean in the
desert sky. There was some kind of energy at work here. I pulled the car over
and stared.
After this awe-striking start, I could have become disappointed,
and almost was as I left the parking lot and approached the canyon itself.
As roadside monuments can be, the first half-mile was sandy and flat, and
sometimes paved. I watched lots of people and big plastic signs. The routes
were chosen for us, numbered as easy, moderate, and difficult. There was no
sense of wildness and difference, or silence and calm, walking along that welldefined and wide treadway.
As someone who has stewardship work, the work of designing sustainable
natural areas, as her profession, I notice recreation management techniques,
I notice erosion, I notice the language in signs. So much of my experience in
the outdoors is affected by the perceptions of a trail worker; it is another lens
in the wildlands that is hard for me to stop peering through. It is hard for me
to shed all the roles I play, and just be.
	I left the parking lot and entered the trails. I didn’t feel deflated, and I
didn’t feel terribly curious, but I did continue. I continued through the first
half-mile because I had open time in front of me. Nothing more immediate
than the path underneath me needed my attention. I followed the path to the
canyon that led into the heart of Tent Rocks itself.
Something happened when Sally Manikian entered the canyon and sensed the movement
that had created this place. SALLY MANIKIAN
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	Something started when I entered the canyon.
	It was the walls, the curves of the rocks, and the light, shifting with
clouds. Waves of rock and light, a narrow space. The walls glowed. Globular
formations of rock, striations, and ridges. The textures were smooth and
loving. I know nothing about geology, but I began to sense the movement
that created this place. It was clean.
Everything felt new, and I felt outside myself. The shock of the strange.
The break that is precipitated by an encounter with the edge of our understanding. The rocks were different, the light was different, I was encountering
an energy in the world that I did not know or feel before.
	I couldn’t stop staring, as I fully said aloud, “Oh my god.” That feeling of
a clean break, of smooth movement, continued when I left the slot canyon
and the trail began to climb. Steeply at first, but then a switchbacked path,
smooth and constant and at a grade steep enough to erode.
	I looked back and saw the pointed hats of the tents, the rock formations
that gave this place its name, and I felt something. I felt the awe at the way
the earth chose to express itself in the canyon, in those rock formations. I felt
openness and power.
I reached the top quickly. I had been climbing eagerly,
enjoying the steeper pitch. I had been waiting to be challenged all day, as I had
wandered around the flat basin desert around Albuquerque that morning.
The path followed the ridge out to an outlook. The path out was fairly
unremarkable, as I skirted the top of the canyon and the rocks beneath. At
the outlook itself, there were a handful of youths there, but they left as I
approached, taking their chatter and their city clothing with them.
	I had the outlook to myself. I sat for half an hour. I watched the clouds
move, I measured the curves and formations of rocks against the high mesa
and mountains behind. The place I was at was part of a large system, of space
and history and time. Clean brown and white striations in rock, spots of
green growth, and even higher ridgelines crowned the horizon.
	I felt presence, in self and in landscape. Everything felt intact, unblemished.
I felt whole. I was smiling, a relaxed and confident smile. That feeling, that
view, was exactly what I had been looking for. It was a feeling I had felt on
mountaintops, on lake sides, and at the edge of rivers before, no book or phone
or notebook. I would just sit and watch, and listen. My mind becoming a
place not of task-setting but of a gentle processing of what’s happened, what’s
happening, and what’s to come. A meditative place.
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	So, at the time, in the moment, I just
felt good. I did some mild hiking math,
considered what time I thought I’d be back
in Santa Fe, and then I sat and settled into my
bones. Silent.
The time to go back down came only
when I felt satisfied—so rested as to become
restless.
The walk back down was simple, and a
cooling down. I idly counted trash, I tried
taking pictures, but the lighting had shifted,
and I couldn’t capture what I was seeing with
my camera. So I stopped doing, stopped
forceful action, and just watched, as I walked.
Watched the canyon walls shift, as I moved.
I felt small, I felt open. I felt connected
and alive.
While still descending through the canyon,
I had the distinct and palpable feeling that I
wished I wasn’t going back to a building, a Slot canyon, Tent Rocks.
car, a road, to electricity and water and lights. SALLY MANIKIAN
I wanted to stay out there, stay in the canyon.
Wake up in the morning and see how the light is different. I wanted to live that
landscape, give over to its life cycle. I wanted to understand it by experiencing
it. Like the way we want to learn more about new people we meet, I wanted
to ask so many questions: What did the rocks feel like in December? What
sort of light comes through the canyon in July? Do flowers bloom at the edge
in March? What small creatures make their home here?
When I left the canyon, I turned to the rock formations, the tall obelisk
points, and said aloud, without thinking, “Goodbye, friends.” That should
have been a sign.
As I exited, I decided to take a different loop back to my car.
It curved up, and I began to take breath again, in and out, a steady pace, a
pace I’ve cultured for over a decade of work in the White Mountains, enjoying the feeling of climbing again. I thought the magic had ended, as I walked
along the wide floor at the base, edged by the sentries of walls.
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Although I had only a half-mile left, I was not done with this journey yet.
I reached the corner of the loop, and before I descended into the ridgelinecast shadow that led to the parking lot, I paused. I looked all around, looked
out across the openness, with my back to the canyon, I felt overwhelmed,
with love and emotion. I felt full and light and alive.
	I sat down, and touched the ground. Both hands. As my hands reached
the ground, tears came into my eyes. I felt open and free and alone, and also
small and connected.
The first person I thought of was a good friend, Mike, a highly spiritual person who walks the woods gently to connect with the spirits of his
American Indian ancestors. “He’d understand,” I thought.
	I stood in front of the cave on the Cave Loop Trail, a small indentation at
eye level that was part of the lives lived by people long before me. I thought
immediately of my friend Mike, about the spirit of the place—whether the
“old ones” (in Mike’s language) or the Earth’s spirit (in mine), when I heard
pipes. Native pipes, undirected and haunting and singing a melody.
	It was an echo that couldn’t have been better timed by a filmmaker.
	I ran into the pipe player a few minutes later and struck up a conversation
with him, to share what his music had meant to me, and to learn about him.
“Why did you play at that moment?”
“It was just so beautiful,” he said. “The Indians believe that the pipe is
praying with your breath.”
The appearance, by chance, of the pipe player suggested that I had experienced something I needed to pay attention to.
	I sat at a picnic table in the parking lot, furiously scribbling in my notebook
the chain of events and attendant emotions I’ve described. I tried to identify
what it was I was supposed to pay attention to. I started with the question,
“When did I last feel this way?”
This answer came easily: I felt this way when I worked as a caretaker, a
steward of the backcountry who maintains trails, campsites, and so much
more, a person who lives and thrives in the interaction between humans and
wildlands. I felt this way when I lived and worked at the end of timberline
and the high boreal forest of the White Mountains in New Hampshire and
the Mahoosuc Range into Maine.
The crying in awe at the beauty of nature, the alpine zone in winter, the
blowing snow and feathery rime. The thaw of spring and the water left in its
wake. Green buds of leaves, electric in May sunshine. Juncos.
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The sense of suspended time, the sense of longer time, the feeling of lightness of a simple stove and a tent. Of a Gray Knob winter, cold and clear.
What all that means now is this: the need to experience difference and rare
beauty, to find self in landscape, to let the time pass, and to blur the edges
between. I find it still, during those longer times in the mountains, when
morning light passes through rime ice as I push uphill, when the sky and
clouds spread above me on a ridgeline, and when the forest glows green in the
afternoon as I head back to my car after a day working in the woods. Those
are the times when I know what I am working to protect.
At these moments, something resurfaces. A sense of space, a sense of self,
and the relationship between them. Something passes between me, and the
system of grass and trees and dirt and sky. The feeling of my body moving
under its own power, a body in motion, and the openness that creates.
Stopping to experience beauty, the rime on the trees and the light reflecting
off it. Bright blue sky as you stand equal to the peaks. I recall one time, when
on the way back down from a wintry summit on a sunny day, I fell on my
back in the snow, laughing at the sky and the dog that jumped on me.
	I will never value a place by the length or grade of trail again. I will
continue to search for the edge of experience, the expressions of beauty, in
simple and clean moments. Thank you, Tent Rocks. Thank you.

Sally Manikian is the author of essays for Appalachia that include “At the Edge of
the Yard” (LXV no. 1), the story of losing her mother as she gained the mountains.
She serves as the journal’s News and Notes editor and works as the Appalachian
Mountain Club’s backcountry resource conservation manager. She lives in Shelburne,
New Hampshire.
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Distance
How far have you come?
Elissa Ely
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W

e watched the July storm from inside Mizpah Spring
Hut, passing sociable helpings of gingerbread down the plank
table—no one asked for the recipe because the croo never shares it—
and feeling adept for having beaten the clouds to dinner, when a small
group appeared at the kitchen door. One diner recognized them and
whispered through his dessert. A mile or so away on the trail, an hour or so
earlier, he had exchanged passing questions with them—the usual variety
of questions. The answers had been unusual. These weren’t hikers; they
were imperial hikers, Appalachian Trail thru-hikers, up from Georgia and
heading ever north.
There were three of them. The first man through the door was tubby from
layers of clothing under his raincoat. A woman following him wore nose
studs. When the bony last folded his hood back, he looked like an ascetic,
hovering in some Himalayan cave, pared down to essence on a diet of air.
They stood, dripping and silent (maybe having said all they needed to in
the preceding 1,840 miles), waiting for us to finish our dinners. These were
not paying customers like us, meandering down from Mount Eisenhower or
Mount Pierce for the night, covered with local sweat. They had carried their
dust across months, cross-pollinating states.
	Some of us preoccupy ourselves with distance. I ask everyone I meet the
same biologically driven question—that is, driven by my own biology. I regret
as soon as I ask, yet never fail to do so: how far have you come, and how much
farther do I have to go?
Distance should have nothing to do with personal worth. A longer hike
is not supposed to mean a superior species of hiker, and a shorter hike is not
supposed to mean a failure of character. Still, if an end point exists (and one
always does), am I only half-accomplished until I reach it? If you have gone
farther than I, are you more accomplished?
Now, on the other side of an invisible cord strung across
the kitchen entrance, it looked as though the thru-hikers were bartering with
the croo. The multilayered man gestured to trays of food, and I imagined he
was negotiating for leftovers, maybe in exchange for dishwashing. Diplomacy
seemed relaxed. He hoisted himself onto a counter, the cook leaned against it,

Appalachian Trail thru-hiker “Treebeard,” whose name off trail is Julian Cranberg,
waits his turn for leftovers at Mizpah Spring Hut, August 2015. JAMES WRIGLEY
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both laughed, and by the time we had finished our dessert, it was clear they
had finished their arrangement.
Carrying plates of food, they walked into the dining room, past the chalkboard with current weather conditions and the dinner menu, past a bookcase
with copies of Appalachia going back half a century, past lingering diners, and
sat at the far end of a table. They were facing a wall of windows in dimming
light, but not looking out to the view.
The woman had brought nothing but a small bowl of salad, which she
deconstructed delicately, one lettuce leaf at a time. This was odd because
she should have been starving. I worried about her fortitude and heard my
stomach growl. The man, who might have been her husband—they wore
similar left-hand rings—hoisted forkfuls of chicken parmigiana to his mouth
as if he were loading a truck. The yogic third sat apart from them, serenely
eating a double portion of the same chicken. All of them still wore raincoats.
After dinner, the majority of us read by headlamp, played cards, and
bought shirts from the hut volunteer. We were at leisure. The three of them
brought their plates back to the oversize sink and started to wash dishes to a
degree of cleanliness they had probably not themselves known in months.
When we woke, the rain was gone, and the croo was singing an a cappella
rendition of “Oh, Shenandoah.” On our way to the bathrooms, we tiptoed
past two of the travelers under a dining room table. The third had disappeared
into his sleeping bag on the grass outside. No head was visible, but a pair of
crossed hiking poles poked up beside his knapsack, like a mailbox for his
current cave.
They left half an hour later without bartering for breakfast, while we
passed frittata, coffee cake, and tea bags down the tables. We were heading
back. They were going on.
Taking the Crawford Path down, we ran into an older, portly man. He
wore a white ponytail and one feather earring in exuberant combination, and
was using his sticks for canes. There was a time, he told us, leaning on them,
when he had hiked all 48 4,000-footers in all four seasons. He knew the trails
by rock and root. But those days were gone. He was just out for a stroll.
“How much farther?” I asked reflexively.
“Wrong question,” he said, though did not seem annoyed. He had been
up and down all these mountains, and was an expert in distances. But at this
moment, he was only measuring the great worth of the day.

Elissa Ely is a Boston-based psychiatrist and writer.
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Night of the Owl
Dark on dark in a rainy gloom,
shadow swoops crisscrossed branches,
like a prisoner set loose
after the winds.
Down on a branch she raises a wing,
carelessly sifts feathers
with a beak hooked lethal,
watching me with indifferent eye.
Strange creature abroad
on a night touched by a fractured moon,
inscrutable her intent,
but comforting.
Lynn Martin

Lynn Martin’s poetry has appeared in the South Florida Review, Green Mountains Review, Connecticut Review, The Centennial Review, Chrysalis Reader, and the
anthology Connections: New York City Bridges in Poetry (P&Q Press, 2012). She lives
in Brattleboro, Vermont.
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Thoughts from a groundbreaking climber and caver
Jan Conn

C

limbers and cavers have much in common.
Both need to be adventure oriented, willing to reach beyond the
safe confines of familiarity and step into the world of unknowns. This means
they are willing to risk—how much is completely up to the individual. Soon
they are caught up in the marvels of where they are and the rewards they are
having. Along with the fun is the growing appreciation of a new environment
and the challenges that must be faced to overcome it. This gives satisfaction
and a desire for more and bigger challenges in the future. Both cavers and
climbers will go anywhere in the world seeking such adventure.
Those engaged in both sports have been in the forefront of developing
equipment to fill their specialized needs. This sometimes leads to a means
of livelihood that is a complete surprise. There are so many similarities that
many participate in both diversions with equal enthusiasm. But there are differences also.
	One basic difference is that a climber can gaze at his proposed route from
below and get a rough idea of what he will encounter on the climb.
The caver knows only what the light he carries reveals. The fact that one
can’t see the overall picture gives caving its mystery and one of its basic lures.
Climbers have bigger egos than cavers. It may go hand in hand with the
quality of leadership.
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	In climbing, the leader has the responsibility of picking the route and
takes the greatest risk in leading it. In turn, he or she can safeguard those who
come behind so that their danger and stress is less.
	In caving, each member moves independently and faces the same obstacles. This does not mean that the challenge is the same for each. The small
agile caver has a definite advantage. My late husband, Herb, and I were both
little people. Dennis Knuckles, tall and rangy, followed us without difficulty
until we met a right-angle bend in a narrow down-trending passage. Herb
and I slipped into it from above, “sat down” at the right turn, and slid easily
out of the bottom. Dennis’s longer bones balked at the tight bend, and it took
several different attacks before he could make it through. The spot became
known as Knuckle Bender.
Climbers can more easily make a living with their craft. We’ve read of
climbers servicing wind farms, replacing lights on radio towers, and washing
the windows of high-rise buildings. Herb did the maintenance work on the
stone faces of Mount Rushmore for many years. It was just one week a year,
which suited him perfectly. He also hung over the face of a high dam searching for leaks after dye had been applied to a suspect portion on the other side
of the dam where water was impounded.
Mountains by their nature are uplifting. You have to look up
to see them. Those who yearn for the high places but lack
the time and opportunity to seek them will attend a lecture,
watch a film, or read a book that transports them briefly
into another world. Climbers can satisfy those needs.
Folks see actual climbers on a local cliff or in a writeup in the paper. The nearby gym often sports a climbing
wall. As a result, climbing has become “mainstream,”
and folks will pay to experience the actual thing.
Manufacturers of outdoor and specialized
climbing equipment can profit from pictures
and endorsements by well-known climbers. The
picture of a climber in a bright red parka silhouetted
JAN CONN
against a clear blue sky is appealing and will
sell merchandise.
Jan Conn’s friend’s drawing on the previous page underscores the fun she’s had for
most of her life in her two sports, rock climbing and caving. JEAN DOLAN
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But let’s face it: A caver emerging from a grubby crawlway gives an entirely
different impression. Caves are hidden away from everyday life. They are dark
and appear alien. To enter them, one must carry an unfailing source of light
or be threatened by being marooned in the chill dark. In a place that never
sees the light of day, the blackness becomes the first challenge that must be
met. With adequate light, the underground can become as fascinating as the
sun-drenched world. Those who venture into caves find a fantastic world of
sights never seen on the surface.
Finding virgin cave where no one has ever been is as exhilarating as
any untrod summit. But a virgin cave passage has a completely unknown
destination that pulls the explorer forward to—who knows what? The thrill
of moving through virgin cave is one of the superlative experiences in life.
The mere existence of the cave prompts questions:
•  Why is it here?
•  How did it form?
•  How far does it go? Surveying the cave can be an additional reason to
explore it.
The contents of the cave are another puzzle. Rocks that look like icicles.
Formations that defy gravity. At every turn, there are questions. Is it any wonder
that geology is one of the frequent interests of the caver? It’s all around them.
As a result, you are likely to find the dedicated caver teaching one of the natural
sciences at the high school or college level. This directs them to a 9 to 5 job that
leaves weekends and summer vacations free for caving. It also gives their caving a
second and more serious goal than the excitement of sheer adventure.
The cave brings the explorer literally nose to nose with unanswered
questions.
•  What are those pale creatures that live here? What sort of animal died
here?
•  What of the pot shards found just inside the entrance?
•  Did people live here at one time?
•  Who were they? Why did they leave? Where did they go?
All these questions nudge the thoughtful caver in the direction of further
study.
Like climbers, cavers would like to support themselves in a related field.
Guiding in commercial caves is a good way, but it’s not much of a livelihood
to build for a lifetime. Although basically an inexpensive hobby, cavers who
seek far places have miles, even oceans, to cross, specialized equipment to buy,
and the expense of housing and food can be a financial burden.
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Cavers do not as easily attract dealers in outdoor equipment to fund
their efforts. Scientific organizations will help when they can but they are
often strapped for money themselves. Funding can be found but often with
considerable difficulty. If someone is willing to pay, it is reasonable for that
person to feel he or she should have a say in the direction of the activity.
Some cavers limit their caving to funded trips only. This can tie them in
time-consuming bureaucratic red tape. At the other extreme are cavers who
don’t seek funding but prefer the freedom found in paying their own way. The
National Geographic Society funds both caving and climbing ventures with
no strings attached.

To Summarize
Climbers turn the spotlight on adventure and the outlandish places people
can go.
Cavers are more enthralled with what they discover. Adding to the storehouse of knowledge that humankind seeks is an additional satisfaction.
So let your interests fall where they may. Enjoy the challenge of the natural
world and the variety it presents. Either way, climbers and cavers alike seek
the ultimate in their chosen activity, and both express their success with an
exuberant shout of “It goes!”
Author’s Note: Although these opinions are my own, I want to thank the following
folk for their helpful suggestions: Climbers: Paul Piana and Lindsay Stephens.
Cavers: Art and Peg Palmer. And, those who espouse both activities: Chris
Pelczarski and Dennis Knuckles.

Jan Conn spent 17 years as a dedicated rock climber (see The Adventure Climbs of
Herb and Jan Conn by Lindsay Stephens, Sharp End Publishing, 2008) followed
by 22 years of exploring and surveying more than 64 miles in Jewel Cave in South
Dakota (see The Jewel Cave Adventure by Herb and Jan Conn, Zephyrus Press, 1977).
She lives near Custer, South Dakota. Her husband, Herb, lived there with her until
his death at age 91 in 2012. Jan Conn’s article about her record-making “manless”
climb of Devils Tower, is collected in the Appalachia anthology No Limits But the Sky
(Christine Woodside, Editor, Appalachian Mountain Club Books, 2014).
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Who Cometh Here?

Years after I wrote a joke poem about a black
bear being sighted in our neighboring town, Truro,
one adventurer did actually come, crossing
Massachusetts, swimming the channel, striding the
length of the Cape to the end of it. One can imagine
him staring out at the water—waves to the coast
of Portugal—before he sighed and turned back.
He did no harm, was seen practically rubbing
up against the Provincetown Town Hall, striding
the edge of Route 6 and finally (who can blame him?)
invading a beehive in the town of Wellfleet.
There he was captured, tranquilized, tagged and
trucked back to where, by the Rangers’ best guess,
he had begun his journey.
Most residents on the Cape were relieved.
But a few, myself among them, had other thoughts.
The truth is, he was probably looking for a
partner, and he certainly wasn’t the first of our
sort—though possibly the first of his—to visit
Provincetown for the same purpose. In any case, he
didn’t come to stir up the government, or open
another café or heaven forbid a fast food restaurant,
or mouth off opinions about gay, anti-gay, or what
he thought of the artists, or write endless
complaining letters to the town paper.
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Yes, I suppose he must have poached a few fish.
But on the other hand think what a valuable
resident he might have become, had he been willing
to join in our charitable events (A hundred
dollars for a chance to go dancing with Provincetown’s very own bear!). Also, with his preference
for camping out he certainly wouldn’t have been
one of those holiday weekend renters who leave
behind stuffed toilets and other destructions.
Dear Bear, it’s no use, the world is like
that. So stay where you are, and live long.
Someday maybe we’ll wise up and remember what you
were: hopeless ambassador of a world that
returns now only in poets’ dreams.

Mary Oliver has published more than a dozen volumes of poetry, as well as works
of imaginative prose and poetry instruction. A Thousand Mornings (Penguin) was
published in October 2012. Dog Songs (Penguin Press HC) appeared in October
2013. Her most recent collection, Blue Horses (Penguin Press HC), was released in
October 2014. Oliver lived for many years in Provincetown, Massachusetts, on
Cape Cod.
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Waterman Fund Essay Winner

One Tough Gal
Why have the ideals of femininity
been deemed something far from wild?
Dove Henry
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Editor’s note: The winner of the eighth annual Waterman Fund Essay Contest,
which Appalachia sponsors jointly with the Waterman Fund, explores assumptions
we make about men and women in the backcountry. Dove Henry, who has built
trails and cairns for four years, asks why people flinch at the sight of a woman
working in wild places, as if her presence runs counter to nature. Her thoughts on
this intrigued the essay judges and we hope they will change how you view workers
in the backcountry. Next year’s essay contest will be announced in the spring.
For more about the Waterman Fund, see watermanfund.org.

M

y palms and forearms felt fr agile, scr aping against
the jagged rock I carried to my half-built cairn. I added the stone
to my growing pile of material and looked at the structure for a moment,
contemplating where to place the new piece. People like to talk about feeling
insignificant in the face of a starry sky, but I think looking down at the earth
offers a much closer dose of perspective. There is nothing like a billion-yearold rock to remind you of your own brevity. The Adirondacks are full of
them. As a geological event, the formation of the range was actually more
recent than what formed other Northeastern ranges, which belong to the
older, eroding Appalachians. The Adirondacks are still moving up. They
stand at the southernmost part of a shield that forms the ancient core of
the North American continent: all Precambrian rock stretching up through
Quebec into Greenland. New Yorkers refer to the region as the North
Country, which I always liked because it reminded me of the Bob Dylan
song about the girl with the warm coat and the long hair, where the winds hit
heavy on the borderline.
Behind my cairn and beyond the summit of Algonquin Peak, layers of
altitude colored the landscape. The gray summit of Wright Peak emerged
boldly from a band of spiky, dark pines, which bled into the mixed deciduous
forest below. Birch leaves glittered shades of green and gold in the wind. One
of my favorite parts of hiking an Adirondack peak is experiencing the terrain
change—noticing the birches and maples trail off into conifers, stumbling
across larger and larger patches of gleaming bedrock, feeling the wind pick
up and the temperature drop in a crescendo toward the summit. I love that
Dove Henry with Zach Campbell (left) and Tom Schafer, standing next to the 7-by-7-foot
crib bridge they built on Andy’s Creek in the central Adirondacks. COURTESY OF DOVE HENRY
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exhilarating moment when you begin to escape from the treeline and catch
the first glimpses of the world below you.
The day was so clear I could even see the lighter green of faraway fields
and black of asphalt roads, cutting distinctly human lines and angles in the
distance. A middle-aged man and his two daughters hiked past me a few
yards away.
“You go, girl!” he shouted at me, smiling.
	I politely smiled back. This was my second summer working on a trail
crew in the Adirondacks, and I had heard that phrase before. I liked it better
than, “Do you need some help with that?,” which I have also heard on
occasion. But even this man’s well-intentioned words bespoke a subtle and
deeply ingrained condescension that has become familiar to me as a woman
working in wilderness areas.
	I looked away from the summit, towards my three male coworkers building
their own cairns below me. They were the only humans I could see, but they
seemed to belong to the terrain, as if they were composed of the same stuff.
Each man wore pants softened and stained by earth, and each was shirtless,
baring torsos browned by the sun and hardened by labor. I watched one place
a rock on his almost-finished cairn, which stood at least to the shoulder of his
6-foot-4-inch body. I bet no one ever asked him if he needed help.
Humans measured and built the roads, fields, and towns I could see from
the summit of Algonquin Peak, imposing hard lines of human order on an
otherwise chaotic landscape, making it usable. James C. Scott describes these
techniques of reduction from a historical and political perspective. “In order
for officials to be able to comprehend aspects of the ensemble, that complex
reality must be reduced to schematic categories,” he writes. “The only way to
accomplish this is to reduce an infinite array of detail to a set of categories that
will facilitate summary descriptions, comparisons, and aggregation.”1 Scott
calls this “legibility.” Humans have constructed similar schematic categories
to make sense of their own bodies and minds—to make the wild human
landscape legible.
But the natural world has often proved too dynamic and powerful for
our efforts to control, know, and order it. It heaves up through the asphalt of
roads, makes its soil dry and unusable after too many seasons of the same crop.
It eats away at the ideas and expectations we have for particular categories of
people—categories, like gender, that we have created to know and control
1. Scott, James C., Seeing Like a State: How Certain Schemes to Improve the Human Condition
Have Failed. (Yale University Press, 1998).
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each other. So many of these ordering systems that we hold in our heads are
stripped away by life in the wilderness, where the disorder and infinity that
underlies everything is left in its raw physical form. The wildness exists also in
human-built areas, just beneath the veil of order. You can see it creeping up
through the cracks in the sidewalk.
People often react peculiarly to the sight of a woman working in wilderness
areas. It often surprises them, or confuses them. It concerns others—the idea
of a woman out in the backcountry, all by herself. In my four seasons working
for the Adirondack Mountain Club, as few as three and never more than five
women have worked on the sixteen-person trail crew. Trail-building requires
directly and deliberately altering land that we otherwise try to protect from
the human hand, and this makes it a unique form of stewardship. Of course,
the trails themselves, and structures along them, were carefully designed
and created to minimize human impact on wilderness areas. Stone staircases
anchor soil in steep areas that would otherwise become gullies. And water
bars prevent erosion by diverting water off the trail. The job demands a
tremendous amount of physical strength and stamina. On this front, men
generally have an upper hand, given their taller, larger frames. However,
physical strength means little if one does not understand how and when to
use it. Like all forms of stewardship, trail-building also requires intelligence
and humility.
Humility is essential to wilderness stewardship, and it is an uncommon
virtue in the civilized world. Understandably so—towns and cities are
crowded with our own recent fingerprints and footsteps. It’s easy to forget
that, at one time, we were not here—that things were not the way they are
now. It’s easy to look around and think, Yes. We built this. I am part of this. It
is here because of me and it is here for me. But once, here, protozoa lived and
squirmed and photosynthesized in hot, algae-filled seas in the most inhuman
ways. The moon loomed so close to the earth that it pulled the tides 1,000
feet high. And magma squeezed through sediment deep in the alien regions
at the center of the earth. Working on top of Algonquin, I was reminded of it
every day by the thick, raised ribbons of igneous rock that glistened darkly on
the summit. The veins were even harder than the anorthosite they cut across,
even more impervious to the weather. They humbled me as I felt the ancient
rock beneath my hands. Worn down by eras of creeping sheets of ice, the rain,
the wind, and now my own fingertips. By comparison, my fingertips seemed
infinitesimal, my whole body a soft, warm, fleeting organization of matter.
The sunlight ebbed, and I watched my shadow lengthen across the
bedrock of the summit. My cairn grew, though not as quickly as I had hoped.
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The physical lack of human order becomes very apparent when working with
native materials to build a structure such as a bridge, stone staircase, water
bar, or cairn. Each piece of lumber or stone has its own set of irregularities,
requiring extensive adjustments and readjustments to sit stably on what is
probably an equally irregular surface. There is nothing that can be measured,
and little that can be cut to fit perfectly—no squares or rectangles or other
easily nameable shapes. It’s more interesting that way, I’ve found. Working
with dimensional lumber always requires some form of dense monotony—
measuring and sawing decking, chiseling identical notches all morning
and afternoon.
	I ran my hand across the surface of my current problem stone, feeling the
sections where it swelled and sharp spots where it had cleaved, taking note of
each nub, lump, and depression. It takes a special type of knowledge to work
with native materials. And it takes an extraordinary amount of patience.
“FOOOOOO!”
	I heard my co-worker and crew leader howl from the base of the summit,
signaling the end of our workday. The sound evaporated quickly in the great
expanse of air. The sun was now low in the sky, and I felt a sudden chill as
a gust of wind cooled the sweat on the back of my neck. I pulled my hair
out of its ponytail to keep my ears and neck warm. My nostrils filled with
the smell of campfire smoke. Woods perfume. Hurriedly pulling my fleece
over my head, I abandoned the harsh rocks and wind of the summit for the
comforting trees below.
During our five days building cairns, our crew of four camped at MacIntyre
Falls nearly two miles down slick rock slides, roots, and steep cobble from the
work site. That week on Algonquin remains in my memory with the stark
clarity that comes from being on an exposed summit. Each day felt like an
inhale and exhale, moving up and out of the woods with the sun, watching it
carve across the sky as the day swelled with the morning. And then it would
recede, and we would descend into the forest again, accelerating the darkening day. The hike each morning and evening was long enough to get lost in
thought, and I became completely entrenched in my own brain on the way
up and down. There are wild and distant places inside us all.
	On the way back to camp, I meditated on the remarks I had heard that
week. My co-workers and I encountered more hikers in one day working on
Algonquin than we did in a whole week at most of our projects. My female
presence seemed to run contrary to many people’s expectations of the workers
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they expected to encounter in the wilderness, and their expectations of the
women they might encounter in the world. “You’re one tough gal!” an older
man had told me that afternoon, resting his elbow on his knee to catch his
breath on his way up the steep summit. Yes, I am pretty damn tough, I thought
to myself. A lot tougher than you and most of the men I’ve seen this week. A feeling of childish indignation swelled in my chest as I remembered the moment.
It felt kind of like the day I learned that I couldn’t play baseball anymore
because girls played softball in junior high. Why did my presence on the summit make me a tough gal and not just plain tough? Why is a woman working
in the wilderness more rare and impressive than a man doing the same thing?
If one looks back on the history of the idea of wilderness,
it is not particularly surprising that men dominate careers in public land
management and wilderness stewardship. The history of American wilderness
is, like many histories, full of men. In the American environmental
imagination, it was born as a place explored and managed by rugged
frontiersmen with “fine, manly qualities,” in Teddy Roosevelt’s own words.
These wilderness men lived a “hard and dangerous” existence outside of
civilization, he wrote in 1881. Wild lands required men who were “brave,
hospitable, hardy, and adventurous.” Well into the 21st century, the concept
of wilderness has proven difficult to extract from what many still regard as
traditionally masculine qualities—gritty toughness and physicality, fearless
independence and strength.
Just as wilderness is a place historically regarded as masculine, so too
have the ideals of femininity been deemed something far from wild. As
long as mainstream expectations of the ideal female body persist—that it
should be well-groomed, clean, soft, hairless, and delicate—wilderness areas
will appear hostile to the physical work of female bodies. Although the last
half-century has witnessed American women moving out of the home and
into the workplace, we probably picture the financially independent career
woman more often with lipstick and heels than with biceps and boots.
Her independence and power are not derived from the strength and power
of her body. The movement of women into the workplace has largely
occurred within the confines of cushy civilized places, where structures exist
to ensure the populace can meet its physical needs with some level of ease
and comfort. Instincts are displaced. People live at a distance from their
bodies as wild entities.
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But living and working in the wilderness catapults even 21st-century
human beings back into their animality. Just before we reached camp, my
friends and I paused to rinse our hands and faces in the pools of icy water
below the falls. I sat and straightened my legs, reaching toward my muddy
toes to feel my back stretch and my hamstrings tighten. I could feel the
change in my calf muscles after a few days up and down Algonquin, and
my leg hairs had become bleached and softened by the sun. My stomach
felt hollow with hunger after the hike down, and I suddenly realized I was
ravenous. The most prominent sensations during a trail crew workweek are
not specific to gender—hunger, exhaustion, heat, cold, disappointment, or
satisfaction at the work and weather. After a few weeks in the woods, far from
the memory and history that saturates human-built places, I think I identify
more as a human or even as a mammal than I do as a woman specifically. It
becomes very apparent how the reductive categories of gender—the qualities
we ascribe to men and women and the summary descriptions we provide for
each—are just as human-built as the roads that traverse a dynamic natural
landscape.
The most obvious duality out there is that between what is human and
what is not. And after some time living and working in the backcountry, it
becomes clear that even the line between the human and the wild is also an
invention. In remote outdoor areas, we become more astutely aware of the
wilderness that remains within our own bodies and minds, regardless of the
gender we experience culturally. It is not that this wilderness within us is
absent when we live and work in places other than protected lands—far from
it. But the human-built world so often serves to stifle or shun the wild. It is
difficult to revel in the beauty of what is unknowable within ourselves when
it is so profitable for others to claim to us that it is known. To face our own
wildness, and to embrace it, is to be a true steward of wilderness.

Dove Henry grew up in the woods of the northern Catskills. She earned her degree
in environmental history at Reed College in Portland, Oregon. In summer 2015,
she was working her fourth season on the Adirondack Mountain Club’s professional
trail crew.
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Evening Comes
A mountain draws in deeper
root, tangle, trunk, cloud—
the whole of branches threaded through it.
This hour—
the last spokes of sunlight down through cedar,
sky unpainting everything in shadow,
forest filling up with darkness—
Come, distance,
so wordless.
Come, winter.
Come, burden.
Sarah Rehfeldt

Sarah Rehfeldt is a recent Pushcart nominee and author of Somewhere South of
Pegasus (Papagei Press, 2012), a collection of image poems. She lives with her family
in western Washington State where she is also an artist and photographer.
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Harriet E. Freeman,
White Mountain
Conservationist
A secret romance obscured her legacy
Sara Day
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n mid-February 1891, 43-year-old Harriet Freeman boarded a
train from Boston to Waterville, New Hampshire, with other Appalachian
Mountain Club members. This would be her first time snowshoeing, a popular
winter recreation. Twenty years earlier, she had vacationed in Waterville as
one of the church and family party led by her minister, the Reverend Edward
Everett Hale of the South Congregational Church in Boston’s South End.
She had joined his volunteer staff that same year, 1871. Now, in one of several
letters she wrote Hale, who was in California, from Waterville, she reminded
him that they had sat together on the outside seat of a stage coach on the last
part of their journey: “It was either rainy or very warm,” she wrote, “for we
held up an umbrella. I held it, & you held my wrist for a better support. I
remember even then that”— and she continued in the defunct shorthand he
had taught her to conceal their intimate feelings, and which I have translated
into English, “that touch of yours, your hand on mine gave my heart pleasure.
That love was in my heart then hardly born. How little we knew then of what
was before us [or] where the paths of life would lead us.”
“Have I really been out on snow shoes?” Freeman wrote at the end of her
first day back in Waterville. “Yes! I had my first walk this morning with nine
or ten others.” Awkward on snowshoes at first, she developed the knack by
her third and last day and could focus on her surroundings: “Our own party
were a picturesque sight as one had glimpses of them filing in & out of the
woods. . . . But the quiet, the stillness, the measured tread of our feet, the
beauty of the trees, as the snow caught on the long mosses on the trunks, the
beautifully rounded curves over all the rocks were lovely beyond telling. We
kept on to the cascades, now all frozen & icy, but still beautiful; & the banks
of the stream were all lined with snow covered evergreens. So beautiful was it
all, that I never once wished for summer, never once said ‘how beautiful this
would be in summer.’” She would never lose her love of the mountains.
Who was Harriet E. Freeman, and why have we never heard of
her despite her adventurous and productive life, including her contributions
to trail-building in the White Mountains and her role in the fight for passage
of federal legislation to preserve the region’s forests? Studying her voluminous
25-year correspondence with Hale for my book Coded Letters, Concealed
Harriet Freeman, second from left, greets her cousin Edith Hull, while Emma Cummings and Hattie’s nephew Fred Freeman watch. Their weeklong hiking and camping trip
started on July 9, 1902. They explored the Presidentials with guide Vyron Lowe. COURTESY OF
ALAN LOWE
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Love: The Larger Lives of Harriet Freeman and Edward Everett Hale led me
to discover more about this remarkable woman. By the time Freeman
made this second trip to Waterville, she and the considerably older Hale
(1822–1909) had been conducting a secret romantic relationship for seven
years. He still was married to the former Emily Foote Perkins, a member of the
famed Beecher family. Emily Hale, a petite woman, had given birth to
nine children. But Hale had grown away from his wife. Mrs. Hale had
suffered various illnesses and was a semi-invalid for the last 30 years of her
life and, unlike Freeman, was not intellectual. Sharing many of the same
interests—a love of the outdoors, mountains, canoeing, natural history,
and travel—Freeman and Hale had fallen in love as close colleagues in his
church. As his favorite secretary, she worked with him on the majority of
his sermons and many of his books and articles, and was treasurer of the
church’s ladies’ charitable outreach.
At times, Hale worried that Freeman’s ambitions and abilities might be
circumscribed by her close relationship with him, even though he encouraged
her to live “a larger life” that they would both enjoy through her long,
descriptive letters. But she paid the price for her illicit relationship with him
in that they could never travel alone together, other than covertly, and the true
nature of their relationship could never be declared other than to each other.
It is also striking that Hale never publicly acknowledged her contributions
to his voluminous writings, although his inscriptions in the copies he gave
her of those works and his letters indicate his dependence on her gift for
description. Ironically, Freeman was influenced by his conservative view of
appropriate roles for women, particularly in “Proper Boston.”
When Harriet Freeman was born in the North End of Boston on March
13, 1847, her father, William Frederick Freeman, was still in partnership in
the Caribbean trade with Elisha Atkins, a family friend who became his
brother-in-law. They had been set up in that business by his father, William
Freeman, whose ancestor settled on Cape Cod in 1635. William Freeman
was the first of generations of Freemans in Brewster to move to Boston to
find work, eventually becoming a successful shipping merchant. Hattie
Freeman’s mother was Caroline Lewis of Pepperell, Massachusetts, near the
New Hampshire border.
Two years after his daughter’s birth, William F. Freeman left his trading
partnership to start his own businesses, purchasing two mills on the Charles
River at Watertown, and founding the woolen manufacturing firm of Aetna
Mills. Elisha Atkins continued the shipping and trading business while
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Photos of Harriet Freeman were rare. Here she is in 1862 at age 15 with her 5-year-old
cousin Helen Atkins, the future wife of J. Rayner Edmands. COURTESY OF PHOEBE BUSHWAY

he and his son Edwin acquired a large sugar plantation in Cuba. Elisha
became a director of the Union Pacific Railroad during the crucial years of
its construction. Thus, her family’s business successes provided Freeman,
who never married, with a generous income enabling her to fashion an
independent and adventurous life.
Before the Freemans, who were devoted Unitarians, became parishioners
of the South Congregational Church in 1861, they joined the Hollis Street
Church, whose minister was Thomas Starr King. The family was close to
King, who must have enthused young Hattie Freeman with his love of
the White Mountains. His collected stories were published as The White
Hills: Their Legends, Landscape, and Poetry (Isaac N. Andrews) in 1859, the
year before he moved to San Francisco as the first minister to its newly
established Unitarian church. This was the first popular guidebook for
tourists to the region.
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Following King’s departure, the Freemans joined Edward Everett Hale’s
church close by their townhouse at 37 Union Park in Boston’s South End.
The 41-year-old minister called on the family in the fall of 1863, just before he
published “A Man Without a Country,” the short story he wrote to promote
the Union cause that made him famous. Hattie was 16 and her brother, Fred,
was 9.
Twenty-one years later in 1884, the year they declared their love for each
other, Hale wrote Freeman, “How little I knew that the one daughter was
to be mine own.” After Hale moved his family to Roxbury in 1869, Hattie’s
mother persuaded Hale to lunch and nap at their house, and he became close
to all the Freemans.
Freeman had a lifelong hunger for learning and new experiences, and
Hale encouraged her to study botany and geology. Forbidden by her father
to attend Vassar College, the serious and very determined young woman
found routes for college-level study locally. She was a member of the Women’s
Education Society of Boston, which sought, established, and underwrote
institutions open to the higher education of women, particularly in science.
One of these was the Teachers’ School of Science, the joint initiative of
the Boston Society of Natural History and the Massachusetts Institute
of Technology. Freeman took courses there in mineralogy, geology, and
botany. Later, she was a special student in biology and geology at MIT. In
addition to her scientific studies, Freeman devoted much time to leadership
roles in a number of the women’s clubs and organizations pursuing
philanthropy and reform in education and human rights.
Harriet Freeman became a member of the Appalachian Mountain Club
in 1879, three years after its founding. Perhaps it was she who persuaded
Hale to give a talk at the AMC in March 1881 about his and his Harvard
college friend William F. Channing’s experiences in the White Mountains
in 1841 as junior members of the Geological Survey of New Hampshire.
They had searched the south branch of the Israel River for immense sheets
of mica from Mount Jefferson, after which they climbed Mounts Adams and
Washington. Charles H. Hitchcock, who became the longtime professor of
geology at Dartmouth College, named Mount Hale in honor of his friend in
his Report on the Geology of New Hampshire (1878). Hitchcock was the AMC’s
first councillor of topography, and he was succeeded by J. Rayner Edmands, a
Harvard meteorologist and keen mountaineer who married Freeman’s heiress
cousin Helen Atkins in October 1885. Hale became a member of the club in
1882 and president in 1895.
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	Several of Freeman’s favorite professors of geology were among the earliest
members, and some of them were AMC presidents: Alpheus Hyatt, curator
of the Boston Society of Natural History Museum and founder of the
Teachers’ School of Science; William O. Crosby; George H. Barton; William
H. Niles; and Nathaniel S. Shaler. Freeman joined field trips led by most
of these scientists. Before the AMC had its own quarters, it was given free
space in the adjacent buildings of MIT and the Society of Natural History
in Boston’s Back Bay. These institutions were second homes to Freeman, and
the professors with whom she was studying were among the AMC’s founding
members, so it is hardly surprising that she was drawn into the club’s meetings
and activities.
As a national leader in the Unitarian church as well as a popular literary figure, Hale was a celebrity, much in demand for sermons and speeches.
He and Freeman had managed to spend an astonishing amount of time
together under the guise of their working relationship but their illicit affair
was extremely risky, requiring mutually agreed rules of discretion and secrecy.
They spent most of the summers apart, he with his wife and family at their
summer home in Matunuck, Rhode Island, she at her family’s country home
in Pepperell. Hale provided Freeman with pre-addressed, typed envelopes for
her voluminous letters and taught her a then-defunct shorthand that he had
learned as a Harvard student in the late 1830s to conceal from unexpected
readers of the letters their intense feelings for each other. For the first five
years of their correspondence, Freeman insisted that Hale burn her letters.
Only following her father’s death in 1888 did Hale begin to keep and hide her
letters (she kept his from the beginning). Thus, from 1884 until his death in
1909, about 3,000 of their letters survived (hers were returned to her by his
secretary). The majority of these were purchased by the Library of Congress
in 1969 from Freeman’s great-nephew, and a handful found their way via
other Freeman descendants to Smith College.
Hale and Freeman’s romantic relationship became more intimate and
committed in the wake of several tragedies in her family. Her younger brother
died suddenly from a ruptured appendix in July 1887, leaving a widow and
four young children, all of whom were close to their aunt. Freeman received a
telegram with the terrible news after climbing Mount Adams with Edmands.
Despite the fact that Hale had just moved his congregation to merge with the
former Hollis Street Church in its imposing new building in the Back Bay,
he accompanied the grieving Freeman on a secret trip to Bethel, Maine, at
the foot of their beloved White Mountains in early October. Following her
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father’s death the next summer, Freeman sold the Pepperell house she had
inherited from her mother and devoted her summers to travel and renting
houses in the White Mountains, where Hale would visit her.
Freeman’s two-decade-long summer residence in the White Mountains
began in 1892, when she rented a cottage in Shelburne, New Hampshire. She
was undoubtedly influenced in her choice of Shelburne by the opinion of
King, who extolled the beauty of the Androscoggin Valley with its towering
views of Mounts Adams and Washington. That September, Hale visited her
there for a few days. He wrote in his diary, “We have done more than 40 pages
in 2 days,” but he also found time to sketch the views from the picturesque
village of Gorham, climb a nearby crag with Freeman, and call on friends.
But by the early 1880s, commercial logging companies were decimating the
luxurious forest clothing the lower slopes and valleys of the mountains, with
rampant clear-cutting for the newly invented manufacture of paper from
wood pulp. During future visits, Freeman began complaining about the foul
smell from the pulp mill at Berlin, a few miles north. Her confrontations with
these ugly depredations, which also threatened several important watersheds,
converted her into a passionate forest conservationist.
Although Freeman often participated in AMC field meetings and
excursions, she made private arrangements for some of her more adventurous
trips. For instance, in March 1896, she joined her friends Thomas and
Elizabeth Watson on a three-day journey by wagon from Flagstaff, Arizona, to
the Grand Canyon. This was thirteen years before the railroad was extended
to Grand Canyon Village. Thomas Watson had been Alexander Graham
Bell’s assistant at Boston University in inventing the telephone and was the
beneficiary of one-tenth of the patents, which allowed him to retire before
he was 30. He and his wife were special students with Freeman in Professor
William Crosby’s geology courses at Boston Tech in the early 1890s.
	On March 20, Freeman wrote a long and fascinating account of their
adventure for Hale from “Cameron’s Camp, Grand Canon [sic],” which Hale
published in the last issue of his newspaper Boston Commonwealth. “Dear
Mr. Hale,” she began formally, since he was staying with his wife and daughter
in Pasadena, “Here we are! We have really accomplished the object of our
long travel. We spent last night 2500 ft. down in the canon & have this
morning walked up three miles on a burro trail . . . . We are all dead tired at
this moment, as we have until within a half hour been half starved.” Freeman’s
account captures the discomforts they encountered and the indomitable
spirit of the three explorers. Brief notes and telegrams before and after this
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trip catalog Freeman and Hale’s plans to spend a day and a night together in
Redlands, California, before he headed home.
But Freeman’s independent and adventurous lifestyle and philanthropic
commitments were increasingly threatened by the severe downturn in
business during the economic depression beginning in 1893. The final blow
came in 1898, when the bank holding her bonds went bankrupt, and she felt
compelled to give up her Boston house, the “home away from home” she
had made for Hale, where she housed her natural history collections. She
became deeply depressed. Concerned that her family might confine her to the
McLean Hospital, a psychiatric facility, Hale recommended her as a patient
to Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, the well-known Philadelphia neurologist. Freeman
spent two monotonous months in Mitchell’s clinic in Media, Pennsylvania,
before completing his prescribed rest cure in Europe.
Freeman’s recovery was slow but, with the return of her income, her
house, and her health in 1900, she was impatient to resume her adventures.
She threw her considerable energy into independent study and field trips,
and, most important, into activist support of forest and wildlife conservation.
She had become close to the younger naturalist and ornithologist Emma
Cummings, who had proven to be an ideal traveling companion on earlier
trips abroad. The women shared a passion for botany and trees. Cummings
knew a great deal about ornithology (she and Harriet E. Richards, who served
for many years as the AMC’s councillor of natural history, published a pocket
handbook on New England birds). Freeman’s expertise was geology.
By this time, Hale, who had retired from full-time ministry, was too old
and lame for strenuous travels and hiking, so Freeman determined to write
him lengthy accounts of her adventures with Cummings that he helped
publish in The Chautauquan. In March 1901, the women attempted to reach
Lake Drummond, the large natural lake of unusually pure water in the Dismal
Swamp on the eastern Virginia–North Carolina border. They knew the region
to be a virtual laboratory of primeval forest and bird and wildlife, but they
encountered one roadblock after another in trying to reach Lake Drummond,
first from the northwest and then from the south. They were horrified to see
that hundreds of the picturesque cypress trees along the Dismal Swamp Canal
had been killed by recent dredging.
That summer, Freeman began renting houses on the estate of Daniel and
Helen Merriman in the fashionable White Mountain resort of Intervale, New
Hampshire. Freeman’s life-threatening appendectomy that winter had softened Emily Hale’s attitude toward the younger woman and she accompanied
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her husband to spend three summer visits (1902–1904) with Freeman and her
nieces. From then on, it was Hale’s daughter, artist Ellen (Nelly) Day Hale,
who accompanied the old man, usually for the month of August. As always,
Freeman and her guests were meticulously taken care of by her two Irish
American servants.
The year 1902 was a banner one for Freeman. In March, she and Cummings
set off for the South Carolina Appalachians for Freeman’s long-delayed search
for the reputed natural habitat of the very rare wildflower Shortia galacifolia.
After a 35-mile drive in a “hack” driven by a local boy, with local botanist
Frank Boynton as their guide, they spotted masses of the delicately fringed
flower with its characteristic leaves at Oconee in the White Water Valley (the
plant is now known as Oconee Bells). Three years later, Cummings heard
that a Baltimore lumber company had acquired thousands of acres in that
vicinity posing obvious threats to the precious plants. Freeman poured out her
anger and frustration in the invective of a passionate conservationist: “Will
not this invader, Man, spare anything! Has he no respect for anything that
has ever been created on this planet, but thinks that everything was put
here that he might turn it into
dollars & cents.”
Freeman returned from South
Carolina in time to attend
the grand, ticketed celebration of Hale’s 80th birthday at
Boston’s recently completed
Symphony Hall on April 3,
1902. As she prepared to leave
for another summer in Intervale, she wrote Hale about her
plans for a weeklong hiking
and camping trip in the Presidential Range with a cousin,
her nephew Fred Freeman, and
Emma Cummings. The details
were announced in Among the
Clouds, the Mount Washington
Edward Everett Hale seated in the garden of
Freeman’s rented house in Intervale, August 1902. newspaper, on July 14, 1902,
HARRIET E. FREEMAN PAPERS, HARVARD DIVINITY SCHOOL
beginning: “A party of four
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visitors from Intervale have been camping for five days at the Perch and making daily excursions among the Northern Peaks under the guidance of Vyron
Lowe.” Freeman and Cummings wrote full accounts for Hale that they evidently hoped to publish. More than a hundred years later, their hopes will be
realized in a freestanding publication with many photographs that Hattie and
Fred Freeman took along the way.
	Shortly before Hale’s visit in August, following another fruitless attempt
to find alpine flowers near the summit of Mount Washington, Freeman spent
two hours with Frank Burt, editor and publisher of Among the Clouds, at his
office. She mentioned that Hale had had two White Mountain adventures
in his youth that would be worth telling. Burt said that he would be happy
to call on Hale at Intervale and take his dictation. “But I told him you had
an amanuensis [dictation assistant] engaged for the whole of your stay here,”
she wrote, concluding slyly, “What a good time I shall have as amanuensis!”
During his visit, as they sat outside in the cool of the pine forest bordering
her cottage while fragile Emily Hale “looked at the ceiling” indoors, Hale
dictated a long article about his 1841 adventure in Carter Notch. No doubt
Freeman made important editorial contributions. He returned to Intervale a
month later, this time without his wife, so that they could retrace his steps in
the same area together. In a note from his diary, Hale wrote, “On Thursday,
Oct. 9, 1902, the Ethan Allen Crawford of today rode me and Hatty Freeman
to the creek of the house where Stilling my guide in that 1841 tramp then
lived; and there Channing and I spent the night before we started. The house
is now a ruin . . . . As it was a raw morning, Crawford dressed me in his own
coon skin coat, & I was thoroughly comfortable. In 1841, I wore the coat of
his great-grandfather Abel, when my own was wet.”
Like many who spent their summers in the White Mountains, Freeman
observed with increasing distress the devastation wrought on their forests
by the unchecked clear-cutting practiced by lumber companies. In between
other mountain excursions that summer, Freeman called on the wife of avid
mountaineer and AMC member Harold Nichols. Mrs. Nichols told her
about the letter she had written to President Theodore Roosevelt, “asking
that Congress take the whole Presidential range as a reserve,” as they were
considering doing with the Carolina Appalachians. Freeman encouraged Hale
to call a meeting to discuss steps to further this initiative during his August
stay with her. Headlines in the Boston Herald summarized that meeting:
“To Save the Forests. Dr. Edward Everett Hale’s Eloquent Address.
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Prof. Edmands of Harvard Also Pleads for Trees. Preserve Presidential Range
Theme at the Intervale.” It was decided to set up a committee of which Hale
was chairman to “present the subject before Congress.”
That same busy year, Freeman began contributing to path-building in the
White Mountains, undoubtedly encouraged by Edmands. It was reported by
the AMC’s councillor for improvements for autumn 1902 that the extension
of the path from the summit of North Moat Mountain along the range to
the summit of South Moat Mountain had been reopened by G.C. Lucy
of North Conway, under the direction and at the expense of Miss Harriet
E. Freeman. During the summer of 1905, Vyron Lowe cut the 1 3/8-milelong Glen Boulder Path for Freeman. The club concluded that it was “an
exceedingly easy and picturesque route to the summit of Mount Washington,
particularly to one coming from the direction of Jackson, so arrangements
were made whereby an extension around the Gulf of Slides to the Club’s path
on Boott Spur was made in the spring of 1906, the expense being born jointly
by Miss Freeman and the Club.” Freeman explained why these paths were
so important, particularly to older women enthusiasts like herself: “I think
there never was a person who walked the mountains as slowly as I do . . . to
climb really makes me very leg weary & sadly out of breath, & then if there
is anything beautiful, & there always is, I will stop to look at it . . . . I asked
Vyron if he ever had a party who enjoyed mountain sights so much & he
said promptly ‘No! Never.’”
	It was clear that Hale envied Freeman’s adventures and found Boston
less than stimulating following the deaths or departures of so many of his
intellectual friends. After catching up with leading scientist and inventor
friends in Washington that spring, which he described in detail in his letters
to Freeman, he was delighted when his old friend Massachusetts Senator
George F. Hoar nominated him to serve as temporary chaplain to the U.S.
Senate. Now this supremely gregarious man could look forward to spending
the winter in the capital’s milder climate and cosmopolitan society. He
promised Freeman that he would only stay for one session. But his friendship
with Theodore Roosevelt—since the latter’s years at Harvard when Hale was
chaplain to the undergraduates—led to frequent invitations to the White
House and conversations with the conservation-minded president. At the
same time, he was at the center of potential influence for his interests in
international arbitration for peace, education of African Americans, and
forest conservation. He continued as chaplain until two months before his
death in 1909. This was a bitter pill for Freeman because it was in the winter
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months they had spent so much time together. However, this also marked the
beginning of their partnership in the cause of lobbying for federal support to
protect the forests of the White Mountains.
	On the eve of Hale’s departure for Washington in late December 1903, he
printed in the Lend A Hand Record Freeman’s letter bemoaning the destruction
she had observed of the path to the Cascade camp: “For a mile we walked
over a logged area, the pretty forest path simply a mass of mud. Forty men are
at work now, and the force is soon to be increased to eighty . . . . Constantly
we heard the noise of the dynamite explosions, as rock is being blasted for
the construction of roads on which to haul out the wood.” In mid-April
1904, as his first congressional season in Washington was drawing to a close
and he was not expecting to return for another, Hale wrote Freeman with
his characteristic optimism: “We have got the New Hampshire Reservation
into the [Senate] Bill . . . if we can get it through our House that will be a
great victory. And [he said in shorthand], <you must count that as one of your
triumphs>.” Actually, neither of them could have had the slightest idea at
that stage of what a long and bitter struggle it would be to get the combined
Appalachian and White Mountain bill passed into law.
Freeman and Hale were both delegates to the American Forest Congress in
Washington between January 2 and 6, 1905. Its purpose was, as Hale reported
in the Record, “to establish a broader understanding of the forest in its relation
to the great industries depending upon it; to advance the conservative use
of the forest resources for both the present and the future need of these
industries; to stimulate and unite all efforts to perpetuate the forest as a
permanent resource of the Nation.” Freeman represented the Massachusetts
Forestry Association and took her youngest niece, Helen, a budding arborist,
with her. Representing the Massachusetts Association and the AMC, Hale
gave a rousing speech with a resolution for the establishment of a national
forest reserve in the White Mountains.
That same year, the U.S. Forest Service was created within the Department
of Agriculture with Gifford Pinchot at its helm, and there was an orchestrated
campaign to inform and raise support beyond the existing pool of activists
for forest preservation in New England. Among its many illustrated articles
about the devastated forests, Forest and Irrigation honored Hale with a
photograph as being “among the very first to advocate the establishment of a
White Mountain Forest Reserve.” Needless to say, no mention was made of
Mrs. Nichols or Miss Freeman.
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Freeman’s and Cummings’s efforts would increasingly be made in the
guise of enlisting the support of the women’s clubs of America. Among the
general announcements at the beginning of the November 1906 issue of
Forest and Irrigation is one headed “Of Interest to Women.” It reads, “On
November 13, Misses E.G. Cummings of 16 Kennard Road, Brookline, Mass.,
and Harriet E. Freeman, of 37 Union Park, Boston, Mass., called at the offices
of the Forest Service and the American Forestry Association, in the interest
of the White Mountain and Southern Appalachian bill. It is hoped, among
other things, they may be able to enlist the women’s clubs in this important
measure.”
Freeman was now convinced, as were many others, that Speaker of the
House Joseph Cannon was the real villain holding up the bill. Through the
Rules Committee, he controlled which bills came to the floor for debate. In
a mid-December 1906 letter, she wrote, “I can hardly control my expression
of contempt and vindictiveness towards him [Cannon]. You, as a man, look
on both sides, as you say a woman can’t, & so have no word of disapproval
(that is putting it mild!).” Later that month, on the eve of attending the
annual congress of the American Association for the Advancement of Science
in New York, Freeman passed on what she had learned about the continuing
destruction of the forests during a brief visit to Intervale. A colleague in the
Massachusetts Forestry Association had “stated the political side in a clearer
way than it had ever been put to me before . . . . The Speaker is steering the
Republican Party. Forests, one way or the other, are nothing to him. If N.H.
were Democratic & the State was to be won for the Party by buying her
Forests, he would do it. But the State is governed by the Boston & Maine.
The more logging the more railroad traffic, & the two corporations play into
each other’s hands.”
Congressman John W. Weeks of Massachusetts, who summered in the
White Mountains and who had taken up the cause after being appointed
by the Speaker to the House Committee on Agriculture, telegraphed “Interview with Speaker Cannon does not indicate likelihood of consideration of
Forestry Bill. We have not given up yet, however.” “I have,” exclaimed Freeman, “& it makes me half sick with unhappiness. The Glen Road & all about
Glen Ellis Falls are likely to go this winter . . . . I don’t see how you can have
one word of justification for Cannon. I think that to all who love Forests,
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he will be thought of as much an enemy of his country as Benedict Arnold
or Jefferson Davis.”
To find that Speaker Cannon and his legislative entourage were on board
a Caribbean cruise ship that she and Cummings joined in March 1907 was
more than Freeman could bear. She dismissed a talk Cannon gave as “cheap
oratory” and said of the suspected principal intent of the Congressional
party, “There are men on board who say [they] are going down to Panama ‘to
kill Roosevelt,’ to make an inspection [of work on the canal] which may be
unfavorable.” As the ship steamed along the north shore of Cuba heading to
Havana, Emma Cummings (who was now on the executive board of the Massachusetts Forestry Association) and another woman requested an interview
with Cannon. Characteristically obdurate, Freeman refused to join in but
overheard Cannon’s rejection: “The Appalachian Bill is all up . . . . He cares
nothing for forests. He said if this appropriation were made for N.H. all the
states would want the same for their forests & for everything else. He didn’t
seem to know or care anything about water supply, or flow of rivers, or the
washing away of the soil.”
Although Freeman was certainly the one who persuaded Hale to harness
his reputation to the forest conservation effort and who peppered him with
updates about the situation during his years in Washington, she herself
devoted more and more time and energy to bird and wildlife preservation.
Land preservation was another interest. Seven months after Hale’s death, she
wrote to her naturalist friend C. Hart Merriam, reporting that F. H. Newell,
director of the U.S. Reclamation Service, had given an illustrated lecture on
“Conservation of Water Resources in the West” to the AMC. “He [Newell]
made himself very unpopular, however, with many members of the Club,
in approving of the use of the Hetch Hetchy Valley [in Yosemite National
Park] as a Reservoir. Last winter we had a public meeting with many forcible
speakers, to protest against such use of the Valley, and as a Club, we are
pledged to resist it.”
But the long battle for the Appalachian–White Mountains Forest
Reservation Bill, or Weeks Act, was won at last in early 1911, nearly two
years after Hale’s death. Now the federal government was authorized to
appropriate funds for the acquisition of lands and forest reserves for the
proposed 698,000-acre White Mountain National Forest.
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Hale’s academic son, Edward Everett Hale, Jr., compiled his father’s twovolume biography, Life and Letters of Edward Everett Hale (1917). Although
Edward Jr. acknowledged Freeman’s help with the biography and was aware of
his father’s personal relationship with his longtime secretary and old friend, he
larded the two volumes with his father’s letters to his mother, who had died in
1914. Thus, the story of Hale’s extramarital relationship was concealed. Hale’s
subsequent two biographers apparently did not know about it. Whatever
she felt about this, Freeman kept on course, corresponding with her scientist
friends, active in her many clubs and philanthropies, and traveling around the
world with Emma Cummings. But she held on to the precious letters until
she died in 1930.
Perhaps it was Harriet Freeman’s somewhat secretive life with Hale that
hid her contributions to conservation. But the code has been broken and now
she can join her contemporaries and receive the accolades that she deserved.

Following a long career in research and writing for books, exhibitions, and articles,
particularly for the Library of Congress, Sara Day is now an independent scholar
and writer in Washington, D.C. Her book Coded Letters, Concealed Love: The Larger
Lives of Harriet Freeman and Edward Everett Hale (New Academia Publishing, 2014)
was the product of seven years of research, including finding the Rosetta stone
to translating the shorthand that they used to conceal their intimate feelings for
each other.
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A Cold Front Settles
In the Valley

Twenty below zero all week.
The truck won’t start,
dogs won’t go outside,
and even the sharp-pointed stars
are too cold to move.
All we do is sit
inside the candle-lit cabin
counting long winter nights
in our dreams
and waiting along
with the bears and trees
for spring.
John E. Smelcer

John E. Smelcer, an Alaska Native American, is the author of 50 books, including
Beautiful Words (Truman State University Press, 2011) and The Indian Prophet (CrossCultural Communications Press, 2012).
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A Decade of Change
in the Maine Woods
An Appalachian Mountain Club ecologist
considers the progress
David Publicover
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T

welve years ago, in December 2003, the Appalachian Mountain
Club bought Little Lyford Pond Camps (as it was called then) and
the surrounding 37,000 acres of forestland. The property, known as the
Katahdin Iron Works or KIW property, marked the club’s first steps on an
ambitious project known as the Maine Woods Initiative (MWI). The project
was described as “an innovative approach to conservation that combines
outdoor recreation, resource protection, sustainable forestry and community
partnerships.” A feature article in the Summer/Fall 2005 issue (LVI no. 1) of
Appalachia describes the origins of the MWI, its relationship to the history
of the club in the region, our attempts to build strong relationships with
local communities, and the results of our first year of ownership in the areas
of forest management, ecological protection, and recreational development.
The 2005 article ended with the words, “The vision embodied in the
Maine Woods Initiative is bold and far-reaching. The sons and daughters of
today’s AMC members will be the ones who will ultimately judge if the club
does it right.”
	Now, as the initiative enters its second decade, is a good time to look back
and ask, “How are we doing?” As a senior staff scientist with the AMC, I hold
the primary responsibility for forest management planning on this property. I
have had a front-row seat over the last decade observing the changes brought
about by AMC ownership.

Land Ownership Has Doubled
The list of accomplishments since 2003 is impressive. Many (though not all)
of these are well known to AMC members and visitors to the property:
• The AMC’s land ownership has nearly doubled to about 70,000 contiguous acres with the purchase of the Roach Ponds tract in 2009 and
the purchase of two tracts around Baker Mountain in January 2015.
• The AMC has set aside more than one-third of our property (nearly 24,000
acres) as permanent ecological reserves where natural processes will
allow the long-term development of an older and more complex forest,
Maine native Ted Shina, a forester for Huber Resources Corporation, has been the
Appalachian Mountain Club’s “man on the ground” since it acquired the Katahdin Iron
Works property. Here he examines an old “legacy tree.” DAVE PUBLICOVER
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which has been nearly totally eliminated from the regional landscape.
•

The AMC’s lands have been permanently protected through multiple
conservation easements held by the Maine Bureau of Parks and Lands,
The Nature Conservancy, and the Forest Society of Maine.

•

The AMC’s purchases have been part of a broader land conservation
effort within the 100-Mile Wilderness. This region between Moosehead
Lake and Baxter State Park encompasses about 750,000 acres—an area
almost as large as the White Mountain National Forest. Since 2000, the
extent of public and private conservation land in the region has more
than quadrupled, from about 67,000 acres to about 300,000 acres, with
additional conservation projects underway.

•

The AMC has carried out extensive renovations to its historic Maine
sporting camps, continuing this tradition of Maine history. This includes
Little Lyford Lodge and Cabins, the acquisition and renovation of
what is now known as Gorman Chairback Lodge and Cabins, and the
rebuilding of Medawisla Wilderness Lodge.

•

The AMC’s trail system now encompasses about 125 miles of trails for
hiking, cross-country skiing, snowshoeing, and mountain biking. A $1
million grant from the Sewall Foundation will be used to expand this
system even further and connect it to a broader regional trail system.

•

The AMC is a well-recognized part of the local community, with an
office in downtown Greenville, membership in the Moosehead Region
Chamber of Commerce and other civic organizations, and involvement
in several local and regional nature-based tourism initiatives.

•

Through its Moosehead Area Schools Project, the AMC is offering outdoor learning experiences to every elementary school, middle school, and
high school student in Piscataquis County.

•

In 2015, the AMC’s Maine lodges, trail crew, and land management
staff will employ 15 full-time workers and about 20 seasonals, providing
employment opportunities for local residents.
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•

Since 2004, the AMC’s annual timber harvests have supplied more than
50,000 cords of wood to local mills and provided work for local logging
contractors.

•

In 2014, the AMC completed a verified forest carbon offset project with
the California-based Climate Action Reserve on the 10,000-acre KIW
ecological reserve—just the second such project in New England and
only the third in the Northeast. Funds from sale of these “carbon credits”
(which represent the carbon sequestered in the reserve’s forest) are being
reinvested in the programs and facilities on the Maine lands and helped
support the AMC’s purchase of the Baker Mountain tracts.

•

In partnership with the U.S. Department of Agriculture Natural
Resources Conservation Service, the AMC has restored 15 miles of native
brook trout spawning habitat on its property.

•

The AMC has made its lands available for research projects by scientists
at the University of Maine and the U.S. Geological Survey, as well as by
graduate students from the University of Vermont, Antioch University
New England, and the State University of New York.

•

The AMC contracted with retired Bowdoin College Professor of
Economics and noted nature-tourism expert David Vail to conduct an
economic impact analysis of the MWI. The study shows that the MWI
has added roughly $6.6 million of economic activity to Piscataquis
County and $8.6 million to Maine as a whole.

•

In 2015, the AMC was awarded the Maine Governor’s Conference on
Tourism Leadership & Growth Award. The award recognizes a company,
organization, or person that strives to grow its own business and works
with others within the industry to grow tourism in Maine.

•

In October 2015 the AMC received Forest Stewardship Council certification for its forest management program—meeting the FSC’s detailed
sustainability standards as verified by a rigorous third-party audit—
when it was admitted to The Nature Conservancy’s nationwide group
certification.
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The foundation of all of these accomplishments is the land. The land endures
and its changes provide the most obvious evidence of the AMC’s presence in
the Maine Woods. It is by the condition of the land that the success or failure of our efforts should be judged. How has the land changed over the last
decade, and how might it continue to change in the future?

Leaving Nature Alone
In the absence of such major events as a fire, hurricane, or timber harvest,
changes in a forest are slow and subtle. However, if such changes are to
be seen, the first place to look is in the ecological reserves. I have had the
opportunity to see the changes during the past decade in the areas that we
decided to leave alone.
Most of the ecological reserve lies in a single contiguous block of about
19,000 acres spanning the northern part of the KIW property and the
southern part of the Roach Ponds tract. This area abuts more than 3,000
acres of the Appalachian Trail corridor. This dramatic landscape is framed by
the 3,500-foot summits of Baker and Whitecap mountains—the two highest
peaks between Bigelow Mountain and Katahdin. Their steep slopes stand like
guardians on either side of the broad valley of the West Branch of the Pleasant
River—one of the wildest river corridors in the state. The river flows through
the reserve for about thirteen miles from its source in the West Branch Ponds,
past Little Lyford Lodge and Cabins, and through the canyon of Gulf Hagas.
A separate reserve area of nearly 5,000 acres surrounds the upper Roach Ponds.
This less dramatic (but no less beautiful) area is a relatively flat landscape of
ponds, wetlands, and spruce forest.
Unlike wilderness areas in the western United States, which protect truly
wild areas that have never heard the sound of chain saws or bulldozers, the
AMC’s reserves may be described as “restoration reserves.” With the exception
of the stunted subalpine forest at the highest elevations, the entire area has
been harvested, most of it multiple times. Although the steep slopes of Baker
and Whitecap mountains may have escaped harvesting for many decades
(since hand crews with chain saws gave way to mechanical harvesters that
can’t negotiate the steep slopes), most of the area has been heavily harvested
since the 1970s when the modern logging road network was constructed.
One-quarter of the reserve area was clear-cut during that time.
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However, the signs of the early stages of recovery can be seen wherever
you look. The last round of harvesting by the previous landowner in the
KIW reserve took place in 2000 and 2001, and nature can accomplish
a lot in fifteen years. Stumps are becoming covered with moss, with bark
sloughing off and sapwood rotting. Skid trails and landings are disappearing
under a dense growth of shrubs and saplings. Piles of slash (limbs and tops
of harvested trees) are decaying into the forest floor. Even roads that were
easily traveled by passenger car when the AMC bought the land (but which
have since been abandoned) are fading, as the bare gravel surfaces give way
to grasses, perennial herbs, and alder and birch seedlings. (Harvesting in the
Roach Ponds reserves continued until 2007, so the recovery process there is
less advanced.) Seedlings that were head-high at the time of AMC purchase
now approach 15 feet. A remeasurement of permanent plots established in
2005 shows that trees measuring between 5 and 10 inches in diameter are
growing at a rate of as much as 1 inch in diameter per decade.
The most dramatic and obvious sign of nature taking charge is the work of
beavers. As long as the land was commercial forest, beavers were controlled to
prevent damage to logging roads. Dams along roads were removed, and ponds
were drained. However, now that they have been freed from human control,
the beavers have returned with a vengeance (in a good way). Several hundred
feet of the former (and now abandoned) main access road into the KIW reserve
now lie under water, and new or expanded beaver ponds and wetlands are
evident throughout the KIW reserve. In one beaver-maintained pond, known
informally as “the black hole,” a small colony of nesting great blue herons
has taken up residence. (This site is easily accessible to guests, being only
about a 10-minute walk inside the entrance gate to the reserve north of
Little Lyford Lodge and Cabins.)
Given enough time, natural processes will erase most of the evidence of
past human use. Stumps will crumble to rotten mounds, and roads become
barely visible tracks through the forest. Young, fast-growing species such as
aspen, white birch, and balsam fir will become less common, replaced by
slower-growing long-lived species such as sugar maple, yellow birch, and
spruce. The hallmarks of a mature forest (such as large old trees and large
snags and downed logs) will become more common, as will the wildlife
species that depend on these features (including goshawk, barred owl, pileated
woodpecker, wood thrush, some warblers, and American marten). Natural
disturbances such as wind, ice, and insects will continue to play a role, and
patches of young forest will still be present, though much less common.
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Before and after scenes of a culvert the AMC replaced beneath a former road now used
for skiing. BEFORE PHOTO BY BEN NAUMANN, AFTER PHOTO BY DAViD PUBLICOVER
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	One need only look at the White Mountain National Forest to see how
forests can recover. Areas that were devastated by the wholesale cutting and
massive wildfires of the early twentieth century are now beloved wilderness.
(And compared with that level of impact, the commercial harvesting that
took place on the AMC land was relatively benign.) It will be at least 150
years before these heavily harvested areas fully take on the characteristics that
we describe as “old growth.” However, by the time today’s young visitors are
old-timers, these reserves will have become truly wild places.

Lending a Helping Hand
Although our primary approach to restoring the natural structure and
functions within the ecological reserves is to leave them alone and let time
run its course, some situations call for intervention to speed up the process.
The AMC has undertaken several projects to enhance the recovery of natural
ecosystems on the property.
	In some places where the abandoned roads cross streams, there were
blocked or “hanging” culverts that interrupted natural stream channels and
prevented the upstream or downstream passage of fish. (A hanging culvert is
one where the downstream end is above the stream channel below it. In some
cases, culverts were hanging by as much as two feet, creating a small waterfall
that fish can’t climb.) This was a particular problem for brook trout. The West
Branch of the Pleasant River is one of the state’s highest value wild brook
trout fisheries, and these blockages were preventing fish in the main stem of
the river from reaching spawning habitat in the headwater streams.
For several years, the AMC has been working with the USDA Natural
Resources Conservation Service, Trout Unlimited, and The Nature
Conservancy to identify and correct the most problematic stream crossings,
with priority given to crossings that block large amounts of upstream habitat.
Culverts as big as 6 feet in diameter have been removed, the rock and gravel
fill around the culverts removed, and the contours of the natural stream
channel and banks restored. The banks are then stabilized with mulch to
prevent erosion and allowed to naturally revegetate. Removal of six culverts
within the watershed of Mountain Brook Stream reconnected nearly ten
miles of headwater stream habitat to the main stem of the river. On three of
the crossings, cross-country ski trail bridges were installed.
The AMC has also worked to improve stream crossings outside of the
reserves, focusing on crossings of primary access roads over large streams.
Beavers can block even the large culverts on these streams, creating the
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potential for major washouts and soil erosion. On these crossings, culverts
are being replaced with bridges or open-bottom arch culverts (because these
roads are used for both recreational and timber harvesting access). The new
bridges allow for the restoration of natural stream flow and are less likely to
become blocked. Visitors to Gorman Chairback may notice the new bridge
over Henderson Brook along Chairback Road; other bridges were installed
over the outlet streams to Lucia Pond and Caribou Bog. This work will
continue on the Roach Ponds property.
	Steve Tatko, the MWI land manager who oversees the stream restoration
work, said, “It’s been great to see the changes, to see these streams running
freely again, and to see small fish moving through the pools in the new
channels. After a couple of years, it’s hard to picture that there used to be a
big old culvert there.”
Another type of restoration work will use timber harvesting to restore
some areas within the Roach Ponds reserves to a more natural condition. It
may seem counterintuitive that cutting trees can promote ecological recovery.
However, the easement that established the reserves on the Roach Ponds tract
(which is held by The Nature Conservancy) allows for “restoration harvesting” under certain conditions.
	Stands suitable for this type of work are plantations or “high yield”
stands (those that have received intensive management treatments such as
aerial herbicide spraying). These stands are generally young, even-aged, and
unnaturally uniform. Harvesting will be used to promote the more rapid
development of natural multiaged mixed-species stands. We estimate that
there could be as many as 1,000 acres within the Roach Ponds reserves that
will be suitable for this type of treatment.
The first restoration harvest was conducted in 2014 in a 50-acre red pine
plantation south of First West Branch Pond. In the wake of the spruce budworm epidemic of the 1970s and 1980s, some commercial landowners “hedged
their bets” by planting species that were not susceptible to the budworm. Red
pine was a popular choice on the Roach Ponds tract, and there are extensive
young plantations across the property. Although red pine is native to the
region, it is not normally found on the sites where it was planted and the
stands have not grown well. They now consist of dense monocultures of short
limby trees with little to no understory vegetation. Natural succession would
eventually replace the red pine with species native to the site, but this could
take a century or more, during which the plantations would have limited
value as habitat for native animals. Instead, the AMC harvested about half
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the area of the stand in small patches of about a half-acre. In these openings,
native species (spruce, fir, maple, and birch) will regenerate, giving the stand
a head start toward recovering its natural composition. A second harvest ten
to fifteen years from now will remove the remainder of the pine.
	Other stands consist of naturally regenerated or planted spruce and fir
that have been intensively managed through herbicide spraying (to suppress
competing hardwood species) and thinning. Like the pine, they are very uniform, even-aged stands, but unlike the pine, they are growing well, and if not
in the reserve, they would have high value for timber growth. These stands
will not be removed, but will be thinned once the trees are large enough to
be sold. The thinning will open up growing space for the regeneration of
younger trees and will allow the remaining trees to reach larger diameters in
a shorter period than if they were not thinned. In this way, harvesting will
be used to give these stands a nudge toward a more mature condition, after
which they will be left alone.

Carbon Offsets Generate Income
Under the terms of the conservation easement, the KIW reserve cannot
be harvested for timber. But in 2009, the California-based Climate Action
Reserve (CAR) started accepting forest carbon offset projects outside of
California. After careful consideration of the costs and benefits, the AMC
took the plunge into this emerging “ecosystem services” market.
	In concept, carbon offsets are simple. They represent an action taken by
one party to reduce atmospheric greenhouse gasses to balance the emissions
of another party. In combination, the actions of the two parties are “carbon
neutral.” Offsets can either prevent the release of greenhouse gasses (for example, by capturing methane from landfills or agricultural operations) or remove
greenhouse gasses from the atmosphere (such as through forest growth).
	In practice, developing a carbon offset project is complex. One important
criterion is that carbon offsets must be additional to what would happen
under “business as usual.” For forest projects, that means that carbon storage
must exceed a calculated baseline representing the average level of carbon
storage in forests across the region. The AMC’s project involved a detailed
process of forest inventory, calculation, and forest growth modeling to
quantify the carbon stored in the forest and expected through future growth.
The calculations were then subject to a rigorous third-party audit. Only then
are the credits registered, at which time they can be sold to parties wishing
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to offset their emissions. AMC is also committed to a future schedule of
periodic inventory and monitoring to ensure that the carbon remains stored
in our forest for 100 years.

Group B—Count Me In
Forest carbon projects are not limited to reserves—they can also be developed
for lands under timber management as well (in which case credits are also
given for carbon stored in durable wood products). Forest carbon markets
have the potential to change the economics of forest management and improve
the financial benefits of practicing Aldo Leopold’s “Group B” forestry. If
landowners can be compensated for “carbon friendly” management, it could
reduce the extent of “baby forest” on commercial ownerships and increase the
extent of older higher-volume stands with more big trees and dead wood. In
addition to the climate change benefits, this shift in management would also
benefit many species of wildlife as well.
A bit less than half of the AMC’s land is actively managed for timber
production. AMC Senior Vice President Walter Graff has dubbed this land
our “green endowment”—like a stock portfolio, it can provide a regular
source of revenue that covers the costs of owning the land (such as property
taxes and road maintenance) and supports MWI programs.
The AMC is no different than any other landowner in that we must balance
two competing goals—growing and harvesting timber in an economically
efficient and productive manner, and protecting the ecological and social
values of the forest. How landowners balance those goals will depend on why
they own the land. Commercial landowners will put a greater emphasis on
financial return, whereas public and nonprofit landowners are likely to have a
greater focus on the noneconomic values of forests.
Aldo Leopold noted the tension between these goals in his 1949 essay
“The Land Ethic”:
In my own field, forestry, group A is quite content to grow trees like cabbages,
with cellulose as the basic forest commodity. It feels no inhibition against
violence; its ideology is agronomic. Group B, on the other hand, sees forestry as fundamentally different from agronomy because it employs natural
species, and manages a natural environment rather than creating an artificial
one. Group B prefers natural reproduction on principle. It worries on biotic
as well as economic grounds about the loss of species like chestnut, and the
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threatened loss of the white pines. It worries about a whole series of secondary forest functions: wildlife, recreation, watersheds, wilderness areas. To my
mind, Group B feels the stirrings of an ecological conscience.

Leopold was ahead of his time. However, in the last few decades, many
more foresters have embraced his message and recognized the ecological
wisdom in his words (a wisdom that has been confirmed by a better scientific
understanding of forest ecology). Forestry has undergone a transition from
the agricultural model that dominated much of the twentieth century (which
focused mainly on growing trees as a crop) to a more ecologically oriented
model that seeks to maintain the forest as biological system. This new model
uses natural disturbance patterns, and the composition and structure of
natural forests, as a guide to harvesting. As an active participant in regional
debates about the meaning of “sustainable forestry” during the past quartercentury, the AMC has actively encouraged the use of this new approach.
Now, with our own land to manage, we have the opportunity to put theory
into practice.
The natural forests in the MWI region were dominated by relatively
mature stands. Large disturbances that created extensive areas of young forest
(such as hurricanes and big fires) were extremely rare; most disturbances (such
as wind, ice, and insects) occurred in small patches or killed only parts of the
canopy. The result was a forest that was structurally complex—even “messy”—
with trees of multiple sizes and ages (including very large old trees) and large
volumes of dead wood. In contrast, commercial timber management across
the region (including previous management on the AMC’s lands) has created
a forest that is relatively young, structurally simple, and lacking the large old
trees and large dead wood that provide critical habitat for many species.
Forest management on the property is guided by a forest management
plan developed by the AMC and Huber Resources Corporation, our forest
management consultant company. The plan sets forth a management
approach that over the long term seeks to create a forest that more closely
resembles complex mature natural forests, even while removing timber on a
regular cycle. The approach can be summarized with a few basic principles:
•

Harvest less than growth. For about the next half-century, we will on
average harvest less than is growing, allowing young stands to mature and
increasing the total volume of wood on the ground.
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•

Practice multiaged management. In every harvest (even those whose purpose is releasing younger trees from competition), we seek to leave some
level of overstory. The goal is to eventually have stands with at least three
age classes of trees (regeneration, middle-aged, and older) and avoid the
creation of extensive areas of “baby forest.”

•

Don’t cut big old trees. With limited exceptions, we don’t harvest trees
over 18 inches in diameter.

•

Allow for the recruitment of old trees and dead wood. Big old trees don’t
live forever—if we want to maintain them in the forest we have to allow
some trees to keep growing. In every harvest, some part of the oldest
age class will be retained, ensuring that some trees will live out their full
natural life span (and eventually become large dead trees and logs).

Beyond the constraints imposed by law, one can think of any tree that is left
standing beyond the economically rational age of harvest, or any tree that
is allowed to die, as the “tax you pay to the Earth.” This “tax” is a voluntary
sacrifice of economic return for ecological or aesthetic purposes. Because of
our mission, the AMC is willing to pay a much higher tax to the Earth than
are purely commercial landowners. We did not invent this approach. To some
degree, it is similar to how forests have been managed in the White Mountain
National Forest and other public lands for decades, and many nonprofit and
noncommercial private landowners are taking a similar approach.
Managing a forest has been a tremendous education for the AMC. We
have learned how much our long-term goals are constrained in the short term
by the current condition of our forest, and what compromises have to be
made to balance our ecological goals with economic reality. We have also
gained an appreciation for issues that face all landowners, such as the year-toyear influence of weather and markets.
Huber forester Ted Shina has been our “man on the ground” since we
acquired the KIW property, responsible for planning and overseeing our
timber harvests. It is his job to translate the goals and approaches set forth
in the management plan into on-the-ground results. As Ted said, “Working
with AMC has been both very rewarding and occasionally challenging. As
a forester and a Mainer, I commend AMC for trying to ‘do it all’ on their
lands. Certainly I have to consider many more things than I would in a purely
84 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 84

11/4/15 4:30 PM

commercial harvest—not many landowners have to worry about the effects
of harvesting noise on guests at sporting camps! I’ve gained a real appreciation
for their approach to managing a forest. At the same time, I think I’ve taught
them a few things about what is biologically and economically realistic, and
they’ve been open to adjusting their approach where necessary. Some stands
don’t have much that is worth retaining, and in order to have an economically
viable harvest, you pretty much have to harvest the entire overstory. However,
where the forest gives us more options, I think we can be very proud of the
work we have done together, and I think most visitors would be pretty happy
with the way things look. I am proud to be associated with their stewardship.”

The Road Ahead
Given the condition of the forests we have inherited from previous owners,
it will be many decades before our lands resemble the mature forests in the
national forest or a well-tended private woodlot. However, with ten years
of experience behind us, the road to getting to that condition has become
clearer. A decade of recovery in the KIW ecological reserve has already created
noticeable changes, and the Roach Ponds reserves are starting down the
path to recovery. However, even in areas where we have conducted timber
harvests, the differences between our land and surrounding commercial forest
can be seen—in the greater number of mature trees remaining after harvest;
no-harvest buffers left along streams, ponds, and recreational trails; and other
ways in which the “tax to the Earth” is being reinvested in ecological health
and aesthetic quality.
	It’s not possible to observe changes in the forest in a single visit. However,
just as you can watch the rapid growth of a young tree planted in your yard
over years, visitors who return will be able to see the changes. With each
passing decade, the reserves will be a little bit wilder, and the managed lands
will come a bit closer to resembling the natural forests that once existed.
One need only look to the White Mountain National Forest to understand
the changes that are possible with a century of natural recovery and careful
management. We are starting much later, but we are traveling the same road.

David Publicover is a senior staff scientist and assistant director of research for the
AMC.
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From Carter Notch
to Aconcagua
A Yankee discovers community between the mountains
Stephen Kurczy
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Trailhead at Carter Notch
first heard the word Aconcagua while huddled around
an antique wood stove inside Carter Notch Hut, in the deep ravine
between Wildcat Ridge and Carter Dome in the White Mountains of
New Hampshire. Aconcagua. It sounded exotic, mystical, almost sinister—
all apt descriptors of the Western Hemisphere’s tallest summit, which sits in
the Andes on the border of Argentina and Chile.
The temperature inside the stone hut hovered at 40 degrees Fahrenheit,
but outside it was –10 and dropping in 40 mph winds—just another winter
day in the Whites. On this, my first trip there, I was blown away by not just
the weather but by the trails that seemed to extend all the way to Aconcagua
itself.
My companions had climbed South America’s highest peak in February
1998. “Thinking back, maybe we bit off more than we could chew,” Phil
Plouffe was saying, “but we were younger and eager and a little naive for
what we were actually getting into. It seemed like the next logical step from
mountaineering in the White Mountains.”
	I raised my eyebrows at that: How was it “logical” to jump from the
White Mountains to Aconcagua, which is more than three times taller than
the peaks in the Whites? Yet my friend and former newspaper editor, Steve
Fagin, agreed.
“People use the Whites as a training ground and a stepping-off point,”
Steve said. “It’s where they cut their teeth and realize that there are many
higher summits and more challenging endeavors.”
	I’d been hoping to get to the Whites since 2005, when I graduated from
college and began working at a newspaper in southeastern Connecticut with
Steve (who is also the Books editor for this journal). He planned a trip to
Mount Washington for us. Then a blizzard hit, so we canceled. Soon I left
Connecticut to pursue journalism jobs in New York, Cambodia, and Boston.
We kept in touch.
	Now it was January 2013, and I had escaped New York City for a threeday trek with Steve and Phil to the White Mountains. It was my first time
meeting Phil, a long-haired mail carrier who reminded me of a fitter version
of the Dude from The Big Lebowski. Steve, who had lent me double boots,

I

Stephen Kurczy points to the summit of South America’s highest peak, which he’d
dreamed of and feared. COURTESY OF STEPHEN KURCZY
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crampons, and gaiters, still wore the same bushy moustache that seemed to
be a relic of his hippie youth. Both a generation older than me, they were full
of stories. Years ago, with Appalachia editor Christine Woodside, they had
climbed the tallest mountain in each New England state in one round-theclock expedition (they finished in 41 hours, after driving 2,000 miles). Steve’s
other adventures include kayaking the 341-mile Erie Canal, while Phil nearly
climbed to the top of Mount Everest before turning back 3,000 feet shy of
the top of the world. As we sat in the deep notch between Wildcat Ridge and
Carter Dome, they also described their three-week expedition to Aconcagua.
“A friend of ours had gone the year before and said it was just a walk-up,”
Steve recalled. “She showed us pictures of herself in shorts and a T-shirt on
the mountain. But then the year we went was an El Niño year, and the same
place that she was in shorts, we were in three feet of snow and 60-mile-anhour winds.”
About two weeks into their expedition, a blizzard shut them inside their
tents 3,000 feet below Aconcagua’s 22,841-foot summit. They were losing
strength and suffering headaches. “If we opened the tent to get fresh air, snow
would fly in. But when we sealed it up, our breath would freeze,” Steve said.
“You were doomed to suffer one way or the other.”
When the blizzard finally let up, Steve and another member were too
drained to go on. Phil set out for the summit with their guide and their other
team member, but she decided to stop after a few hours. The guide zipped her
in a bivy sack and continued with Phil. They passed a corpse near the summit,
one of about 15 climbers who died on the mountain that season. I asked Phil
if the dead body had made him wonder if he could be next, but he shook his
head and said they’d continued wordlessly to the metal cross that marks the
top of the hemisphere. “You’re just so wrapped up in your own shit,” he said.
	I was fascinated with the story, and, as we sat shivering around the
stove, with the White Mountains. The next month I visited Harvard Cabin
and Gray Knob and climbed Mounts Washington, Jefferson, Adams, and
Madison. That spring, Phil and I skied Tuckerman Ravine. I got into rock
climbing, spent the next New Year’s Eve at Zealand Falls Hut, guided my
uncle and his son on a winter trek around the northern Presidentials, and
later speed-hiked (parts were running but much was just fast-trekking) the
25-mile Presidential traverse with Phil. I was addicted to the beauty, danger,
freedom, and simplicity. I was 30 years old, and the mountains were bringing
me back from an untethered feeling that birthday had brought on.
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The mountains took my focus off the obsessive road to “success.” I felt
emboldened. That summer I pursued an old dream. I moved to South
America as a freelance foreign correspondent, which is how I found myself
in November 2014 reporting on a presidential election in Uruguay, on the
border of Argentina, and falling under the long shadow of Aconcagua.

The Path to Aconcagua
At first, I relived Steve and Phil’s expedition on Aconcagua vicariously: Steve’s
being sick inside a frigid tent, Phil’s push to the summit past a dead man. In
Uruguay, I constantly met backpackers on their way to or from Patagonia, a
region covering the southern cone of South America, just south of Aconcagua.
Their excitement was infectious.
“Did you think about going to Aconcagua?” I asked one American hiker.
“Man,” he said, “you’ve got to be crazy to try to climb Aconcagua.”
“It can’t be that crazy,” I said. “Lots of people do it every year, and as long
as you’re in decent shape, you can just follow the guide up, right? Like, look at
all the people who do Everest.”
“You should do Aconcagua,” he needled me. “Then I can say that I know
a guy who climbed the biggest mountain in the Western Hemisphere and the
tallest outside Asia.”
	Once he said that, I couldn’t shake the idea. Could I climb Aconcagua?
Did I have the audacity to try? My birthday was approaching on December
14, and what better way to turn 32 years old?
	I researched guide services and contacted several reputed to cost little and
whose climbers succeeded often. One Mendoza-based company, Inka Expediciones, quickly responded that it had a spot in an expedition departing the
following week. I must pay a nonrefundable $500 deposit plus another $2,700
before the expedition departed. I didn’t have the money, but I put aside that
little problem and emailed Steve and Phil.
“Big mountain, lots to consider,” Phil wrote. “The weather is the biggest
factor. If you got the fever, go man.”
	Steve emailed: “I can’t think of anyone better qualified to do Aconcagua,
but of course the weather is always the wild card.”
Their response looked like a green light to me.
	I hadn’t told Steve and Phil that I had bronchitis. Life as a shoe-string
freelance journalist often meant staying in hostels where I was exposed to all
kinds of sicknesses. I distinctly recall a woman on the bunk bed above me
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hacking terribly when I’d first arrived in Uruguay. Soon my own lungs and
nasal cavities were full of green mucus as I suffered from fatigue, shortness of
breath, and what felt like whooping cough. I had hoped the sickness would
go away on its own. Now, with plans developing for Aconcagua, I splurged
on over-the-counter antibiotics. Then I turned to the issue of money. I looked
to the Bank of Mom and Dad for a loan of $5,000, which would be the
cost of the expedition plus park permits and rental gear. My father maxed out
a low-interest credit card for me. I wired the money to Inka Expediciones,
hopped on a ferry from Montevideo to Buenos Aires, and took an overnight
bus to Mendoza, the launching point for expeditions to Aconcagua. I had
had so little time, planning, that I half-expected Inka Expediciones to be a
scam. It was not. In two days, our expedition was departing. Walking around
the city, I met a Canadian Rockies guide who had just returned from a
solo expedition on Aconcagua. He told me that he was the first climber
to be emergency air-lifted off the mountain that season because of the onset
of altitude sickness.
His tale made me question what I was in for. If a professional climber failed,
what hope did I have? Was jumping into this expedition, with bronchitis and
no training, ambitious or impetuous? I had signed up to climb Aconcagua
via the Ruta Normal (“Normal Route”), which is not a difficult climb in a
technical sense, but the elevation and unpredictable weather are notorious for
scuttling climbers’ ambitions, or worse. The mountain claimed the lives of
two American climbers in December 2012, adding to the tally of 33 who died
between 2001 and 2012. Would success for me be reaching the summit or just
returning alive?
	Soon I was in one of two vans rolling toward the snow-capped Andes.
We were fifteen climbers ranging in age from 20 to 55 and comprising ten
nationalities, plus four guides from Argentina and Peru.
	Steve wrote to me before I left: “You’re in for a real adventure, and hope
you enjoy the experience. Follow the mantra chanted by the porters on
Kilimanjaro: ‘pole, pole,’ which is Swahili for ‘slowly, slowly.’”
Phil instructed: “Drink-drink-drink lots of water. Bring handy wipes.”

Mountain Madness
The climbing season on Aconcagua is December to February, which is
summer in the Southern Hemisphere. On December 8, 2014, my two-week
expedition set out on foot from the entrance of Parque Provincial Aconcagua.
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The hike in covered 14 miles over dusty, windswept valleys.

STEPHEN KURCZY

Over the next three days, we gained 1,500 feet elevation as we hiked through
14 miles of dusty windswept valleys, flanked by mountain walls ribboned redand-green, to the colorful tent village of base camp. At an altitude of about
14,400 feet, we were already as high as the tallest summit in the continental
United States.
Base camp is known as Plaza de Mulas because of the caravans of mules
that come and go every day with climbing gear, food, and other provisions for
the thousands of climbers who come to Aconcagua every season. We arrived
to the sound of Guns N’ Roses’ “Paradise City” blaring from a boom box
strapped to the door of one of dozens of trailer-sized tents containing bunk
beds, plastic dining tables, and kitchen equipment. Porters played foot volley
(volleyball for your feet) over a 4-foot-high net. A local Argentine painter
sold paintings from his Guinness-certified highest elevation art gallery. This
would be our home for the next five days as we acclimatized and test-climbed
a nearby 16,400-foot peak.
The effects of high altitude were already apparent. At sea level, normal
blood oxygen saturation should be above 94 percent; below 88 percent
qualifies for a supplemental oxygen supply. That first morning at base camp,
as the guides recorded our vitals, most of us measured in the low-80s and
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some in the 70s. Blood pulse pressures read as high as 200/120 and required
attention from the base camp nurse, which is provided once you’ve paid the
exorbitant park entry fee of as much as $945 per person.
Prices were just one way Aconcagua had changed from when Steve and
Phil came in February 1998. Then, the park entry fee was around a hundred
bucks. They recalled base camp as a dreary shantytown without a nurse or the
kind of infrastructure available today, such as $5 hot showers and Wi-Fi at $40
an hour (I splurged on both). For additional fees, porters will carry all gear,
as well as set up and take down tents at the high camps. We were served three
hot meals a day, including dinners of steak and pizza paired with Malbec wine
from the vineyards around Mendoza. This was not the rustic, no-frills winter
trekking that I’d learned in the White Mountains.
All this had its pros and cons. The extra services opened Aconcagua to a
wider range of less-experienced climbers, according to Sebastián Angel Tetilla,
the founder and director of Inka Expediciones. “The mountain is more tame,
but not just Aconcagua, also the Himalaya and other destinations that look
more like adventure tourism,” Tetilla told me. About 3,000 people entered
the park during the 1997–1998 season, including Steve and Phil, half as many
as during the 2014–2015 season, when I visited. This has created a new type of
danger—unprepared people, which has helped earn Aconcagua the nickname
“Mountain of Death.” “Aconcagua is not a very dangerous mountain,” Tetilla
said, “but big storms happen and mountain sickness happens, and this is
when the mountain becomes dangerous.” The influx of people has coincided
with quickening glacial melt, a trend on big mountains worldwide as the
growing human population fuels climate change. One of my guides said the
glaciers are receding so fast that he could see the changes every season.
	On the positive side, the mountain is much more hospitable than it was
fifteen years ago. Belén Zanino, the manager of base camp operations for Inka
Expediciones since 2003, told me the new amenities reduced staff turnover
and introduced a degree of normalcy to life. “You have to be comfortable,
bring books, music, a drawing pad,” she said one afternoon while sitting in
the kitchen knitting a wool hat, her black hair pulled back neatly to show
silver earrings. “You have to think you live here.”
Although some members of my group were put off by all the amenities,
I wasn’t fighting it. I told Zanino my birthday was in a few days, and she
suggested a cake might be in order.
	I awoke December 14 unable to stomach anything because of a
gastrointestinal infection. As we hiked several hours to drop supplies at camp
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one, I repeatedly ducked behind boulders to relieve myself. By the time we
returned to base camp, where we would have a final rest day, I was dehydrated
and lightheaded with a pounding migraine.
	It would be impossible for me to continue if I felt this way and was unable
to retain liquid. I visited the nurse, who gave me antibiotics and advised
against eating meat or sweets. “But today is my birthday,” I said, “and the
kitchen is making cake and a special dinner of asado (Argentine barbecue).”
She shook her head. That evening at dinner, the aroma of sizzling beef and
pork wafted from the open-air grill outside the kitchen tent. The antibiotics
seemed to be kicking in, so I ignored the nurse’s warning and ate beef, drank
a glass of wine, and enjoyed a slice of the chocolate birthday cake that Zanino
baked. It seemed to all mix into some kind of homeopathic elixir because I
could have cried for happiness. I had expected to be lonely, shivering, and
surrounded by grunting, frostbitten tentmates this birthday. Instead, I felt
embraced by people singing “Happy Birthday” in Arabic, English, French,
Hindi, Malay, Portuguese, Spanish, and Swedish. Earlier that day, as we had
zigzagged up Aconcagua’s steep switchbacks to drop supplies at camp one,
our Argentine guide had repeatedly looked down and smiled, “Stephen, a
happy birthday to you.”

All Bets Off
Who would reach the summit? That unspoken question lingered, always.
From the moment we assembled in Mendoza, we were sizing each other up,
asking about past ascents and training, watching for fatigue and trying to
hide our own. Unbeknownst to us, staff at base camp made a bet that only
three of the fifteen of us would summit: a lean 31-year-old French man who
ran trail marathons, a 20-year-old American woman who had just completed
a 12-week wilderness survival course, and me, the sole New Englander.
	On December 15, a Monday, we gathered for a final base camp meeting
to discuss the forecast and how it would affect our pace. Wind speeds on the
summit would be 20 to 30 mph through the week, with a lull Friday before
picking up Saturday and Sunday.
“The best day will be Friday,” said our lead guide, Heber Orona. “One
day is the difference for the whole expedition.”
We would push to camp one Tuesday, camp two Wednesday, and camp
three Thursday—meaning no rest days and little time to acclimatize. Looking
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up to the summit from base camp, we could see where our path wound up the
barren mountain and the sites where we would camp.
The mood was apprehensive. My palms were sweaty. But we had good
reason to trust Orona. The 44-year-old had guided in the Andes for more
than two decades and was the first Argentine to complete all “Seven Summits”
(the moniker describing the highest peaks of each of the continents).
“It’s hard, we know,” Orona told us. “Maybe each day we will take a
different decision. But now we want you to organize everything to move to
camp one tomorrow.”
We would not be alone. Among several groups also gunning for Friday
was a pair of European mountain runners, Kílian Jornet and Emelie Forsberg,
who had come to set a new speed ascent-descent of Aconcagua, starting and
ending from the park entrance, a round-trip journey of 38 miles. The previous
month Jornet had been featured on the cover of Outside magazine, and his
presence at Plaza de Mulas added a new dimension to our own expedition.
On the one hand, we were all doing this together, we and the best mountain
runners on the planet. On the other hand, our two-week expedition would
be a mere half-day run for Jornet and Forsberg.
We told Jornet and Forsberg we would see them at the summit in several
days and set off for camp one, known as Camp Canadá, elevation 16,570
feet. Within hours, two group members were lagging behind: an Argentine
woman in her early 30s, and a petite Indonesian mother in her late 40s. I felt
good: The antibiotics had killed the parasites foraging in my stomach, and
that morning my oxygen saturation measured 99 and my heart rate 70 beats
per minute (BPM). After we all arrived to camp and set up our tents, the
guides prepared a soup dinner, with sides of tuna, cheese, and cookies. The
setting sun reflected off the snow-capped peaks and glacial-sided mountains
all around us.
The next day, more people began to struggle. The Indonesian woman
couldn’t catch her breath, the Argentine was fatigued and dehydrated, and
now also a Brazilian couple was falling far behind. We all eventually arrived to
camp two, called Nido de Cóndores, elevation 18,270 feet, a plateau-like area
with a ranger station and emergency helipad. We set up tents while the guides
boiled snow for drinking water. Before dinner, which was bread layered with
tomato sauce and cheese to create a sort-of pizza, Orona called another meeting. The forecast had worsened. Wind speeds were now predicted above 20
mph for Friday, meaning we’d face a windchill of –35.
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“We can go back with nothing, or we can try,” Orona told us as we stood
in a circle, hoods pulled up as flecks of snow blew between us. “I think it’s
better if we try.”
We all agreed, although this meant the end of the expedition for the
Argentine and Indonesian women, the Brazilian couple, and a 55-year-old
Argentine man making his fourth attempt of Aconcagua who could not
keep pace.
The next morning, the remaining ten of us hiked three hours up to Camp
Colera, elevation 19,690 feet, a flattish area surrounded by high rock outcroppings that stifled the wind. This was where Steve and Phil had dug through
several feet of snow in 1998 to clear an area for their tent, and where a blizzard
stranded them for several days. For us, there was no snow, and the sun burned
down through a clear blue sky.
Dinner was freeze-dried chicken soup. While we ate, Orona gave a final
weather update: the forecast had worsened further. The temperature would be
as low as –10, and the wind in excess of 30 mph, translating into a windchill of
–50. “This is still our best summit day,” Orona said. “Don’t worry about the
weather. Focus on the summit.”
	I was still optimistic. Summit day would be cold, but no colder than in
the White Mountains with Steve and Phil two years earlier. Later that night,
however, I woke less confident: My head was pounding from an altitudeinduced migraine. For two hours I tossed until my Australian tentmate urged
me to take a dose of strong painkillers. I owe him because I would not have
slept otherwise. And it seemed karmically unjust in the morning when he was
forced to stay back because high blood pressure put him at imminent risk of
heart attack. “Good luck, mate,” he said as I crawled out of the tent.

Adventure Justifies Itself
It was 5 a.m. My headlamp quickly died in the numbing predawn cold. “This
is our summit day!” Orona exclaimed. “Concentrate. Focus on your feet. The
sun will be up in a few hours, I promise.” At that same moment far below us,
the European sky-runners Jornet and Forsberg were also embarking for the
summit from the park’s entrance gate.
For the next two hours, each time I looked back, it seemed another climber
had turned back, including the French marathoner because of nausea and the
American woman because of the cold—both of whom had been favored to
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reach the summit. Soon, only three remained: me, the Frenchman’s younger
brother, and a burly Swede, led by Orona and a Peruvian assistant. The rising
sun cast a shadow of Aconcagua’s peak onto the valley below us.
At 21,000 feet, we came to a wooden shack known as “Refugio
Independencia” (Independence Refuge), where we rested ten minutes and
strapped on crampons to ascend a steep ice field that led to a ridge known
as “Portezuelo del Viento” (Door of the Wind), aptly named because of its
full exposure to the deafening wind. Orona warned that exposed skin would
quickly suffer frostbite.
	I felt I was drowning in the thin air, gasping for oxygen. I focused on
Steve’s climbing mantra, “pole, pole,” and concentrated on putting one foot
in front of the other.
At the end of the ridge, at nearly 22,000 feet, we rested beneath a rocky
outcropping called “La Cueva” (The Cave). I could not eat because of nausea.
I could not drink because my water froze. Orona offered a cup of tea from
his Thermos. The Swedish climber tilted sideways and dozed off. The French
climber looked at me and said, “I’m dead.” Orona pointed to the summit
several hundred feet above us and urged us on. We crept up a steep boulderstrewn area that led to a ridge alongside Aconcagua’s south face—said to be
the world’s tallest wall.
Finally, twelve days into the expedition and eight hours after departing
that morning from camp, I stepped atop the summit. I was the tallest point
in the Western Hemisphere. All other peaks looked up to me. We hugged
and posed for photos, but we didn’t linger. There was no sign of the European
runners Jornet and Forsberg; they had already turned back because of the
increasing winds.
We returned to Camp Colera in four hours, half the time it took to reach
the summit. Tents were collapsing under the force of the high winds, and the
rest of our group had already retreated to base camp. The emergency shelter
was full. We were exhausted and dehydrated, but the wind was too strong
to light a stove to boil water or prepare dinner. Orona radioed the rangers at
camp two, and they agreed to take us in. We repacked and descended another
two hours.
The two rangers welcomed us into their dirt-floored tent as the sun was
setting They said only three other climbers reached the summit that day,
whereas on good days the tally can be more than 100 people.. We recalled
how we had passed a solo Canadian climber near the summit who appeared
delirious, rambling and asking for water. The lead ranger, Oscar Mayorga,
96 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 96

11/4/15 4:30 PM

shook his head disapprovingly: How could someone dare to climb alone,
without adequate provisions, on such a fierce day? He recalled how the
previous season the bodies of two Americans laid on the mountain for weeks
before the rangers pulled them down during a break from the more important
task of assisting climbers still alive “That’s our focus,” Mayorga said, “keeping
people alive.”
The next day, gale-force winds and an incoming blizzard shut down all
mountain activity. The rangers ordered all climbers down to base camp.
Months later, after the frostbite on my nose healed, and my fingertips
regained feeling, I was back in the White Mountains. “I was so happy when
you said you did the summit,” Phil told me as we camped at the Hermit Lake
Shelters after a day of spring skiing around Tuckerman Ravine. I asked if he
thought I’d acted recklessly in climbing Aconcagua without preparation, but
he and Steve both said it was a “carpe-diem” approach. “You didn’t have time
to obsess or fret over it,” Steve said. I told Steve how I felt that I had, in a way,
carried on his torch to the summit after he was turned back by a blizzard years
earlier. But he said climbing Aconcagua hadn’t been just about the summit. It
was about the adventure.
“I didn’t go there just to get to the top,” he said. “That would have been
icing on the cake. Going there, experiencing the mountain, being in that
fellowship of the mountaineering community, and being on a big expedition,
it was something I hadn’t experienced before. Being success-oriented is less
important than just experiencing it and coming back alive.”
	Steve had reminded me of a lesson from our first trip to Carter Notch:
to enjoy the trail, to not obsess over preconceived assumptions about what
success is. I’m not saying climbing a mountain isn’t about reaching the
summit. It’s just that the summit doesn’t justify the adventure. An adventure
justifies itself. That was the spirit that put Steve and Phil, and now me, on a
path to Aconcagua.

Stephen Kurczy has a home in Connecticut but he has spent much of the last few
years based in Brazil as a correspondent for the Christian Science Monitor, Fusion, and
Americas Quarterly.
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On Thinning Ice
Photographing declining polar bears
on Hudson Bay
Lisa Densmore Ballard
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“D

on’t lock your door!” admonished R andy Duvall,
owner of the Kaska Goose Lodge, a seasonal outpost used mainly by
goose hunters and located about a mile inland from the southwestern shore
of Hudson Bay in Manitoba. “You never know when you might need to get
quickly inside.” And we should look around before stepping out, he added.
It was early September, and one never knew when a polar bear might wander
through the small enclave perched above the Kaskattama River.
	Seeing a live polar bear in the wild has always on my “bucket list.” An
encounter outside my bedroom door wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.
I preferred a little more space between me and the bear.
We had just arrived at the lodge’s “international airport,” a grass strip
600 miles north of Winnipeg. The chance to photograph polar bears, as well
as other Arctic flora and fauna, was a major reason for the trip, plus the
opportunity to simply visit Hudson Bay. I was there at the invitation of Shel
Zolkewich, an outdoorsy Ukrainian with bright brown eyes and an infectious
laugh who worked for Travel Manitoba.
The first thing I noticed as our Cessna landed was the flatness of the terrain.
From the coastline, gravelly sand turned to tundra, to taiga, and then to
boreal forest without gaining more than a couple of feet in elevation, yet the
flora were similar to that growing atop New Hampshire’s Presidential Range.
Alpine summits such as Mount Washington have absurdly short growing
seasons, but they have double the days of summer compared with Hudson
Bay. In an odd case of seasonal overlap, the wild blueberries, bearberries,
gooseberries, and lingonberries (mountain cranberries) ripened in the sun
though the ground cover was already aflame in autumn reds and oranges.
At the 58th parallel, just below the Arctic Circle, nature rushes through its
annual growing cycle in a mere six weeks. Despite the abbreviated summer,
the Hudson Bay Lowlands are a mecca for Arctic wildlife. Thousands of
snow, Ross’s and Canada geese stage here before heading south for the winter.
The lowlands are also home to ducks, ptarmigan, Arctic fox, wolves, moose,
caribou, polar bears, and—a surprise—black bears.
	I knew the ranges of polar bears and grizzly bears overlapped in Alaska
and that the two species have hybridized. Some biologists speculate that
polar bears, a poster-mammal for the negative effects of climate change, are
crossbreeding with grizzlies as an adaptive response to loss of habitat. Others
Summertime is hibernation time—sort of—for polar bears on the Hudson Bay. They dig
beds, have their young, and hang out on the beach. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
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disagree. DNA samples taken from bear remains show that polar bears and
grizzly bears mated before the twentieth century.
	No grizzly bears live on Hudson Bay. But lots of black bears make their
homes in the expansive boreal forests. Both white and black bruins frequently
saunter past the Kaska Goose Lodge and its handful of small cabins and storage sheds because of its location at the edge of the forest, hence Randy’s warning to leave the doors unlocked, allowing a quick escape if a guest sees a bear
of either color.
The local black bear population interested me for the bear’s large size.
Bergmann’s Rule—the farther north, the larger the animal—was definitely in effect. I spotted one hefty boar raiding the lodge’s garbage pit that
easily weighed over 500 pounds. Impressive until Randy pointed out the average male polar bear in the area weighed 1,000 pounds more! He casually
pointed to the dented rain gutter and several deep lines in the trim above the
door to the dining room, compliments of a polar bear that stood more than
eight feet tall.
“Want to go to the beach?” asked Shel, after we unpacked.
The lodge has two modes of transportation across the tundra: by Argo, an
eight-wheeled all-terrain vehicle, and by helicopter. At $3,200 per hour for the
helicopter, the Argo would be my chariot.
We bounced our way across mudflats toward a line of sand dunes that
marked the coast, parked, then walked to the top of the dunes. One of the
lodge’s guides, who drove the Argo, accompanied us, a shotgun slung over his
shoulder in case a bear took interest in us. Polar bears, the most carnivorous
of all bear species, rarely harm humans, partly because there are very few
people where they live, but if a hungry bear thought one of us an easy meal,
he would not hesitate to attack.
	I would never have put the notion of going to the beach in the same
context as Hudson Bay. In fact, an endless strand stretched in both directions
punctuated by a few pieces of driftwood and a half-dozen abandoned bear
beds. Craters really. The beds had been dug by non-hibernating polar bears as
a way to stay cooler.
As the ice melts on Hudson Bay, the bears come ashore to await the fall
freeze-up and the return of the seals. The bears hunt seals, their main source
of food, from the ice. Counter-seasonal to black bears and grizzly bears, polar
bears “hibernate” during the summer, sort of. Pregnant sows den to give
birth, but the others hang out on the beach, digging craters in the sand or
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wandering into the nearby willow bushes to nibble on vegetation and to stay
cool. To a polar bear, 40 degrees Fahrenheit feels tropical. In a lazy state of
semi-torpor, they occasionally kill easy prey.
What polar bears eat and how they den to give birth are at the heart of the
discussion among scientists, conservationists, governments, and indigenous
peoples over the plight of this iconic beast that presides at the top of the Arctic
food chain. The polar bear, Ursus maritimus, or the sea bear, is considered a
marine mammal by the United States, Norway, Greenland, and Russia. The
only other country with a polar bear population, and the largest number
of polar bears, is Canada, which classifies Ursus maritimus as a terrestrial
mammal. Polar bears are listed as threatened under Manitoba’s endangered
species legislation.
	In 2014, the International Union for Conservation of Nature’s Polar Bear
Specialist Group, an international consortium of experts on polar bears,
estimated 25,000 polar bears in the world in nineteen subpopulations. Of
those groups, three were declining, six were stable, one was increasing, and nine
had insufficient data. The Hudson Bay bears, who live in the southernmost
range, were among the declining populations because of the gradual decrease
in duration of ice on the bay. For the bears, that means less time to hunt seals.
Fewer seals means less fat in their diet, which in turn means lower fat reserves
in their bodies, critical for long-term health in some of the coldest weather on
the planet.
During the winter, temperatures can hover at –50 degrees F for multiple
days, but with healthy amounts of seal blubber in their diets, polar bears have
no problem handling frigid conditions. Under their two layers of fur and skin
lies a thick layer of fat. Interestingly, polar bear fur is not really white. It only
looks white from the reflections of the snow and sun. It’s actually clear. When
it gets dirty, it can take on a yellowish tinge. Though worn by the Inuit and
other northern First Nations, the commercial fur trade never prized polar
bear fur. Its hollow shafts are not as luxurious (to a human) as the Arctic fox’s
coat, but it insulates effectively. The bear’s fat layer provides needed calories
and warmth when its fur is wet. What’s more, polar bears have small ears and
a tiny tail to lessen heat loss. They are so adapted to cold weather that, though
they can run as fast as 25 miles per hour, they will overheat if they run very far,
even in the middle of winter.
Although seals are a polar bear’s preferred and most efficient means of
nourishment, bears in the southern part of their range, including Hudson
Bay, have shown the greatest flexibility in their diet, probably because the
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number of days with ice on the bay is decreasing by about a day per year.
Using bear scat to study what foods they eat, scientists have found hungry
polar bears will eat dead whales, seaweed, sea ducks, mussels, sea urchins,
moss, grass, berries, and willows. And some will gorge on goose eggs.
The discovery that polar bears feed on geese and their eggs excited
conservationists at the prospect of the Arctic bruins helping to curb the
overpopulation of snow geese who have decimated large tracts of tundra.
However, a recent study published in Frontiers in Ecology and the Environment
(April 2015) debunks the notion. Using motion-sensing cameras, only 30
bears, a small percentage of the bear population, were observed eating eggs,
not enough to make a dent in the number of white geese. What’s more,
the eggs are not high-calorie enough to create the fat reserves required by a
healthy polar bear. As the ice has declined, so has the average weight of the
Hudson Bay polar bear—almost 100 pounds per bear during the last couple
of decades. Despite their ability to feed on terra firma, the survival rate of
polar bears, especially females and cubs, is directly correlated to the condition
and duration of sea ice, and thus the amount of sea blubber in a bear’s diet.
	Standing on the beach, I stared across the endless stretch of water. Waves
gently lapped against my rubber boots. I imagined what Hudson Bay would
look like in another two months. Frozen, wind howling, it would be unfit for
humans, but polar bear heaven. I was grateful for the present day, sunny and
55 degrees F, and wondered where the polar bears were.
My trip to Hudson Bay lasted only four days. After three days, I had
still not seen a polar bear despite two trips daily across the tundra to various
blinds. “Want to take a ride in the helicopter this afternoon?” Randy asked at
lunch on the last day, “Shel said she would cover it.”
Ecstatic at the prospects of riding in the helicopter and finally seeing a
polar bear, I grabbed my camera gear.
“Get in the front seat,” whispered Tony, the pilot. “It’s the best spot for
seeing wildlife.”
We buckled in, put on our headsets, and took off. The helicopter was
instantly traveling along the coast. I looked down. Thousands of geese lifted
off as we passed over. Like swarms of 20-pound mosquitos, they filled the air,
then settled back to their roosts.
Tony pointed toward a grove of black spruce. A woodland caribou stirred
in its bed beside the edge of the trees. As we hovered above the grove, an
enormous bull moose burst from the bushes and charged ahead of us annoyed
by the helicopter.
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From a helicopter that steered away soon after, Lisa Densmore Ballard saw this large
group of polar bears lounging on a beach along Hudson Bay. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

Tony banked the aircraft, pointing to the remains of a cabin 200 feet
below us. The ruins of several more buildings came into view among the
trees and grassy clearings. “That’s York Factory,” announced Tony over our
headsets. “It’s an old Hudson’s Bay Company trading post.”
	Old indeed. When the Hudson’s Bay Company was founded in 1670,
a factory was not a place of manufacturing. The chief factor, or boss of the
trading post, ran the factory, the place where trappers congregated to trade
pelts for flour, tea, booze, and ammo. Three hundred years ago, York Factory,
named for the Duke of York, was one of three major depots with water access
to Hudson Bay where pelts could be loaded on ships bound for London,
England. It operated as a fur trading post until 1957. It’s now an Arctic ghost
town and a national historic site. The largest building there was erected in
1831 and is the oldest and largest wooden structure in Canada on permafrost.
In the 1960s, the original owner of the Kaska Goose Lodge moved one of the
warehouses from York Factory to the lodge’s current location where it’s now
the kitchen.
The helicopter banked again. Within moments, we were traveling down
the seashore.
winter/spring 2016 103

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 103

11/4/15 4:30 PM

“Look there!” said Tony, pointing toward the dunes. More than 40 polar
bears were strung out along the humps of sand, lounging or wandering lethargically here and there. My heart leapt with excitement. My wish to see a polar
bear had been granted!
Rather than hover, Tony adeptly steered the aircraft up the coast, circling
back a couple of times and varying his elevation to give me the best view
while disturbing the bears as minimally as possible. It was a remarkable sight.
Some of the bears slept on their sides, legs stretched out as if sunbathing on
the beach. A couple of young males play-wrestled. One rolled into a willow
crushing the woody shrub as if it were grass. Another bear sat on a mound
licking its forepaw. Several bears walked up the beach seemingly without
purpose. The scene could have been any beach in the Lower 48, except the
beachcombers were 1,500-pound polar bears rather than 150-pound humans.
Traditional Inuits believe the spirits of people and polar bears are comingled
and that polar bears in their dens shed their skins to reveal a human form. The
belief may be based on the fact that polar bears can stand and sit like people
and that a skinned carcass looks human-like, but as we swooped down for one
last look, the thought passed. Polar bears are unique in the animal kingdom,
the rulers of the Arctic. I put them back on my bucket list. I sincerely hope
for the chance to see them again.

A longtime member of the Appalachian Mountain Club, Lisa Densmore Ballard
is an award-winning writer, photographer, and filmmaker. She splits her time between
Red Lodge, Montana, and Chateaugay Lake, New York, when she’s not exploring a
wild part of the world. www.LisaDensmore.com.
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Letters
Recording History in the Journal
I appreciated Rob Burbank’s appreciation of our long-running Appalachia
journal in the Appalachian Mountain Club’s member magazine, AMC
Outdoors (January/February 2015). The journal plays a vital role as the
definitive historical archive of the AMC and our members’ activities, and
this spirit was beautifully captured in three delightful articles in the Winter/
Spring 2015 edition (LXVI no. 1).
First was the comprehensive account of huts as classroom by John Nutter
and Ken Olson; second, the history of the Great Gulf Wilderness by David
Govatski; and, third, Julie Boardman’s story about “Old Man Thompson.”
These authors displayed thoroughness and attention to detail with the results
clearly true labors of love. Bravo to these authors and to editor Chris Woodside for writing and featuring these important stories.
To add one little anecdote to the Nutter/Olson piece: In 1970 hutmaster Tom Johnson posted the phrase “Stop at Two” in the Zealand Falls Hut
dining room. This attracted interest from Tom Deans (then I believe deputy
to AMC Executive Director Fran Belcher), and we croo members explained
we were promoting zero population growth. Change was certainly in the
wind at the AMC huts!
—Doug Teschner, Conakry, Guinea
Editor’s note: Teschner, the longest-running contributor to the journal these days,
is a member of the Appalachia Committee.
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Accidents
Analysis from the White Mountains of New
Hampshire and occasionally elsewhere

T

o write (and, perhaps, to read and make sense of) these
reports, one must have a mind of winter. Yes, that phrase was made
famous by the American poet, Wallace Stevens, in his poem, “The Snow
Man” (“One must have a mind of winter/To regard the frost and the boughs/
Of the pine-trees crusted with snow”). But its prosaic necessity visits even
the most meter-allergic wanderer as she or he readies for a winter foray into
New Hampshire’s White Mountains. Too often in these pages, we read of
mountain walkers who approach the winter hills with a mind of summer and
so find there an alien, unforgiving world.
To rediscover my winter mind, I’ve returned to notes I made during
the now-legendary winter past. Here are some from the middle of
February 2015:
It’s months before my deadline, but here in winter’s belly, I’ve decided to
make some notes before spring (I’m assuming it) and summer dull my
memory. That these last four weeks have been historically snowy is common
news fodder along the arc of our coastline. The Whites, on the other
hand, have been just averagely white—enough snow to excite avalanches
and snow-amour, but nothing too too . . . much, unlike Boston, where a
whole new set of “Whites” lines the streets, and walking and driving mimic
the trudge of snowshoeing. Yesterday, someone who was either a wag or
owner in mourning spray-painted a large hillock of snow, “Please don’t
move. There’s a car under here.” Much of urban life seems similarly buried.
But the cold in the Whites has been another matter. Also yesterday, the
Observatory on Washington reported an air temperature of minus 33 . . .
with winds over 100 miles per hour, for a windchill of nearly minus 100.
One wind gust was measured at 141 mph, the gustiest since 2008. Just
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wow. And, sadly, up into this maelstrom walked Kate Matrosova, a solo
hiker intent on a Northern Presidential traverse—Madison to Adams
to Jefferson to Washington and down. She went up around 5 a.m., before
the forecast—amply predicted—became itself; she did not come down
[Editor’s note: see “Too Cold,” an essay about this incident, in this issue].
That all those who tried and were beaten back from the first rescue attempt
did come down seems a miracle. That this winter’s midsection has not been
rife with more such incidents seems also a surprise. Just as we hope for spring
somewhere out there, here in season’s midsection, I’ll hope for no more tragic
misapprehensions of the winter we’re in.

I got my wish. Even as the extremes—cold, snow—continued for some
weeks after Matrosova’s tragedy, much of the rest of the news from the White
Mountain search-and-rescue world was routine, even benign. Here, then are
a few of the winter’s other stories, offered with the hope that they will help
readers conjure minds of winter for the new season now bearing down on us.

Thermal Unrest
At 8 p.m. on November 28, Stephanie S., age 23, and Thomas G., age 24,
called 911 from Camp Penacook on the flank of Mount Chocorua. Having
hiked the three miles in to the camp, the pair intended to stay the night and
then climb to Mount Chocorua’s summit in the morning, but the cold and
dropping temperatures worried them. Hypothermia seemed to be creeping
in, and the pair was unsure how to handle it.
	New Hampshire Fish and Game personnel received the message and
called Stephanie and Thomas back, offering advice and support. The two
were told to pack up and start walking out; two conservation officers would
drive to the trailhead and begin walking in to meet them. The temperature at
the trailhead in Albany was 16 degrees when Officers Alex Lopashanski and
Christopher Brison began hiking toward the descending pair. By the time the
four met at mid-trail, Stephanie and Thomas had warmed from their hiking
and no longer felt hypothermic. The two COs escorted the pair to the trailhead, where they all agreed that the pair needed no further attention.
Comment: Stephanie and Thomas were adequately equipped but
inexperienced. According to Lopashanski, “They didn’t have a lot of
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confidence” by the time they called 911. Late fall’s long darkness and cold have
a way of amplifying fears, and, when there’s no experience to counter worries,
the night ahead can seem unsustainable. Although the pair’s call for help is
understandable, it’s also an unfortunate commonplace in our era of instant
communication. I hope that the lesson carried away from the incident is one
about managing cold and selves and not the ease of summoning help. Also, as
noted often in this column, weather in the “shoulder season” between fall and
full winter often surprises people, whose thermal calendars often lag behind
reality.
Lopashanski told the Conway Sun that he was glad Stephanie and Thomas
called. “It could easily have gotten colder,” he said. (That was the forecast.)
And if they had become impaired by the cold, rescuers would have had to
organize a more complex, labor-intensive rescue. “And then that’s worse for
everybody,” Lopashanski concluded.

Terrain Trapped
On New Year’s Day, Mazin A.-D., whose age was not reported, called his
friend Joe D. to ask for advice about finding his way down from the Mizpah
Spring Hut area. While the two spoke, the connection failed, and Joe was
unable to raise his friend again. Joe then drove to Crawford Notch, found his
friend’s car, and hiked up for 45 minutes toward the hut, where he encountered
a group descending. They said they had not seen Mazin. Joe then turned
around, stopped at the Appalachian Mountain Club Highland Center, and
reported Mazin missing. The AMC notified Twin Mountain police, who in
turn called New Hampshire Fish and Game at 7 p.m., and together the AMC
and NHFG began to gather a rescue crew. An AMC search team climbed to
Mizpah Spring Hut but didn’t find Mazin; meanwhile, in the notch, NHFG
conservation officers checked along the Mount Clinton Road (officially
closed in winter) and Route 302. Neither officer located Mazin.
	NHFG then formed two search teams composed of COs and AMC
personnel. The first team aimed to search the Webster-Jackson Trail to Mount
Jackson and on to Mizpah Spring, while the second team would search the
Webster-Jackson Trail to the Webster Cliff Trail. The rescue effort ended at
approximately 3 a.m., when Mazin walked into the Highland Center. During
an interview with NHFG, Mazin said that, while near the hut, he had lost
“the blue trail,” backtracked to the hut and ended up on “the white trail,”
backtracked again, but lost that trail. Eventually, he’d located a streambed and
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begun to follow it down. That led him to the Dry River Trail, which in turn
led him out to Route 302, where he got a ride back to his car. He then called
Joe, who advised him that a search was in progress.
Comment: NHFG’s interviewer found Mazin to be “fairly well equipped
and dressed in good clothing,” but without “a few essentials, like a compass and fire-making materials.” He also noted that Mazin carried a map but
seemed most concerned with the color of the trails’ blazes and not with trail
names, suggesting that he lacked an overall sense of where he was.
The thick subalpine scrub and forest in this area is challenging, especially
in winter when snow often masks the treadway and the blazes. Add in
darkness and its disorienting effects, and you can picture Mazin’s trouble
finding his way. Once lost, his resilience and effort to self-rescue was good
and, ultimately, successful. The route into the Dry River drainage and out
is a difficult one; that he emerged that night speaks of good endurance. He
was also fortunate that the weather was mild for the season, 26 degrees at
7 p.m., and so his primary challenge was finding his way.
A few more tools might have made this self-rescue a non-event: a compass
matched with his map might have allowed Mazin to orient himself at the hut,
even as the trail was tough to find. I find that time spent with a map before I
go in or up pays off, especially when I am solo. By the time I begin walking,
I have mostly memorized the terrain, and I have all the nearby trails firmly in
mind. That interior map is useful if the weather turns, and it allows a constant
measuring of immediate versus overall terrain. Although a global positioning
system might have been useful, I favor a map because, even when folded into
smaller sectors, it offers a better sense of what surrounds you than a small
screen can.
	I wonder why this story didn’t make it into local and regional media. It
seems a worthy one of self-rescue, with more nuances, for example, than the
liberally reported, preceding story.
Added generosity: At its meeting on January 21, the NHFG Commission
accepted a $1,000 gift from Mazin and his wife for the Search and Rescue
Fund and future SAR efforts. This gift was made even as NHFG did not
recommend that Mazin be charged for this search.

Iced Trouble
Purgatory Falls in Mont Vernon, in southern New Hampshire, lies outside
this column’s usual territory (though within that of NHFG), but I include it
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here as reminder of the way that walking’s most volatile element, water, can
become even more dangerous during winter. On bright January 25, Dorie
G., age 50, and a friend set out to look at Purgatory Falls. They hiked the
short route from the parking area to Upper Falls, the most prominent drop
of 5-mile-long Purgatory Brook, which drains into the Souhegan River after
tumbling some 900 vertical feet. According to news reports, Dorie “was apparently looking over the falls or approaching the overlook when she slipped and
fell over it, onto the largely frozen pool at the base of the falls.” The current
carried Dorie under that ice, and rescuers couldn’t extract her in time. She
died beneath the ice. Dorie was wearing shoes with traction, reported as “ice
cleats.” Several inches of new snow had fallen before the two had arrived at
the falls.
Comment: Rivers, especially around steep drops, are the riskiest of our
backcountry destinations; they appear consistently in accident reports in all
seasons. That risk is magnified when ice slicks ledges, and when snow can mask
that ice. Though cleats, microspikes, and crampons can mitigate that risk,
they also can create a false sense of security. It doesn’t take much to unbalance
a walker as she or he steps forward on spikes, and, once unbalanced, slipping
and falling can happen quickly. And winter water is, of course, frigid, often
with a lid of ice that forms an additional hazard. Dorie was an experienced
hiker, runner, and biker. Our sympathies to her family and friends.

Prepared for Extremes
On January 31, a cold, blustery day, Monoswita S., age 28, and four Connecticut friends started up the Ammonoosuc Ravine Trail on Mount Washington.
The forecast predicted deep cold and high winds. At about 3 that afternoon,
as the group prepared to descend from Lakes of the Clouds Hut, Monoswita fainted, and, when she came to, she was still only partially responsive.
Her group, which included her husband, called 911; they were advised to
keep Monoswita level and await rescuers. But the intense cold, estimated at
–5 degrees, and high winds, worried them, and, when their next call was
patched through to NHFG Lieutenant Wayne Saunders, he concurred that
waiting in those conditions was risky. The group then packed Monoswita into
a sleeping bag, secured it to ropes, and began a descent, ferrying and dragging
her down the trail, where, just after 5 p.m., they encountered rescuers from
four volunteer groups and NHFG. Monoswita was taken to the hospital,
released some hours later, and reported to be in good health a few days later.
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“I’d say they were pushing it,” said Saunders of the group’s decision to
climb on that day. But he also praised their effort to get down from trouble.
“They knew if they stopped moving, they would probably die.”
Comment: This group’s self-sufficiency was admirable. If you are going
to climb into hard weather, you need to be prepared for the unusual, and
they were. It is also telling that Nick P., age 36, one of the climbing group
members, said he was humbled by the experience. “If you’re going to go there,
you need to be prepared and know what you’re doing,” Nick told a reporter.

Accounts Receivable—Six Times Up
I’ve gathered the next six incidents into a single account because they share
two characteristics. First, those rescued were ill prepared for their ventures.
Second, the reporting officer from NHFG recommended each individual or
group be billed for the rescue. So many incidents falling into these categories
points to officers’ growing willingness to assess responsibility when confronted
with reckless conduct. Along with the agency’s new hikeSafe Card, available
for $25 as insurance against being charged should you need rescue, this
trend suggests a more assertive approach to funding what is also NHFG’s
increasingly professional rescue emphasis and capability. Both developments
are shifts in the SAR culture of the White Mountains.
Late in the afternoon on November 23, three Keene State College students,
Adam P., age 20, Jacob L., age 19, and Bernard D., age 20, hiked into the
Bear Den Natural Area in Gilsum to watch the sunset. The day was a cool
one. A little before 5:30 p.m., Adam called 911 to say that they had become
disoriented in the early darkness and were lost. NHFG Officer Jonathan
DeLisle responded, zeroing in on the 911 call’s coordinates and walking the
students the 0.3 miles out to their car at 6:30 p.m. The students had no extra
clothing and only the lights from their cell phones for guidance.
	On December 30, the temperature hovered in the single digits, and at
4:10 p.m., NHFG got word of a 911 call made from the Garfield Ridge Trail.
NHFG Lieutenant James Kneeland called the number back and talked with
Tyler W., age 19, and Michael G., age 19. The pair said that, leaving at about
9 a.m., they had aimed to do the Falling Waters/Old Bridle Path loop, but that
they now found themselves a few miles beyond Mount Lafayette’s summit on
the Garfield Ridge Trail. Kneeland confirmed their location and heard that
they had no lights or overnight gear; he advised them to keep moving toward
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Mount Garfield and then begin to descend the Garfield Trail. Kneeland then
sent two conservation officers to meet and assist the pair. The COs found Tyler
and Michael at 7:20 p.m., gave them warmer gear and fluids, and brought
them down the rest of the way. The men were dressed for three-season hiking,
and, although they carried some extra gear, they were unprepared for the full
winter conditions they found on the ridge.
	Our winter of note was still full in the Whites on March 9, when an
8 p.m. call came into 911 and was sent on to NHFG. Three hikers, Sara H.,
age 33, Nicholas P., age 32, and Jasmine H., age 11, reported being very cold,
wet, and in trouble on the Kinsman Pond Trail above the AMC hut at
Lonesome Lake. NHFG asked the AMC’s Lonesome Lake Hut caretaker to take the family some dry winter gear (they had no gloves, hats, or
appropriate footwear) while COs and a volunteer gathered to climb the
Cascade Brook Trail for the rescue. By 10 p.m., the AMC’s caretaker had
reached the family with equipment and support to begin descending.
At 10:45, conservation officers and the volunteer reached the group and provided further equipment and assistance. The group emerged from the woods
a little after midnight.
CO Robert Mancini offered this listing at the end of his official report:
• The group did not eat dinner prior to beginning their hike at
5:00 p.m.
•  The group was not wearing any winter hats or gloves and had only
one winter hat for the group.
•  The group did not have any navigational aids.
•  The group did not have any extra winter clothing.
•  The group did not have a first aid kit.
•  The group did not have any winter hiking experience and was
unfamiliar with the area.
•  The group did have a lighter and bag full of encyclopedias
(Nick stated that the bag was packed with books so he could get
a workout).
•  The group did pack two twenty-ounce bottles of water and snacks.
•  The group did have one working flashlight.
At 4:15 p.m. on March 19, NHFG received word of a 911 call made by John
N., age 20, from the side of Mount Chocorua. The dispatcher said that John
was near the Westside Trail and holding on to a tree in deep snow and stuck
between two ledges. Four COs and two volunteers converged on the Liberty
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Trail parking lot. Meanwhile, as rescuers worked their way up toward John,
he called 911 repeatedly to underline his desperation. At 7:30 p.m., an officer
found John, helped him from his perch, and then escorted him toward Jim
Liberty Shelter. John had begun his climb at 12:30 p.m., reached the summit
at about 3 p.m., and slipped just below the summit on the way down. He
was wearing running shoes, cotton socks, jeans, a hoodie, and a jacket; he
had no hat or gloves or backpack. When rescuers reached John, his jeans were
frozen solid.
At about 5 p.m. on March 22, NHFG received a call from Mount
Moosilauke in Glencliff. The day was windy, and the temperature at the
trailhead in late afternoon was 11 degrees Fahrenheit. A group of six hikers
from MIT reported that one of their group was very cold and having trouble
feeling her legs and feet as she descended. Two hikers had gone ahead and
called for help. While three COs gathered to begin hiking up to assist, the
remaining hikers emerged from the woods at 6:35 p.m. The hiker in difficulty,
Shengyang W., age 25, was then assessed. CO Josiah Towne reported the
following: “Shengyang W. was not dressed for the weather. Her clothes were
wet and partially frozen. Her gloves were thin driving-style gloves and frozen.
She did not have a hat. She was wearing a black synthetic top with a sweater
over it and corduroy pants, She wore sneakers. Others were similarly dressed,
with only slightly better clothing. I inventoried Shengyang’s pack, which was
a small, pink child’s pack. Most items in it were not hiking related; they
included a wireless mouse, portable hard drive.”
	On April 4 at about 3 p.m., NHFG received a call about Julia J., age 31,
and Cordell N., age 35, two hikers who had lost the trail near the summit of
Mount Pierce. NHFG tried to direct the hikers back to the trail via phone,
but the hikers were unable to find their way. In wind and low visibility, the
pair had wandered off the back (Dry River) side of the mountain; instructed
to retrace their steps, they climbed back onto the ridge but still couldn’t locate
the trail. Rescue teams then climbed toward their 911 coordinates, reaching
the pair at 11 p.m. Rescuers ascertained that Julia and Cordell had gone on
their hike in the face of predicted heavy snow, and they had done so without
snowshoes or a sense of how to navigate above treeline in poor visibility.

Follow-up News—Pay as You Go Missing?
On April 30, the New Hampshire Supreme Court found in favor of the
state and NHFG in their assessment of a $9,186.38 price tag for the rescue
winter/spring 2016 113

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 113

11/4/15 4:30 PM

of Edward Bacon, a Michigander whose 2012 rescue in very difficult conditions from the Franconia Ridge figured prominently in our Summer/Fall 2013
(LXIV no. 2) column. NHFG had deemed Bacon negligent for his five-day
attempt to cross this ridge after they had learned of Bacon’s chronic hip problems and cursory training for his hike, both of which figured heavily in his
call for help on September 18, 2012.
From the court case emerged a more detailed picture of both Bacon’s
physical condition and the rescue. And those details supported the state’s
contention that Bacon was negligent in both his overall attempt and on that
particular day. Here is Assistant District Attorney Philip Bradley’s summary
of Bacon’s condition when he approached his hike on a day when the weather
forecast alone should have kept him from the Franconia Ridge:
When Mr. Bacon set off on a five-day, solo hike in the White Mountains on
September 16, 2012, he was 59 years old, had undergone four hip surgeries
since 2005, had an artificial left hip that had dislocated five times—including
twice during the previous year—had a bad back, was on over twenty
medications for a multitude of ailments, and needed to use two canes (not
walking poles) for support while hiking. He had hiked in the area when he
was younger and, despite his physical infirmities, apparently believed he could
still conquer some of New Hampshire’s highest mountains—the respective
5,089-foot and 5,260-foot summits of Mt. Lincoln and Mt. Lafayette—
even in the stormy weather that had been forecast days in advance. Unfortunately
for everyone involved, Mr. Bacon negligently exceeded his physical abilities
under the circumstances. He made it only about halfway before dislocating
his hip, necessitating a challenging rescue in horrible weather conditions
that required approximately 50 Fish and Game Department personnel and
volunteers during afternoon and evening of September 18 and into the early
morning hours of September 19, 2013.

An Associated Press summary published in the New York Times on April 30,
2015, reported, “Bacon, an automotive engineer whose father grew up in
New Hampshire, said he has hiked the state’s mountains hundreds of times
and had even considered retiring there. Not anymore, he said Thursday. And
while he has hiked the same area of Franconia Notch twice since 2012, he
doesn’t know if he will return.
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“It has soured me at this point,” he said. “I’m looking at western
mountains at the moment.”
Comment: Happy to have Mr. Bacon look west for his mountains.

Wisdom from Snow Rangers
And finally, here’s a timely winter note from the Tuckerman Ravine’s
U.S. Forest Service snow rangers and their essential winter website:
mountwashingtonavalanchecenter.org. It harkens back to the days before the
long Martin Luther King, Jr. weekend last year, and it considers developing
another facet of a mind of winter.
“Martin Luther King, Jr. weekend is often a busy weekend on the searchand-rescue side of things. This weekend will present a number of challenges
for those venturing into our diminutive but feisty mountain range . . . . I may
be preaching to the choir here, but here are a few things on my mind:
“All the rental gear in town is rented. Assuming that this gear was rented
by novices, which is a reasonable assumption, there will be a good number
of inexperienced folks on the mountain. They may be above you on a climb
or descending a steep snow slope above you in your fall line. Hey, we were all
novices at one time in our outdoor careers, but in reflection, most climbers
and backcountry skiers I know freely admit to how close they came to blowing
it at one point or another. Experience may be the best teacher, but it can be
much harsher than a gentle and well-placed word of advice. People don’t tend
to get hurt heeding advice or playing it safe, but the accident journals are full
of the reverse.
“Inexperienced people have a pretty darn good safety record. Most rational
people know their limits, listen to the concerns of the intuition, or otherwise
make good decisions. It’s the inexperienced people led by people they perceive
to be experienced that can create some of the sketchiest situations. This ‘expert
halo’ human factor is referenced directly or indirectly in many catastrophes
and is a subtle driver in the human decision-making game. Peer pressure
and normalization of risk-taking affect everyone, and its influence sometimes
drowns out the quieter, softer voices of reason.
“‘A cascade of errors’ is the phrase I’ve heard that best summarizes many
accidents and incidents. A wrong turn, a faulty headlamp, iced-over goggles,
or a turned ankle can all contribute to a bad outcome. Sometimes a simple
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mistake can lead to much worse. Knowing your limits and thinking through
problems carefully is difficult to do effectively with a calorie-starved brain, a
body robbed of its precious heat, or a backpack depleted of necessities. There
is a fine line between success and failure, and it often lies parallel to the line
separating preparedness and a too-heavy pack or recklessness and boldness. It
pays to always know, and reassess, which side of that line you are on.
“Sunday night would be a bad night to have some sort of issue requiring
a rescue in the mountains. Never mind the windchill, cold temperatures,
or avalanche hazards. Grumpy rescuers may be delayed coming to your
assistance, especially if the Patriots–Colts Divisional Playoff game is a close
one. Obviously, I’m joking. But really, be careful, especially Sunday afternoon
and evening.”
—Sandy Stott
Accidents Editor

To Our Readers of the Appalachian Mountain Club’s White Mountain
Guide: The Appalachian Mountain Club recently revised the acknowledgements in the White Mountain Guide, edited by Steven D. Smith and Mike
Dickerman, to recognize the contributions of both Gene Daniell and Jon
Burroughs. Here is an excerpt:
The current editors of the White Mountain Guide feel connected
to a long and cherished tradition handed down to us by a century’s
worth of editors and committee members. There are far too many
names to list here—for a comprehensive history of the guidebook, see
White Mountain Guide: A Centennial Retrospective, published by AMC
Books—but two individuals helped to bring the Guide into the modern
era. Gene Daniell edited this guide from its 23rd through 28th editions
(a period spanning a quarter-century), and under his stewardship
improvements in voice and the addition of key elevation data and a list
of easy to moderate hikes were made. For ten years he worked closely
with Jon Burroughs, associate editor of the 25th edition and co-editor
of the 26th edition. Jon used a surveyor’s wheel and over the period
measured every maintained trail in New Hampshire, covering more
than 2,000 miles, and he took extensive notes in the field, contributing
many corrections and the trail segment mileage that appeared in the
book. We are honored to continue the fine work of both.
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Daylilies
When I left this morning,
under a deep cerulean sky,
		
the orange daylilies were thronging
the mailbox beside
the road, petals still
		
closed, beaded with droplets of dew;
so much green in the grass, in the trees,
the sunlight streaking everything,
		
making all sparkle, infusing every color
with shades of gold and yellow.
When I returned just before noon,
		
the daylilies had opened their supple
orange mouths,
tasting the air, savoring the breeze
		
with tongues of anther and pistil;
the chiffon of their
throats offered the coolness
		
of song and practical shade and nectar
for a pollinating bee.
They hold as much
		
gladness as we can imagine, filling us
with orange rapture,
the orange of daylilies,
		
rising on stems by the roadside farm;
the lithe cups of their mouths,
spilling over with urgency,
		
with exultation, unfolded and full,
blooming with heedless
abandon, with pleasures
		
so tantalizing they invite us to look,
to breathe the diligence
of their color, to be as bedazzled
		
as they at the pinnacle of their lives.

					Wally Swist

Wally Swist’s books include Huang Po and the Dimensions of Love (Southern Illinois
University Press, 2012) and The Daodejing: An Interpretation, with David Breeden and
Steven Schroeder (Lamar University Press, 2014).
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Alpina
A semi-annual review of mountaineering in the greater ranges

Nepal Himalaya
It is not customary to provide endnotes for Alpina, but the complexity of
recent events in Nepal and the confusion in media accounts of them make
it useful to document some of the information sources used. First, I list a
little-known source for the early twentieth-century in Nepal and then general
sources of data for the country just before the tragic earthquakes of 2015.1
Other notes are added as needed.
The place of Nepal in mountaineering. Alpina has closely followed
the development of mountaineering in Nepal because this relatively small
country—56,827 square miles, a little larger than Alabama—has dominated
“mountaineering in the greater ranges” since it was opened to climbing in
the late 1940s. Eight of the mountains on the list of the fourteen highest in
the world lie in Nepal or on its borders. Routes to seven of these 8,000ers (so
named because they measure higher than 8,000 meters) are often climbed
from Nepal. The eighth, Cho Oyu, is a difficult climb from Nepal and is
ascended via a usually tolerated small trespass into Tibet. The number of
available lesser mountains varies with political and other pressures and with
matters of definition. The most recent list of “permitted peaks” comprises 414
summits from Mt Everest on down, not counting the many trekking peaks.
Another list makes the surprising claim that 112 mountains in the country
remain unclimbed. Many of these might be better characterized as unclaimed
or unnoticed.2
	Not only does Nepal have the mountains, but Nepalese authorities
recognized early that mountaineering parties, if properly handled, would bring
in needed foreign exchange. Throughout the various government changes,
shifts in alliance, and even the costly and bloody “Maoist” insurgency, all
parties recognized the need to protect the geese yielding the golden eggs.
Mountaineers were subjected to ever-increasing fees and were sometimes
held up for a little genial banditry, but few or none were killed, injured, or
held for ransom—in pleasant contrast to other Asian mountaineering venues.
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Despite the bloody nature of some of the power struggles, none were driven
by the irrationality of religious warfare. The country is largely Hindu (of a not
very rigid type), followed by Buddhists, then smaller numbers of Moslems,
Animists, Christians, and a few none-of-the-aboves. There is a long-standing
tradition of religious toleration.3
The sums derived from mountaineering are considerable. If we take as a
measure of foreign expenditure the number of members above base camp and
look at the years from 2000 to 2014 (a period including a severe economic
recession) for the pre-monsoon season, the annual count varies from a high
of 851 to a low of 565 with no particular pattern until 2014 when it is only 336.
The sometimes-overlooked post-monsoon season count varies from 529 to 935,
again with no pattern until 2014, for which year we have no post-monsoon
data. Of course, the summer (monsoon) and winter mountaineering seasons
are economically unimportant. The spring 2014 loss of sixteen Nepalese,
mostly Sherpas, preparing the Everest route through the Khumbu Icefall
caused the first of recent interruptions in this mutually beneficial economic
arrangement. Subsequent mishandling of the grief of the Sherpa community
led to a Sherpa strike and the probably unintended closure of Everest from
the Nepal side.4 The Everest closure and Sherpa boycott had no effect on
other mountaineering in the spring except, of course, for the peaks usually
accessed through the Icefall, Lhotse, and Nuptse. Neither had an ascent,
and only seven members climbed above Base Camp before the closure. It is
possible that the quarrel had an adverse effect on the post-monsoon season,
but any such effect was overwhelmed by a natural event—a huge storm.
The effect of Cyclone Hudhud in post-monsoon 2014. Predicting the
course of Indian Ocean cyclones is typically no easier than predicting the
course of Atlantic hurricanes. However, Hudhud was detected early and followed a fairly straightforward path to its landfall in India at Andhra Pradesh
on October 12. With high winds and heavy rainfall, it was a deadly and costly
storm.5 As it moved across India, the storm lost a clear center but retained
much moisture as it approached Nepal. When it rose into the cooler mountain areas, the moisture fell as snow, quite widely distributed in Nepal, but
with a major concentration in the Annapurna Dhaulagiri area. On October
14, an estimated 1.8 m (nearly 6 ft) fell there in twelve hours accompanied by
high winds. Unfortunately, the area of maximum snowfall corresponded to a
popular autumn trekking venue, and the problem was described in the media
and perceived by the tourism authorities as largely a threat to inexperienced,
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poorly equipped, and poorly led trekkers. An extensive if clumsy rescue effort
was made. The reported consequences, conceded to be incomplete, are these:
At least 43 persons including 21 trekkers died; as of the formal ending of the
rescue operation, 400 had been rescued, 175 with injuries, mostly frostbite; 50
were listed as “missing.”6
The area of heaviest snow is also an important mountaineering district, and
mid-October is the height of the post-monsoon climbing season. Expedition
mountaineers are on average better equipped and trained than trekkers,
but some, in all likelihood, were among the reported dead and injured.
Others would have had their expeditions disrupted, if not by the snow or
administrative closures, then by the pressure of the massive rescue operation
on transport, housing, and supplies. (Modern-day expeditions, particularly
small ones, count on the many guest houses along the approach roads and
clustered around base camps for food, housing, and other support.)
The opening of the 2015 pre-monsoon season. In what a cynic might
call a triumph of hope over experience, climbers were back in force to attempt
Everest (8,850 m) at the beginning of the season. There were 358 individual
members signed on for Everest, 114 for Lhotse, and 56 for Nuptse. On the
Tibet side, about 200 “foreigners” were booked. Counting support staff,
media representatives, and generalized hangers-on, about 1,200 people were
collected around the two major base camps. As good as or better than the
old days.
Media representatives were numerous on the Nepal side—the Chinese do
not encourage them in Tibet. Everest is always news. Most representatives
probably hoped to report on the successful rejuvenation of Everest climbing;
perhaps a few hoped to be the first to witness and report on a new Everest
disaster. The latter got more than they bargained for.
There was a pleasant absence of rancor in Nepal. The Sherpa Icefall
doctors were back on board, having the promise of a new and supposedly
safer route through the Icefall. Previous quarrels and misunderstandings were
forgotten or at least forgiven. The usual Pujas (Sherpa placatory rituals) were
observed. Base Camp weather was typical for early spring: some snow fell
each day, and the nights were mostly crisp and clear. In early April, however,
route preparation fell behind schedule. The new route, nearer the center of
the Icefall, was substantially more difficult to climb, and the snow was often
deep. Just past mid-April parties of members and Sherpas had reached and
partially stocked Camps 1 and 2 above the Icefall—late but manageable with
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some luck on the weather. April 25 was a fine day with more good weather in
the forecast.7
The April 25 earthquake in the Everest region. Shortly before noon
Nepal time on Saturday, April 25, the first shock of a 7.8-magnitude earthquake struck Nepal, lasting less than a minute. The effect on an observer in
the Everest area depended heavily on his or her location. High above the
Nepal side Base Camp at a 6,350-m saddle between Pumori and Lingtren,
a multiton ice block detached and plunged down the 790-m drop toward
Base Camp. The falling ice did not reach the camp but the resulting air blast
caused much of the ensuing death and destruction. The blast may also have
tumbled massive boulders about or they may have moved by ground motion.
The zone of death and destruction was limited to the higher portion of Base
Camp; the lower section suffered little damage beyond a chill coating of snow
or pulverized ice.
After a short period of panic, a rough triage and rescue effort by the survivors in the Nepal Base Camp revealed that the camp was the site of a major
disaster, possibly even worse than the spring 2014 disaster. The total number
killed may always remain uncertain, but it is now known that it must exceed
twenty.8 So far it appears that all the dead were killed in Base Camp or died
later from injuries suffered there. Base Camp was located where it has always
been, though expanded to accommodate the large crowds of today. Rather
bleak and inevitably grubby from the effects of large groups camping out at
high altitude certainly, but always in the past considered a haven of safety
below the mountain.
The climbers and Sherpas working above the Icefall escaped the earthquake practically unscathed. They were marooned there, though, unwilling to
descend through the fall because of the frequent aftershocks. Only a few miles
away on the north side of Everest, the initial quake and the aftershocks were
strong enough to cause avalanches, but the camps, the climbers, and Sherpas
working on the route were in the relatively broad trough before the N Col,
well away from the avalanches, and no one was killed or seriously injured.
Those marooned above the Icefall had adequate stocks of supplies brought
up to Camps 1 and 2 before the earthquake. The first thought for rescue
was to send the specially trained Sherpas called the Icefall doctors back
up to restore the route through the fall. The doctors declined—the work
was obviously very dangerous because of aftershocks, and several of the
doctors had decamped to check on the damage to their houses and the
welfare of their families. They were quite right. Later helicopter overflights
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showed that reconstruction of the route would have taken many days if
not weeks. Eventually, helicopters evacuated the stranded climbers
and Sherpas.
Confusion and inept leadership continued at Base Camp. Some diehards,
unfortunately encouraged by the Nepalese mountaineering authorities, still
believed they could climb the mountain. On the Tibetan side, the Chinese
authorities were more realistic. After a conference with expedition leaders,
the Chinese decided to close the mountain on April 29. They cited the
continuing risk of aftershocks, and the desire to support Nepal by returning
the Sherpas and other high-altitude workers to help with the Nepalese
recovery. (Typically, many of the support staff on the Tibetan side are hired
from Nepal.) Gradually realism grew on the south side. For the first time
since 1987, no one would climb Everest in the pre-monsoon season. Climbing
Everest and Nepal mountaineering in general were unimportant in face of the
earthquake effects in Nepal. The death, injury, and destruction in the Everest
area were negligible compared with what was going on elsewhere. Even media
representatives left Everest to report on far worse situations.
By early May the base camps on both sides of Everest were largely
evacuated. Foreigners on the Nepal side faced and mostly solved the problem
of getting out of the area and eventually out of the country through the initial
post-earthquake chaos. A few who possessed the requisite skills and courage
stayed to help the Nepalese people. Realism was not universal. As I write
these notes in July, several commercial outfits are promising to conduct their
climbing and trekking expeditions in the Nepal autumn 2015 season just as
originally scheduled before the earthquakes. One can only say, “good luck
with that.”
Earthquakes in Nepal 2015 and earlier. Seismology is a complex
scientific discipline, which has seen major development recently with a
corresponding elaboration of technique and terminology—the last sometimes
nearly impenetrable. Unfortunately, those who respond to natural disasters,
if they hope to save more people, would need more precision in forecasting
earthquakes’ time, place, and severity than technology can yet supply.
Nevertheless, it is useful to construct a layperson’s narrative of the major
seismic events in Nepal from the nineteenth century through today. That
coupled with comparisons between Nepal in earlier times and today may help
evaluate the difficulty and practicality of the recovery being undertaken by
the people of Nepal and their helpers.
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The same tectonic collision that heaps up the wall of high mountains on
the northern border of Nepal has, as shown in the 20th and 21st centuries,
created a line of seismic instability running roughly from east to west
through the eastern two-thirds of the country. The instability is not a single
line of activity—a glorified San Andreas Fault—but shows laterally varying
epicenters. Severe earthquake shocks can be felt at substantial distances from
these epicenters, particularly in the lowland Indian state of Bihar on Nepal’s
SE border. Effects can be notable but less severe in Tibet north of the great
mountain barrier.
The tectonic collision has, of course, been operating for ages, yet
earthquakes and earthquake effects are rarely mentioned in Nepalese history
before the twentieth century. That long and bloody history is heavily colored
with legend. From about 1833 until the partition of India in 1947, the British
raj maintained a resident at Kathmandu who apparently never reported
major earthquake effects at any time in the nineteenth century. One major
exception to this paucity of record was the earthquake measuring between
7.5 and 7.9 in magnitude with an epicenter near Kathmandu in 1833. With
this exception, the list of well-described major earthquakes centered in Nepal
is as follows: Nepal-Bihar 1934, Nepal-Bihar 1988, and Nepal 2015; the 2015
earthquakes also affected Bihar.9
The reports of 1934 damage within Nepal are questionable—the country
was still forbidden to westerners except for a few in regions near the Indian
border and the residency staff in Kathmandu. Most of the country still
had no roads suitable for wheeled vehicles (up-country transport moved
on the backs of men, women, and children or on pack animals from yaks
and ponies down to sheep) and no telegraph lines, so communication
even with Kathmandu was slow and inaccurate. Percival Landon’s
photographs of structures from the 1920s when compared with images from
the 1950s show that many important structures in the Kathmandu Valley
either survived largely undamaged or were reconstructed from the rubble.
(Tall towers and the upper regions of tall temples excepted.) The residential
structures away from the valley were of two or three stories, built with brick
or stone walls covered with stucco and roofed with rough-sawn boards or
even thatch. They were less prone to collapse and could be rebuilt from the
rubble by local effort. Restoration of transport routes to a state passable by
porters and pack animals would also be relatively easy for local people using
materials in place and techniques familiar to them.
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Christoph von Fürer-Haimendorf tells an interesting restoration story
based on traditions among the Sherpas of Khumjung:
Gula Lama encouraged by the abbot of Rongbuk in Tibet founded a monastery, Thyangboche, on a spur high above the Dudh Kosi. The Sherpas provided labor and funds. Ten years after the foundation, in the great earthquake
of 1933 [sic] the main temple collapsed, and the 85-year-old Gula Lama died
of shock shortly after. The villagers of Khumbu came to the help of the young
monastery, giving money and free labor, and making it bigger and better than
ever before. The best painters were employed to paint the frescoes adorning its
great halls and the porch before the entrance . . . .”10

The funds the Sherpas provided were probably gained by working on
the British Everest expeditions of the 1920s. This story summarizes the
requirements met at thousands of times and places after 1934. There must be
labor and money; the experienced artists and artisans needed must volunteer
or be hired. And the will to rebuild must be there.
The 1988 Nepal-Bihar quake struck at 4:54 a.m. Nepal time on August
21 with a magnitude of just under 7 on the Richter scale. The epicenter was
150 km SE of Kathmandu toward the border with Bihar. Casualties were 282
dead and 3,766 injured in Bihar and 721 dead and more than 5,000 injured in
Nepal. Most of the Nepalese casualties were concentrated near the epicenter
and were caused by the collapse of two- or three-story residences of rude stone
or masonry construction. Because of the early hour, people were still asleep or
just rising. About 100,000 residences suffered total or partial collapse. Oddly,
few rural wooden houses collapsed. Kathmandu and the other major cities
and towns of the valley suffered little damage. Mountaineering went on without significant interference. Because tourists did not frequent the area where
people died, media coverage was minimal despite the substantial death and
injury toll.11
Comparison of the 2015 quakes with the 1934 quake. The earthquake
of 1934 and the 2015 series of earthquakes were the most severe of those
documented since 1900. So far as measurements made during the 1934 quake
can compare with today’s measures of magnitude, the initial shocks in 1934
and 2015 were essentially equal. The locations of the epicenters differ, but both
lie in eastern Nepal. It seems likely that the same broad belt of seismic activity
caused them. Aftershocks in 1934 were not recorded. Surely they occurred,
but they may not have been as bad as the May 2015 aftershock. In both 1934
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and 2015, more people died and more damage occurred in eastern Nepal. The
first shock in 1934 came on the afternoon of January 15, so initial survival and
recovery then was in cold weather. Recovery continued into the heat and rain
of the monsoon, as was the case in 2015.
The populations affected are far different: In 1934, the population of Nepal
was 5.77 million, roughly one-fifth of today’s 26.37 million.12 Modern Nepal,
particularly the Kathmandu Valley, is more urbanized, although surprisingly,
the 2011 census lists only 17 percent of the country’s population as urban.
Using presumably final statistics for 1934, the total number of deaths in the
earthquake in all of Nepal was 8,519, and the total number of “houses” (which
must mean residential buildings) suffering “complete destruction” or “much
fracture” was 185,414. The death number released on June 5, 2015—far from
complete—is 8,712. (Little data on residences destroyed is currently available.)
Thus, the number of earthquake deaths per 100,000 people in 1934 was 147.6,
while the corresponding ratio (so far) in 2015 is 33 per 100,000. It is unlikely
that the final 2015 ratio will approach that for 1934. In 1934, modern medical
aid was almost never available in Nepal. A serious earthquake injury was close
to a death sentence. Before the quake, present-day Nepal had 102 hospitals
with 8,084 beds, thousands of health centers and health posts, 12,500 doctors,
and many nurses and aides. Of course, the earthquake destroyed or weakened
some of this medical infrastructure, which in any case was straining to meet
normal population medical needs before the earthquake.13
The nature of major infrastructure and the manner of its repair are different
now. In 1934, most of Nepal was roadless; transport of goods was primarily
on the backs of humans or pack animals. Repairs of ways of communication
could be accomplished by the local population with materials and techniques
available to them. Most of “roadless Nepal” is now gone. Cars, buses, and
trucks crowded the pre-earthquake roads, bridges, and overpasses. To fully
restore their carrying capacity will require major construction projects. Again,
in 1934, the country had no electric power or power transmission structure.
Water supplies and drainage all were primitive or left entirely to nature.
The infrastructure of contemporary civilization that the earthquake of 2015
damaged or destroyed was nonexistent in 1934.
Effects of the 2015 earthquake in Nepal. This was the first of the major
Nepalese earthquakes to be extensively reviewed and illustrated on the web.
Although much of the textual coverage suffers from the authors’ lack of
familiarity with Nepal, the visual coverage is often superb. The best approach
is simply to Google “Nepal Earthquake 2015 Images.” The before and after
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coverage by the New York Times, ABC News, and BBC News is particularly
fine—and sobering. Individual web accounts often suffer from lack of
professional objectivity, and as discussed later, an integrated report prepared
by the responsible Nepalese agencies will be long in coming and suspect when
it does come.
Mountaineering, trekking, and tourism in Nepal after the earthquakes.
These activities by foreign travelers have typically yielded well more than a
billion dollars of much needed foreign exchange to the Nepalese economy
annually. Obviously, the immediate effect of the earthquakes was to sharply
reduce this flow in the usually lucrative pre-monsoon travel season. The
scale of the reduction is not reported, but was surely catastrophic financially.
Summer (monsoon) tourism is not particularly active because of the weather,
but unless the foreigners return in force for the post-monsoon peak travel
season in October, the year will show an abysmal loss.
By the middle of July, the tourism authorities had collected their thoughts
and, after weighing the political and economic issues, adopted a more or less
concerted approach. They could emphasize the damage and destruction in
the hope of increasing the charitable contributions of foreign countries and
organizations, or they could minimize them in the hope that foreign tourists
would be encouraged to come, bringing their money. The tourism authorities
apparently believed that the charitable commitments had already peaked, and
that a forecast of a normal-as-credible Nepal post-monsoon season was in the
country’s best interest.
And how credible is that? As well as can be determined—obviously
government ministries will take care with the nature and timing of damage
reports—it is true that major damage in the western portion of Nepal, say
west of Annapurna, was less than in 1934. An optimistic-sounding report
notes that of the 75 Nepalese districts, only 14 suffered major damage.
(Unfortunately, many of the 14 are major tourist destinations.) Even though a
remote district may have facilities open and be eager for business, the heavily
damaged area around Kathmandu is the most important hub for travelers
to the country. In July, the airport was said to be open and operating nearly
normally, and roads into and out of Kathmandu were reported to be largely
undamaged or adequately repaired. In Kathmandu, the authorities have
allowed 90 percent of the hotels to reopen, and apparently, there was plenty of
room in the off-season monsoon summer. The policy “tourism first” does not
benefit everyone. Many less wealthy and influential residents whose houses
were severely damaged in April or May were still sweating out the monsoon
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summer in tented camps on the outskirts of Kathmandu. To escape, they
must wrest promised subsidies and permits from a notoriously inert and
corrupt bureaucracy. Even with permits and subsidies in hand, their chances
of successful competition with hotels and businesses for scarce materials and
skilled construction labor will be poor to negligible.
More than half the hoped-for tourists come for the cultural and religious
sites of the country. Most of these sites were concentrated in the Kathmandu
Valley. Of the UNESCO-listed World Heritage sites in the valley, more
than 700 suffered structural damage, and more than 100 were destroyed
completely. Over the vigorous objections of UNESCO, the Nepalese have
reopened most of the sites. Some of the most famous such as the Kathmandu
Durbar Square and Swayambhunath will severely disappoint the visitor.
And many of the historic charms of Kathmandu and the valley can never
be replaced.14
A personal view. Perhaps I may be allowed a personal note on tourism
in Kathmandu and the valley. I was there twice, in the falls of 1972 and 1992.
In 1972, Kathmandu was already spoiled enough to possess a new and quite
luxurious hotel and to see the occasional arrival of a tour bus over the recently
opened motor road from India. Other westerners were indeed present in the
city. Most conspicuous (and adding to the exotica) was the coterie of aging
flower children from the late 1960s in native dress—they seemed to have
washed up onto an island of sanctuary. That sanctuary provided a hosting
population with a tradition of charity to the indigent, and a cheap and
readily available supply of ganja. Tourists did not crowd Kathmandu (then a
very walkable city of about 150,000 residents) and the valley’s bazaar streets,
temples, monuments, and public squares. One could maintain the illusion of
discovery felt by the first visitors of the 1950s. Overall, a panorama of varied
interest and often-remarkable beauty—unique in the world.
Twenty years later in 1992, I was initially dismayed to find the streets
crowded with noisy, polluting, and dangerous small motor vehicles. Thamel,
a new district devoted to the tourist trade, had been built, and the ratio of
tourists to local people had increased everywhere. The monuments, temples,
and squares of Kathmandu and the valley were, if anything, in better repair
and more beautiful, but now sometimes veiled by a screen of jostling tourists.
The local people were still involved, certainly in the ceremonies at the burning ghats,15 and one day I witnessed an orderly queue of locals, eight abreast
and a half-mile long, patiently shuffling forward to receive the blessing of a
king they still believed to be a demi-god.
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Fortunately, I did not see Kathmandu just before the earthquakes. It
was a city of more than a million people who were driving 150,000 autos
and motorcycles on a network of new streets and motorways. An active
building program was filling in available spaces with new multistory construction—primarily reinforced concrete. Far too much like other developing
Asian cities.16
	I fear that a successful restoration project as presently conceived will
change the many World Heritage sites of Kathmandu and the valley to a
series of sterile museums unconnected to the daily life of the local Nepalese.
These museums will play a role in that life no better than that now played in
the lives of the people of Athens by the Parthenon.
An important factor affecting Nepal’s recovery from the 2015 earthquakes
is the lengthy, divisive struggle for a new constitution. Many ethnic and religious groups feared discrimination in the new document. The September 20
version was criticized by devout members of the substantial Hindu majority
as too secular, and by members of other religions and the irreligious as not
secular enough. The document also proposes, controversially, dividing Nepal
into seven or more new provinces, which would receive some local control
power and funds devolved from Kathmandu.
An unintended but adverse effect was that very little of the roughly $4
billion donated by various governments and organizations for rebuilding has
been put to use. The Nepalese government has fed those living in miserable
temporary shelters and has provided enough medical services to avoid a major
epidemic, but cold weather is coming. Some private charities in Nepal have
helped rebuild a few residences and schools, but elsewhere the local people
themselves must now do the work, using materials scavenged from the ubiquitous rubble piles.
The spring mountaineering season was a physical and economic disaster. The monsoons worsened already damaged roads and mountain slopes.
Mountaineering and trekking income in the summer is usually negligible, but
in early October, autumn mountaineering activity this year is estimated to be
between a third and a half of that for a typical autumn. The Nepal mountaineering authorities have maintained a sturdily bright outlook. The China
Tibet Mountaineering Association unambiguously proclaimed it would issue
no climbing permits this fall, which means the 8000ers Cho Oyu, Shisha
Pangma, and the north side of Everest are off limits. It also means no jobs for
Nepalese high altitude workers in Chinese territory. Many climbers flocked
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to Manaslu (8,163 m) the default option for those seeking an 8,000er climb
in the fall. Otherwise activity on Nepalese mountains will probably be closer
to the one third than to the one half level. A good autumn season depends
on the hoped for but latterly usually absent mild weather period between the
end of the monsoon rains and the start of cold, high winds, and snow in mid
or late November. This year weather in the mountains was bad starting in
mid-September.
Everest (8,850 m) is not typically climbed in the autumn season (the last
successful climb was in autumn 2010), but this fall, the Nepalese authorities
in a transparent publicity stunt, authorized an attempt on the Normal Route
by Nobukazu Kuriki. The long-suffering Icefall doctors prepared a route
through the damaged Khumbu Icefall just for him. Kuriki previously made
four attempts on Everest all in the cold autumn season, and in 2010, he was
rescued by helicopter, suffering the loss of at least the tips of nine of his fingers
to frostbite.
	In the cold of late September foreign-based commercial expeditions forced
a route partway up Manaslu, then withdrew in conditions they deemed dangerous. Kuriki reached about 7,000 m on Everest, then in extreme cold and
heavy snow descended and abandoned the climb. The weather warmed in
early October. Nepalese-owned commercial groups on Manaslu persisted,
and by October 3, 54 of the 106 foreign climbers with permits made the
summit, together with 29 Sherpas. An Austrian climber died on the descent.
Kuriki changed his mind and headed back up Everest for another try. Now, as
we go to press, Kuriki reports he has finally given up his Everest climb for this
year. A project for a climb and ski descent of Makalu has been abandoned,
as was a French attempt on Annapurna South Face. As the season becomes
later and colder, the hope for further successes wanes. Little is known about
the extent of the economically important trekking effort this autumn. The
“third most important” venue, the Langtang area, remains closed; otherwise
everything appears to be at least nominally open. The best guess is that the
trekking season will also be one-third to one-half of normal.
	It will be a cold winter in Nepal.
Acknowledgment: This review is based in part on the documents cited. The efforts
of the authors and those who keep them freely available on the web are gratefully
acknowledged.
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Erratum: On page 122 of the Summer/Fall issue of Appalachia (LXVI no.
2), the second sentence in the final paragraph should read: Nine of them, or
69.2 percent, succeeded, versus 79.5 percent for both sides in 2013—roughly
comparable given the small sample size in 2014.
—Jeffery Parrette
Alpina Editor
Endnotes
1. Percival Landon, Nepal, Vol. 1, 2 (London: Constable and Co., 1928). Reprinted in facsimile
in Bibliotheca Himalayica Series 1, Vol. 16, Ratna Pustak Bhandar, Kathmandu, Nepal 1976.
[Landon] A unique assembly of otherwise unavailable information on the then-forbidden
country. Landon was permitted to travel extensively in Nepal and obtained hundreds of
photographs. The two volumes contain more than 800 pages of text, with many appendices,
maps, family trees, etc., Landon, a British writer, journalist, and traveler, reflects many of the
prejudices of the British Raj and takes a far too favorable view of the Rana prime ministers then
in power. Nevertheless, his pictures of the people, temples, houses, palaces, cities, roads, trails,
and backcountry villages are an invaluable record of how things were in the 1920s—and things
probably changed little in the 1930s.
	Nepal in Figures 2013 (English version), Central Bureau of Statistics, National Planning
Committee Secretariat, Government of Nepal. Kathmandu. [Figures] A compact summary
of a wide variety of recent statistics available on the web as a PDF. Much valuable statistical
information is also available in the National Population and Housing Census 2011, Vol. 1, Central
Bureau of Statistics, Kathmandu, November 2012. [Population and Housing].
2. The list of new mountains opened is a press release from the Government of Nepal Office
of Tourism and Civil Aviation signed by the Joint Secretary on 2016-05-21 [sic]. The list of
unclimbed peaks is a PDF post on the tourism.gov.np website.

3. The population percent religious split as given in [Figures] for 2012 is as follows: Hindu
81.34, Buddha 9.04, Islam 4.39, Kirat 3.05, Christian 1.42, and other 0.76. (Kirat is a poorly
defined group of varying faiths. They are said to compose one of the oldest religious groupings in
the country.) On the long-standing tradition of religious tolerance see in [Landon] Vol. 2,
pages 211–220.
4. Season annual counts are from the Himalayan Database. The various economic recoveries
of recent times seem not to have had a strong effect on the number of foreign mountaineers.
This is surprising but indicates that the group had sufficient economic resources to support its
interests. It appears that foreign trekkers to mountain areas behaved similarly. For the spring
2014 events, see Alpina for Winter/Spring 2015 (LXVI no. 1, pages 128–131) and for Summer/
Fall 2015 (LXVI no. 2, pages 121–122).
5. Hudhud is an Anglicization of the Arabic name for the exotic looking but relatively common bird, the hoopoe. The cyclone had nothing to do with the bird or the Arabian state of
Oman, which under the byzantine system for identifying Indian Ocean storms applied the
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name. The government of Andhra Pradesh reported 61 deaths and the most costly destruction
in years in a web post on December 19.

6. The web post giving the estimated consequences can no longer be retrieved. The Tourism
Ministry promised a rationalized report on the deaths, injuries, and other rescue results, but
the document has never been released. Although it is true that weather reports in Nepal before
the storm were misleadingly bland, it is obvious that no one could have predicted with any
confidence the location of the small area of very heavy snow or the amount of snow that fell.
7. See Everest 2015 web posts at alanarnette.com/blog and mountainguides.com. Obviously
normal reports on the pre-season will not be available for some time if ever. The most reliable
sources appear to be eyewitness reports by knowledgeable climbers at and above Base Camp
for the period.
8. The Nepal Mountaineering Association provided a list of nineteen dead on April 28, 2015.
They cited fifteen by name: six Sherpas, four non-Sherpa Nepalese, and five foreigners—two
from the United States and one each from Australia, China and Japan. Four were unidentified.
A later posting on the Nepal Disaster Risk Reduction Portal, drrportal.gov.np, added two more
from the U.S. Later postings added Hiroshi Yamagata and Jangbu Sherpa, who both died later
of injuries.
9. The records for major Indian earthquakes provided by the site imd.gov.in covering 1819
through 2005 show only the 1934 and 1988 quakes. It is unlikely that a major Nepal quake
would not be noted for Bihar in India. For the exception, see the article by Roger Bilham in
Current Science, July 1995, 69, no. 2, pages 101–128.
10. Christoph von Fürer-Haimendorf in Mount Everest: Formation, Population and Exploration
of the Everest Region, edited by Toni Hagen, Günter Oskar Dyhrenfurth, Christoph von FürerHaimendorf, Erwin Schneider, and E. Noel Bowman (Oxford University Press, 1963, 172–175).
Either the Sherpas or Fürer-Haimendorf were confused on the date of the 1934 earthquake.
Fürer-Haimendorf must have seen the rebuilt monastery in the 1950s. I saw it in 1972 when
it was by far the most handsome monastery in the Solu-Khumbu region. By that time, the
artist Kappa Kalden of Khumjung had probably redone the murals. The monastery has been
unfortunate. It was destroyed in 1989 in a fire probably caused by a short in a recently installed
electric system. It was handsomely rebuilt with major contributions from abroad, then again
damaged in the 2015 earthquake, but I am unable learn to what degree.
11. The best reference for this earthquake is the very thorough Reconnaissance Report on the
21 August 1988 Earthquake on the Nepal-India Border, edited by Teizo Fujiwara et al. (Tokyo,
Japan: Japanese Group for the Study of Natural Disasters, March 1989). Available on the web as
a PDF. As a comment on the importance of tourist interest to publicity, I note that the report
mentions in passing a 1980 earthquake in far western Nepal, estimated at VIII on the modified
Mercalli scale, which caused 48 dead and 236 injured—not publicized elsewhere.

12. There are discrepancies among recent estimates for the population of Nepal. The Central
Bureau of Statistics does not include citizens working outside the country in the Nepal counts.
This group is sizable, about 1.9 million, but does not explain all of the discrepancies.
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13. Much statistical data for the 1934 earthquake is tabulated in the Reconnaissance Report
referenced in note 11 above. The data are excerpted from M.R. Pandey and P. Molnar, “The
Distribution of Intensity of the Bihar-Nepal Earthquake of 15 January 1934 and Bounds of the
Extent of the Rupture Zone,” Journal of Nepal Geological Society, 5: 22–44 (1988). The medical
information for pre-quake Nepal is taken from [Figures].
14. Ed Douglas, former editor of the Alpine Journal and an expert on Nepal, has an informative article on the July situation in the July 4, 2015, Manchester Guardian.
15. Wealthy and devout Hindu residents of the Kathmandu Valley often have their dead cremated at the burning ghats—steps—leading down to the Bagmati River in Pashupatinath.
The ashes are then pushed into the river. The Bagmati is said to eventually flow into the holy
Ganges, and thus its water is considered holy. Devout Hindus bathe in the river, drink it, bottle
it to carry off as a religious souvenir. The Hindu religious structures at Pashupatinath were not
seriously damaged in 1934 or (apparently) in 2015.
16. A prescient and gloomy article by long-time Kathmandu resident Robert Piper in the
January 12, 2013, Manchester Guardian discusses the construction boom, the lack of enforced
standards, political and bureaucratic difficulties, and other issues affecting response to a severe
earthquake.
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News and Notes
Appalachian Mountain Club Proposes
New Hut in Crawford Notch
The Appalachian Mountain Club has filed an application with the state of
New Hampshire to build and operate a new hut in Crawford Notch. The
building, accessible off a connector trail from the Arethusa-Ripley Falls Trail
and the Ethan Pond Trail, would serve meals and offer overnight sleeping
bunks between May and October. It would be open as a self-service hut the
rest of the year. Like most AMC facilities, it would incorporate green energy
systems such as solar and wind power.
The AMC said that it has seen record occupancy in the huts in recent
years. The last hut was built 50 years ago, and since that time, use of the huts
has tripled. The huts play an important role in introducing new audiences to
the outdoors and in growing a new generation of conservation advocates.
The AMC has requested to build a parking lot for 30 to 50 cars off Route
302 at the Ethan Pond trailhead. Other visitor services proposed at the hut
include information services, educational programs, and interpretive displays.
The state of New Hampshire announced the proposal to the public in July,
adding that the AMC would create a four-season trail off of the Ethan Pond
Trail connecting the state park with Zealand Valley.
The New Hampshire Department of Resources and Economic Development Division of Parks and Recreation held two public meetings on the
proposal, which would require the AMC to lease land in Crawford Notch
State Park. For details about the plans, see outdoors.org/about/newsroom/
crawford-notch-hut-proposal.cfm.
—From State of New Hampshire press releases and AMC

AMC Opposes Transmission Project, Which Still Lacks Permits
The Appalachian Mountain Club continues to oppose the Northern Pass
Transmission project in New Hampshire, a 187-mile transmission line
that will visually affect the White Mountain National Forest, Appalachian
National Scenic Trail, and more than 95,000 acres throughout the state.
	In late July 2015, the U.S. Department of Energy released its draft
environmental impact statement for the proposed Northern Pass project.
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The AMC is still reviewing the extensive document, but some preliminary
observations are already apparent.
	In its draft environmental impact statement (DEIS), the Department
of Energy’s alternatives analysis provides strong evidence that the overhead
transmission line proposed by Northern Pass, or just partial burial in the
vicinity of the White Mountain National Forest, would cause considerable
environmental and scenic damage compared with total burial of the project.
Furthermore, although Northern Pass has promoted its proposed overhead
transmission line as a project that would provide jobs in the region, the DEIS
provides clear evidence that full burial of the line would provide almost twice
as many jobs, a much smaller impact on property values, and more longlasting economic benefits to the region than would overhead transmission
lines or partial burial.
“Both this DEIS and a review of the Clean Energy Link transmission
project in Vermont show that 100-percent burial of HVDC transmission lines
is technically feasible, cost-effective, and has fewer societal and environmental
impacts,” said AMC Director of Research Kenneth Kimball. “Unlike the
Northern Pass overhead transmission proposal, the Vermont project is
completely buried and includes a very substantial $400 million mitigation
and enhancement fund. We challenge Northern Pass to follow the lead of
the Vermont project and bury the line for its entire length for the sake of the
landscape, people, and economy of New Hampshire.”
	Northern Pass has said its next step will be to seek a permit for the project
from the New Hampshire Site Evaluation Committee (SEC). The SEC process
for reviewing and certifying the siting of energy projects is complex and
adjudicatory, meaning it is run like a trial, with multiple lawyers representing
competing interests, testimony by expert witnesses, cross examination, and
more.
	In 2013, the AMC along with such colleague organizations as the
Conservation Law Foundation, Society for the Protection of New Hampshire
Forests, and The Nature Conservancy, worked with legislators to get important
changes made to both the structure of the SEC itself, and to the rules under
which it will consider applications. Although the new SEC structure is in
place—the committee is now composed of nine members, including for the
first time two public members—the new rules were not yet finalized when
this journal went to press. The AMC sought clear standards for evaluating
proposed energy projects and was planning to take part in technical sessions
and other meetings at the SEC.
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After more than four and a half years since first proposing this project,
Northern Pass has yet to receive any of the three permits it needs to proceed.
—Susan Arnold, Rob Burbank, and Ken Kimball

Dream Comes True on Long Trail: Winooski River Footbridge
The Winooski Valley Long Trail Relocation opened in Bolton, Vermont, on
June 12, 2015, completing an effort that began as a dream in 1910, coalesced
into a “board action item” of the Green Mountain Club in 1989, and became
unstoppable in 2011 when the club secured certification and licenses. Even
Hurricane Irene did not halt the plans.
The Long Trail relocation includes 4.6 miles of new trail tread from
Bolton Notch Road leading around the summit of Stimson Mountain to
connect with the old Long Trail on Oxbow Ridge. This new route eliminated
nearly two miles of road walking, and the Long Trail itself now measures
1.7 miles shorter.
This relocation includes a 224-foot clear span steel suspension bridge over
the Winooski River. The towers soar 40 feet over normal river water levels,
and the deck is designed to remain above the river’s 100-year flood level.
The project cost $2.5 million. Contributors included the state of Vermont
and private donors.
—From a report by Dave Hardy, Green Mountain Club

Appalachian Trail Speed Record Surpassed
Ultramarathon runner and Boulder, Colorado, resident Scott Jurek set a new
speed record for hiking the entire Appalachian Trail when he reached the
summit of Katahdin, in Maine’s Baxter State Park, on Sunday, July 12. Jurek
won the Western States 100-Mile race seven times, in addition to competing
in numerous other ultramarathon events. As a supported traverse, Jurek’s run
of the trail depended on crews who met him with food and gear along the
way. Jurek completed the 2,189-mile Appalachian Trail in 46 days, 8 hours,
and 7 minutes, just three hours faster than the previous record, set by Jennifer Pharr Davis in 2011. In the next issue of Appalachia, Lucille Stott will
report on Baxter State Park’s response to Jurek’s celebration on the Katahdin
summit.
—From Scott Jurek’s blog and media reports
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A Lament Inspired by a Visit to the Local Landfill
One afternoon last winter, I decided to get rid of some of the stuff that has
been in storage at my farm awaiting a day that will never come when it might
find use again. I’m not talking about the material things we live with by
choice because they furnish our present lifestyle. I’m talking about things that
fit an earlier lifestyle, back when I was doing things I no longer do.
	I drove to our town’s landfill with a lifetime assemblage of mountaineering
equipment dumped at random into a large open carton where it had lain for
years. It wasn’t pretty. Much of it was mouse infested and in bad shape (backpacks, headlamps, ropes, gaiters, balaclavas). And most of it was obsolete by
today’s standards. (Might that be a metaphor that runs through this lament?)
I’ll start with my still serviceable 12-point steel crampons. Their only design
flaw is that one needs bare hands to work the small clips and straps that
affix them tightly to climbing boots. Bare hands can be a problem in subzero
temperatures on winter climbs. That’s why today we have high-tech step-in
crampons. (By the way, the heavy winter hiking boots, and I mean heavy,
were discarded years ago.)
This spur-of-the-moment load of stuff, now trash, truly shook me up.
Each article conjured up vivid memories of when and where it had served me
well, when it (and I guess I) was not approaching obsolescence.
The trash compactor is now home to my beloved Eureka Backpacker aluminum-frame two-person tent. That’s where my dearly departed first wife
and I bedded down up in Baxter State Park when I first climbed Katahdin
a half-century ago. While I was summiting, Carol met her first moose on a
hike to Sandy Pond. After a brief staring contest, she beat a hasty retreat back
to the relative safety of our tent. That same tent later kept a million hungry
blackflies at bay on an overnight canoe trip on the Saco River, it sheltered me
from monsoon rains when I was exploring New Jersey’s Pine Barrens, and it
was my recovery room when I injured my ankle during a remote climb out in
Wyoming’s Wind River Range.
	I tossed out the Coleman stove that boiled water for countless freeze-dried
meals on climbs from Maine all the way to California. I remembered how
hikers and climbers will wolf down anything they can mix with boiling water
as their reward for a day of self-reliance in the wilds.
Parting with those steel crampons I already mentioned really made me
pause. They allowed purchase on rock-hard ice and in hurricane-force winds
on annual winter climbs across the Alpine Garden on Mount Washington, over a period of 25 years. Why would mountaineers gather each year
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on Washington’s Birthday to climb through what is acknowledged to be the
“world’s worst weather? Because it’s there, I guess.
	I let go of headlamps that pierced the darkness when I needed to see at
night but still have my hands free. They lit the trail when I began a solo climb
of Longs Peak in the front range of the Colorado Rockies at 3 a.m. in a total
blackout. They helped me find a pack of Tums in the recesses of my backpack
after consuming an entire bag of freeze-dried Chili Mac With Beef. And they
certainly came in handy when I had to exit my sleeping bag at midnight on
chilly nights to find an appropriate backcountry spot for . . .
And what further use would I have for my glacier glasses today, even
though they were a must to filter out UV rays in high thin air during climbs
on the Grand Teton, Mount Rainier, and Mount Whitney? Just “stuff” taking
up space, stuff I would never need again.
	I saved a few things, like heavy mountaineering gloves and mittens in
good shape (not nourishing enough for the mice, I guess). Maybe I can use
them when I shovel my New Hampshire roof. I also saved my best backpacks
and sleeping bags, ones that accompanied my wife, Jan, and me on last summer’s hike over the Continental Divide to the Granite Park Chalet in Glacier
National Park.
And I’ll never part with my ancient and well-scarred ice ax. Today’s hightech versions are made of chromoly steel with aluminum alloy shafts. You’ll
only find one with a wooden shaft like mine in an antique shop. Mine also
has a tight-fitting leather cover, the envy of many climbers who wanted to buy
it. It was handcrafted by an old friend, Windy Reed, of Gageville, Vermont.
Windy has been gone for more than 30 years. But that trusty ice ax with its
custom leather cover has a stubborn history. It won’t leave until I do.
	It was a bit depressing that parts of life’s journey end up at the landfill.
But my long-term memory is amazing. I fixed on one item at a time, and up
popped a dozen rich memories. Driving away, I spotted the landfill attendant
in the rearview mirror. He scrutinized the contents of my large carton,
perhaps looking for something of value. “Just worthless old stuff,” I imagined
him saying. He’ll never know that to me it was much more than that.
—Bob Weekes

Bob Weekes lives in Richmond, New Hampshire.
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Books and Media
The environment “is itself, for itself ”:
An appreciation of Mardy Murie.
This is the second installment of essays on reading by Maia Rauschenberg,
following her piece, “The Mom List” in the Summer Fall 2015 edition
(LXVI, no. 2)

Two in the Far North
By Margaret E. Murie
Alaska Northwest Books, 2003. 376 pages.
ISBN 978-0-88240-489-9. Price: $39.99 (hardcover)
If Mardy Murie were around today, I’d be
the crazy one security was escorting out, waving
my lighter during her speeches to Congress.
Writing obsessive admiring letters. (Signed, Number
One Fan.)
As a drifting traveler in Alaska in 2002, my world
was already being cracked open with wonder, and then I read Two in the
Far North. Murie’s memoir is a ridiculously charming epic adventure voiced
with astute observation, a cheeky optimism in adversity, honest humility,
and imbued with the boldness and love of adventure of someone who’s lived
life passionately.
Biography? I will list the pertinents: born in 1902 in Seattle, moved to
Fairbanks in 1907, first female graduate of the Alaska Agriculture College
and School of Mines—now University of Alaska Fairbanks—in 1924, married
biologist Olaus Murie that same year. She assisted Olaus in his field studies,
and together they campaigned to create the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge
and the Wilderness Act (which passed the year after Olaus’s death in 1964).
Mardy continued her activism, and with the Alaska National Interest Lands
Conservation Act in 1980, ANWR’s acreage was doubled. Mardy Murie is
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called the “grandmother of conservation” and is so decorated: she received the
Audubon Medal, the John Muir Award, the Robert Marshall Conservation
Award, and an honorary Doctor of Humane Letters from the University of
Alaska. In 1998, President Clinton awarded her the Presidential Medal of
Freedom. And in 2002, the National Wildlife Federation awarded her the
J.N. “Ding” Darling Conservationist of the Year Award, their highest honor.
Mardy died the following year, at the age of 101.
But this is just a list. What intrigues me are the yawning years between the
dates of note.
	I’ve always been obsessed with farther. And with maps. I used to spend
hours after school with my mom’s atlas, imagining what Battle Mountain,
Nevada, was like, or Caribou, Maine. I especially love the middle of places and
the ends. South Dakota. Cape Horn. Deadhorse. The names are evocative in
their foreignness and banality. They are every place, every time, the intimate
world I do not understand but wish to know.
	I arrived in Alaska in March 2002 when the temperature measured somewhere around –30 degrees. The dust caps of my old Nissan pickup grew thousand-pointed icicle starfish as I drove. After a couple months in Talkeetna
with nothing to do but avidly monitor the Susitna River’s breakup, I got a
job driving tourist buses outside Denali National Park. I ate blueberries while
lying on spongy tundra. Got wiggy with the endless daylight, thunderstruck
by the dying salmon flopping out of creeks. Met nutcases and drunks and
fortune seekers. I wanted to go more north. To the end, because I could.
	In August that year, I headed 60 miles north of Fairbanks, to where
Alaska 11—the Dalton Highway—begins. The rest of the 400-plus mile trip
would be on the primarily dirt Dalton, also known as the Haul Road. It was
created to build the Trans-Alaska Pipeline in the 1970s and parallels the pipeline all the way to the oilfields at Prudhoe Bay. Together, road and pipe cut
across as large and bold a wilderness—and I do mean wilderness—as I can ever
imagine accessing. Landmarks include three towns along the route (Coldfoot,
Wiseman, and Deadhorse), crossings of the Yukon and Koyukuk rivers, and
Atigun Pass, the continental divide of the Brooks Range. The Arctic National
Wildlife Refuge lies just to the east, and this is as close as I would come to
what Murie, in her book, called “that one great representative unspoiled piece
of arctic wilderness . . . kept as it is . . . inspiration for everyone who cares
enough about untouched country to come and visit and leave it without the
marks of man.”
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A handful of photographs help me imagine Mardy’s real life. Mardy sitting on the ground with a husky standing in her lap (her dear Ungiak?), a
panorama of some unknown wilderness behind her. Mardy in a red flannel
shirt, hair tied up in a handkerchief, leaning up against a rock in some austere
alpine zone. Moments that eclipse that list of dates and accomplishments,
suggestions of the person who inhabited them. Berry picking or watching a
storm roll in. The humble ordinariness of each of our days, all of our days.
Two in the Far North evokes Mardy’s voice and life; an epic adventure
(really several) through the gentle lens of the insightful woman who lived it.
Her landscape passages are panoramic and alive with light, foliage, and omnipresent birds, her “companionable spirits of the wilderness.” From her initial
journey into the Koyukuk River Valley that opened Mardy’s “mind and heart
to the little-known teeming, rich life going on in the trees and streams, in the
mossy tundra, and in the grassy sloughs,” to her later trips north, the book
explores both objective and subjective value of wilderness.
Mardy’s insider’s view of northern culture brings to life the spirit and
humor of that frontier. It’s a beautiful world she lived in, fearless, full of
surprisingly good people. No matter how diverse their backgrounds, Mardy’s
indomitable Alaskans are “all happy, laughing at their failure” and livers of the
philosophy that “civilization, meaning many comforts, many people, speed,
efficiency, [was] thought of as an enemy. Selfish, no doubt, and ‘ornery,’
we would stand and cheer so long as our spot of wilderness could repel the
invasion. Why shouldn’t one corner of the earth remain ‘unconquered?’”
(In May 2015, the United States government gave Shell Royal Dutch
authorization to drill six wells offshore in the Chukchi Sea, in waters known
for extreme weather and gale-force winds, which are inhabited by polar bears,
beluga and bowhead whales, walrus, and sea birds. Detecting and containing
spills would be impossible. By late September, Shell announced its exit from
the Chukchi, citing poor yield. Experts note that the current low oil prices are
causing an industry-wide curtailing of ambitious operations. As the New York
Times succinctly put it, “economic forces have scuttled what environmentalists
had tried to do for years.” This is not a victory of principles; and so may be a
temporary stay.)
	I’ll be honest: the book starts slow. But persevere! It’s worth it. And yes,
this book was published in 1962 and covered the 1920s, so a modern reader
could critique the representation of gender and race. But I just don’t have the
heart for that. Things were thought of differently back then. I find that the
value in the rest of what Murie has to say is worth a little discomfort.
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	I struggle to describe my own experience of the arctic, the most vast
wild country I’ve ever seen. The thread of civilization—of industry—that I
traveled on and camped beside was my lifeline. A corridor of predictability
that I stepped to the edge of, and felt the strange, exhilarating nothingand-everything beyond. On the treeless North Slope, I could see for miles
and miles—and usually saw no one. Just Musk Ox foraging below the
pipeline’s bend, Dall Sheep watchful on rocks above Atigun Pass, ground
squirrel foraging. Caribou herds in the middle of nowhere. Sunshine fading
to ominous clouds. Wind over the intricate, ancient tundra lichen. A snow
squall blowing in over the miles.
“The environment is not tailored to man; it is itself, for itself. All its creatures fit in. They know how, from ages past. Man fits in or fights it. Fitting in,
living in it, carries challenge, exhilaration, and peace.” It occurs to me I am a
stranger everywhere I go.
Deadhorse is an outpost. A town consisting entirely of ATCOs (modular
buildings often used up there), trucks, and equipment strewn in a vague
suggestion of blocks. The general store stocked an abundance of porn, snacks,
and Arctic gear. There’s a locked chain-link fence at the edge of Deadhorse
that marks the beginning of the controlled-access Prudhoe Bay oil field. To
get through you have to get on a tour bus, and they allow you to spend
twenty supervised minutes at the Arctic Ocean, in the company of your
driver and a handful of odd tourists. I was embarrassed by their presence. I
dipped my fingers in, looked out at the gray waters full of whales and fish and
unimaginable creatures, and saw the northern horizon’s curvature that led
only back south.
—Maia Rauschenberg

Wilderness Ethics: Preserving the Spirit
of Wildness
By Laura and Guy Waterman
The Countryman Press, new edition, 2014. 240 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-58157-267-4. Price: $16.95 (paperback)
This is a new edition of a seminal volume
of the conservation movement, written by Laura
Waterman and the late Guy Waterman. It was
originally published in 1993. A new forward, by
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Ben Lawhon, executive director of the Leave No Trace Center for Outdoor
Ethics, and an appreciation by Laura Waterman, first written a month after
Guy Waterman’s death, briefly address the difficulty of coming to terms
with Guy Waterman’s final decision to commit suicide, without dwelling on
grim details. Laura Waterman also notes that her husband would have been
surprised that his loyalty to the cause of protecting wilderness had touched
many lives.
This book asks people to consider the impact of new development and
technology and, “What are we trying to preserve?” They write, “Without
some management, wildness cannot survive the number of people to enjoy
it. But with too much management, or the wrong kind, we can destroy the
spiritual component of wildness in our zeal to preserve its physical side.”
Guy Waterman’s death provokes conflicting emotions. His passion for
unspoiled wilderness, particularly in his beloved White Mountains, has
inspired generations of hikers, but he struggled with demons and ultimately
decided to commit suicide on Mount Lafayette. I happened to be crosscountry skiing in Franconia Notch on a brutally cold weekend in February
2000 when word filtered down to the valley that a body had been found atop
nearby Mount Lafayette. Like many who had read Waterman’s books, I was
shocked and saddened to learn the circumstances of his death. How could
anyone with such reverence for preservation take his own life, especially on a
forlorn, icy, windswept summit? As all of us who spend time outdoors realize,
though, nature isn’t always pretty. It can be grim, dangerous, and unforgiving.
Fifteen years after his passing, we may continue to mourn Waterman, but
we can also celebrate the beliefs he and his wife so eloquently expressed.
—Steve Fagin

White Mountains Hiking History: Trailblazers
of the Granite State
By Mike Dickerman
The History Press, 2013. 144 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-62619-080-1. Price: $19.99 (paperback)
Hikers who roam about in the White
Mountains likely have ventured into Crawford
Notch or along Lowe’s Path but probably have taken
for granted the origins of these landmarks.
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	In his entertaining and informative volume, White Mountains Hiking
History: Trailblazers of the Granite State, Mike Dickerman tells the stories of
such New Hampshire pioneers as Abel Crawford and his son, Ethan Allen
Crawford, who in 1819 blazed an 8.2-mile path to the summit of Mount
Washington that today ranks as the oldest continuously used and maintained
hiking trail in the northeastern United States; and Charles E. Lowe, a
legendary guide who built his namesake trail up Mount Adams 56 years later.
Hikers today still tramp up Lowe’s Path and often leave their cars in a
parking lot next to the small store in Randolph operated by his descendants.
The book tells the history of colorful trail guides and builders, as well as
historic accounts of various areas including the Zealand River Valley, Lost
River and Kinsman Notch, and the Waterville Valley.
Few writers are better qualified than Dickerman to tackle such a broad
geographic area spanning such an extended period. For three decades, his
popular hiking column, “The Beaten Path,” has appeared regularly in
newspapers across New Hampshire; he also has written several books about
the White Mountains and served as coeditor of the 29th edition of the
Appalachian Mountain Club’s White Mountain Guide.
Dickerman’s newest book, which includes excerpts from published columns, pays well-deserved homage to the visionary trailblazers who in past
centuries helped make the White Mountains what they are today: a treasured
natural and recreation resource.
—Steve Fagin
New England Trail Map & Guide
By the Appalachian Mountain Club and
Connecticut Forest & Park Association
Appalachian Mountain Club, 2015. 2-map set.
ISBN 978-1-628420-15-9.
Price: $11.96 (AMC members) $14.95 (nonmembers)
The 215-mile long New England National
Scenic Trail traverses a series of ridges that extend from
Long Island Sound through Massachusetts to the New
Hampshire border, offering extraordinary vistas, natural splendor, and stretches of surprising solitude that
belies its proximity to urban hubs.
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	Over the years, various guidebooks have included descriptions of the
principal paths that make up the scenic trail, including portions of the
Metacomet, Mattabesset and Monadnock trails, but now the two leading
outdoor organizations charged with maintaining them, the Appalachian
Mountain Club and the Connecticut Forest & Park Association, have
published a two-map set that for the first time offers a clear, detailed vision of
the new network.
Divided into sections covering two states, the topographic maps describe
ten suggested hikes for each, including Ragged Mountain Preserve, Bluff
Head and Seven Falls in Connecticut, and Mount Tom, Royalston Falls, and
Erving Ledges–Hermit Mountain in Massachusetts.
A few years ago, a friend and I walked/ran much of what is now the
Connecticut section of the New England National Scenic Trail over a long
Memorial Day weekend, and I was impressed not just by the challenging
terrain but by how closely it resembled parts of New Hampshire and Vermont.
As much as I enjoy the White and Green mountains, I’m reminded that
we in the Nutmeg State need not venture too far afield to savor a superior
hiking experience.
A few years later, another friend and I tackled much of the same route at
a more leisurely pace, and I enjoyed it even more, particularly the Hanging
Hills, Rattlesnake Mountain, Pinnacle Rock, the Ragged Mountain Preserve,
Chauncey Peak, and Lamentation Mountain.
My hikes in Massachusetts have been more limited, so I’m looking forward to using the new maps to guide me through the Bay State section.
The AMC and CFPA literally have “written the book”—books and
maps—that guide hikers, and this new addition to the newest National Scenic Trail more than lives up to their high standards, with easy-to-read directions, depictions, and descriptions. It should be a must-have for those of us
who savor hiking in our backyards as well as in points north.
—Steve Fagin
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Trail Running Western Massachusetts
By Ben Kimball
University Press of New England, 2015.
224 pages.
ISBN 978-1-61168-786-6. Price: $19.95 (paperback)
ISBN 978-1-61168-787-3. Price: $15.99 (e-book)
For sixteen years, my wife Debbie Livingston
and I have been running on trails all over New
England. Many trail running pioneers hail from
Connecticut, where we live, but the real epicenter of
trail running in our region during the past 25 years is
the region this book covers, western Massachusetts.
The long-running New England Grand Tree Trail Running Series predates
the recent trail-running boom by many years. These races launched by the
Western Massachusetts Athletic Club (WMAC) spurred growth in the sport.
The forests, parks, and trail systems of western Massachusetts make it an ideal
place to run.
	I have in past years felt skeptical about the idea of a trail-running guide,
but Kimball’s book changed my mind. He proves that it does make sense
to have a reference book to help runners learn about the best trails. It is a
wonderful resource for runners of all ability levels, and it creates a model for
future trail-running guides. I’m already imagining a series of these guides
built around a standard, just as the Appalachian Mountain Club has done
with its many hiking guides.
Debbie and I own lots of guides that were written for hikers, and we have
adapted them for trail running. We use the AMC’s White Mountain Guide
and Maine Mountain Guide, the Green Mountain Club’s Long Trail Guide,
and Connecticut Forest & Park Association’s Connecticut Walk Book, for
examples. Even in a digital world, we would be at a loss without these books.
We use them extensively when running and fast-packing, covering distances
in less than half the average hiking times.
Hiking guides sometimes are too bulky to carry on the trail. Trail Running Western Massachusetts is a compact 6.9 x 4.3 x 0.6 inches. It weighs only
12.6 ounces and easily fits into a hydration backpack or small butt pack
designed for running. All of the maps are contained within the pages of the
book. Kimball did the writing, photography, and cartography for this book. In
New England, there is no precedent for a trail-running guide. A handful of
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guides from other parts of the country exist, but they don’t appear to establish
a standard. I don’t know if Kimball used the AMC’s guides as a model, but I
see influences.
The nine-page introduction is an important section in which Kimball
discusses conservation, etiquette, safety, trail access, and then discusses “How
to Use This Book.” As an experienced runner, I appreciate Kimball’s brevity.
However, if I put myself in the shoes of a neophyte trail runner, I realize that
he manages to cover all of the necessary ground. He introduces the reader
to trail running, how it differs from road running, and how hiking and trail
running coexist. Early in his introduction, he stresses conservation and the
environmental impacts of trail use. He gives tips on how to interact with
other trail users. I read the safety section through the eyes of a beginner trail
runner; and it is a good primer on hydration, insects, wildlife, and common
injuries/illnesses.
He explains in his introduction that he offers options for extending or
shortening each of the routes he’ll describe. Each route offers “quick referenced
data” (distance, difficulty rating, trail style, trail type, and town) followed by a
brief description of the route, directions to the trailhead, “turn-by-turn” trail
descriptions, and a section dubbed “nearby” that references additional trailrunning opportunities in the vicinity.
Kimball reminds readers that running routes go over public and private
lands as he previews the 51 “site locations” that are the heart of the guide. Each
site profile is a chapter that covers a designated trail-running route.
The description for each route is like an advertisement for your run.
Kimball often identifies the overall condition of the trail (e.g., “rocky and
rooty”), the best time of the week or year to run, notable views, and other fun
facts. If you are skimming through the various sites, the quick-referenced data
and these opening paragraphs are all you need to decide where to go.
The print maps for each site are detailed enough with the route clearly
identified. Trailhead parking, nearby roads, landmarks, and other trails are
noted. A mileage scale and key on every map are handy for reference. The
maps include contour lines, but with no elevation figures noted. I enjoy the
simplicity, but I also like data. With trail running, elevation gained and lost is
important information and good for bragging about your adventures. Including elevation data on the print maps and in the descriptions would be a welcome update.
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Though each route has Kimball’s subjective difficulty rating of “easy,
moderate, challenging, or a combination,” I would like to know more about
the author’s criteria. Does he have a formula? Difficulty in trail running is
usually dictated by a combination of terrain and elevation. (UltraRunning
magazine, for example, rates trail races on a scale of 1 to 5 with 5 being the
most difficult.) Obviously, distance is a factor too, but the 51 site locations are
all short- to middle-distance routes. Elevation and surface keys adaptable for
New England trails would enhance the guide. On a map at the beginning of
the book, the sites for the various routes are marked. It could be expanded
to include distance, difficulty rating, and trail type. At a glance, I would like
to see all 51 routes the book covers marked specifically on the map. I like
tables and think that expanding this section to include one with the extra
information would be a welcome addition.
There are many ways to use the guide. As mentioned, it is small enough to
carry, though that would not be my approach. If you carry the guide, seal it in
a waterproof freezer bag to keep it dry. Rain, sweat, or a hydration pack leak
would make a mess of the paper version. Because you are typically doing one
route at a time, and each description and map is no more than four pages, I
would photocopy the route and carry a couple of pages.
	If you are digitally inclined and carry a mobile device on your runs, then
you can easily scan or photograph the information in the guide. In the corner
of each map is a QR code. I tested this with my iPhone after downloading
a free reader. The code gives you access to a PDF version of each map and
additional photos of the trail. There is an e-book for Kindle that can also
be read on an iPad, but if you own the print version, the only way to access
the site descriptions is to have the book. The maps are also available at
trailrunningsites.com. But remember that you have to have enough battery
life to last through your run and that you should be self-sufficient on your
run, not relying on a phone signal for access to the Internet or the outside
world. Debbie suggested that you bookmark the page of your run and leave
that on your car dashboard so others know where you went should you not
return on time.
	One of the great benefits of this guide is that it will spur runners to leave
the roads, seek the trails, and explore new routes. It will encourage healthy
exercise, inform you, and increase your love of the outdoors.
—Scott Livingston
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The Precipice
By Paul Doiron
Minotaur Books, 2015. 322 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-250-06369-4. Price $25.99 (hardcover)
Mystery series that combine an evocative
sense of place with an engaging central character
are my kind of eye candy, and Paul Doiron’s Mainebased novels make for deliciously entertaining
reads. The Precipice, his latest, is the sixth in a
series of absorbing crime novels featuring the
young game warden Mike Bowditch. A native Mainer who attended Colby
College, Mike has chosen an unglamorous profession that he loves.
The grueling hours, messy roadkills, surly townsfolk, and—oh yes—those
pesky murderers make it hard for his loved ones to embrace that choice.
Mike is a smart, kind-hearted guy who’s just bad-boy enough to join the
ranks of rogue detectives who spice up popular whodunits by flouting the
rules, getting themselves into frequent trouble with “the brass,” and regularly
risking serious injury or dismissal from their jobs. If you’re a crime novel fan,
you’ll recognize the type.
But this and other familiar tropes find new life in Doiron’s able hands,
partly because he is a fluid writer with a gift for peopling his stories with
quirky, interesting characters and for making Maine’s wildest landscapes
come alive. The former editor of Down East magazine, Doiron knows
his territory and its people well. He’s especially adept at bringing readers
into the lesser-known regions where tourists rarely go and residents struggle
to make ends meet. Although he mixes fictional places, such as Bowditch’s
home base of Sennebec, with real towns and locations, such as Monson
and Baxter State Park, every landscape he depicts will feel real to those
who know Maine’s interior reaches and remote Down East coastline. Warden
Bowditch does get around, however, so less Maine-savvy readers can enjoy
visits to Portland, Freeport, Brunswick, and Popham Beach, among other
well-known destinations.
Appalachian Mountain Club aficionados might enjoy starting with
The Precipice as a great entry into Doiron’s series. This story—seemingly
inspired by a headline-making 1996 murder along the Appalachian Trail—
takes place on the section of the AT within the 100-Mile Wilderness, where
the AMC owns 70,000 acres of land. As you make your way through the
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plot twists, you’ll travel to Little Lyford Lodge and Cabins, Gulf Hagas, and
Chairback Mountain, and enjoy Doiron’s appreciative nods to the AMC’s
stewardship and search-and-rescue services.
	Once you’ve turned the final page, you might find yourself, like me, going
back and starting with the first of the series, The Poacher’s Son, and moving
along through the rest. They are all addictive page-turners that center you in
remote, unforgiving landscapes you will nonetheless want to return to again
and again. The recurring characters evolve in ways that keep you engaged, but
the rugged land remains steadfastly itself. The sometimes-grisly series may not
be the ideal advertisement for a state that likes to be viewed as “The Way Life
Should Be,” but it will certainly introduce many readers to the Maine they
should know better but almost never see.
—Lucille Stott

The Tower: A Chronicle of Climbing
and Controversy on Cerro Torre
By Kelly Cordes
Patagonia Books, 2014. 400 pages.
ISBN 978-1-938340-33-8. Price: 27.95 (hardcover)
Also available as an e-book
You have almost certainly seen photographs
of Cerro Torre. It’s unmistakable: a narrow but very
high granite tower topped by an ice formation
resembling an enormous ice cream cone.
When it was first climbed depends on whom you believe. In 1959, the
strong Italian climber Cesare Maestri staggered off the peak, claiming that he
had reached the top. His partner, the equally strong Toni Egger, perished in
an avalanche on the way down. Maestri’s account was questioned from the
start. Could they have managed this extraordinarily difficult ascent in just a
week, and a week of bad weather at that? There were no photographs—Egger
had carried the only camera. Skepticism grew. Nobody reached the top by
Maestri’s route or any other. Then, in one of the most bizarre episodes in
recent climbing history, he returned to the Tower in 1970, accompanied by
a 150-pound gas-powered air compressor. He and the compressor succeeded
on another part of the mountain. With compressor-supplied power, Maestri
drilled some 400 expansion bolts, many of them clearly unnecessary. Even
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then, he didn’t reach the true summit, asserting that the final ice mushroom
wasn’t really part of the mountain and would some day blow away.
	In 1974, an Italian party indisputably reached the summit. A number of
(very difficult) new routes were subsequently established, but the favorite
remained Maestri’s Compressor Route. With all those bolts in place, it really
wasn’t that hard. But in 2012, two young climbers made it without the aid
of any of the bolts. On the way down, they removed a good many of them.
The route became difficult again. The local reaction was hostile, and the two
found themselves briefly in jail.
The turbulent Cerro Torre story is far from over, but who better to present
it now than Kelly Cordes? He helped edit the American Alpine Journal for
many years, and he has climbed Cerro Torre. Now he has written a splendid
book. The Tower is a complete history of the peak. The writing is clear and
compelling. Among the book’s attractions are its photographs: many are
full-page in color. An opening section of these shows the routes in all their
implausible clarity. Published appropriately by Patagonia Books, this is one
for your library.
	It is a historical account and a detective story. Cordes has to confront
the question: Did Maestri really climb Cerro Torre in 1959? The author is
untiring in his pursuit of the answer. He says no: Maestri’s description of
the route and account of the accident had a disquieting flexibility. But the
most damning evidence was a lack of evidence. In 1976, a three-man party
reached the summit of Torre Egger (named for Toni Egger). The first 2,000
feet duplicated the route claimed by Maestri, up to the Maestri-named Col of
Conquest. No one had been there since 1959. On the first thousand feet, they
found abundant signs of precedence, culminating in an equipment dump
near a prominent snowfield. Above that, nothing: not a piton, not a bolt,
no ropes, no rappel points. Maestri’s description of the difficulties below the
col was utterly inaccurate. It was very hard to believe that he had really been
there. And when the section above the col was eventually climbed, no sign of
an earlier ascent was found there either.
The falsity of Maestri’s account was sufficiently established for David
Roberts to include it in Great Exploration Hoaxes (Sierra Club Books, 1982).
And Maestri poisoned his case in interviews, with vague route descriptions
and a lot of anger. In a 2006 interview, he reeled off a string of obscenities.
“But I don’t give a [expletive] about all this. It has already been covered,
goddamn it to hell! You can’t understand.” After The Tower was published,
there came another revelation: a photo in a Maestri book that claimed to
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show Egger on Cerro Torre was taken on an entirely different peak. The
evident fakery prompts uncomfortable questions: When did Maestri decide
to lie? Would he have done so had Egger survived? Even his description of
his partner’s death has contradictions. Perhaps, as Maestri’s more charitable
critics have suggested, he was so stunned by his own difficult descent, which
included a long fall, that he really believed what he was saying. And possibly
still does.
There is a resemblance to the disappearance of Mallory and Irvine on Everest
in 1924. Unlike Maestri, they did not survive to tell us whether they reached
the top. Maestri, though in his 80s and unwell, does know about Cerro Torre.
But we readers will have to make our impartial guess. Cordes concludes in
regretful condemnation: “They [Maestri and Cesarino Fava, who had been
with him part of the way in 1959] failed themselves, they failed those who
believed in them, and they betrayed the code of trust that is essential to
climbing mountains.”
—Steven Jervis

Barren Grounds: The Story of the Tragic
Moffatt Canoe Trip
By Skip Pessl
Dartmouth College Press, 2014. 212 pages.
ISBN 978-1-61168-533-6. Price: $30 (hardcover)
ISBN: 978-1-61168-591-6. Price: $29.99 (e-book)
Arthur Moffatt died from the shock
of cold water at the age of 34. In the summer of
1955 he led a group of five young men, college
students and recent graduates, some 800 miles
into the Northwest Territories (as they were then called), following the
Dubawnt River and its chain of huge lakes toward their destination at
the remote Hudson’s Bay Company outpost of Baker Lake. Despite the
shock of Moffatt’s unexpected death, the remaining five men had to forge
on for two more weeks to gain safety as winter closed in. The Moffatt
expedition has been notorious in canoeing circles. A fair amount of
sanctimony has rippled from it for decades, notwithstanding the astonishing
achievement of one of the first and longest recreational canoe trips as we
know them now.
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Fred “Skip” Pessl gives a clear account of the accident, but his book is
much more. Pessl was the next-most-experienced canoeist of the group,
Moffatt’s lieutenant. He builds his book around the diary he kept and that of
Peter Franck, a Harvard student at the time. Pessl is at pains to explain that
this was no haphazardly joined experience, but a meticulously planned trip,
with the additional ambition of filming the whole thing. Therein lies the
problem, which had fatal consequences. He wrote in the preface,
Art and I remained tragically stubborn in our commitment to film the journey. . . . Indeed, images of storm-bound campsites with wind-driven snow
piled against ragged tents and darkly huddled figures around a smoldering fire
pit became a precious part of the story. [Art] was, however, fully aware of the
conflict between travelling efficiently and filming the journey. He wrote in his
journal on July 31, “need to get moving to get out of here before food runs out
and storms beset us, and the dilemma of how to make a film of the operation;
the two are incompatible.”

That incompatibility of purpose was at the core of the delays that ultimately
led to haste. Haste, very humanly, led to taking a chance in an unscouted
rapid, two overturned canoes, the loss of supplies, and the death of one man.
By any standard, this was and is a tough trip; 900 miles by canoe is a
long way in a short season. Each 18-foot wood-and-canvas canoe weighed 90
pounds. Several immense wooden boxes carried stores (including a case of
twelve glass jars of peanut butter!). Packsacks were crammed above the flap.
Luckily, the group had Canadian government permission to carry two rifles
(though not a radio). Not one of the young men had hunted anything bigger
than a squirrel, but they killed, butchered, smoked, and ate three caribou,
even tanning the skins. Huge lake trout contributed a significant part of
their diet. Had these not been men at the peak of their physical powers, the
amount they carried and the cold they endured would have been impossible.
	Offsetting the tragedy long before it happened, Pessl records moments of
keen appreciation. “When the sun does shine, as it did last evening, the sunsets
and evening hours are magnificent. The sun becomes a hub of shimmering
light, centering in orange and then flowing outward into soft reds and yellows
against the pastel blue-green background of Arctic sky.”
	Or, “Here I was, standing on a spot few, if any, white men had ever been.
How many would ever experience the cascading beauty of this scene; the

152 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2016_FINAL pages_11.4.indd 152

11/4/15 4:30 PM

rocky barrens as the background, with scattered caribou roaming slowly
southward; dark shadows of large trout disturb the crystal clear reflections of
still waters and the boiling surges of the roar beyond.”
He writes of the sense of perspective one gets in the wilderness:
From the ridges, this immense country stretches on seemingly into the infinite.
The grazing animals, endless plains and misty unbroken horizon create an
overwhelming surge of insignificance for this lone man . . . . Mankind seems
to find its proper place again as merely one of the kingdom, and the false
values of a hurried, blinded society easily fall away. The furious race for wealth
and position seem ridiculous here and the contentment of simplicity certainly
worth the sacrifice of an extra station wagon.

It would be unfair and inaccurate to confine the memory of the Moffatt
expedition to his death and terrible hardship. Skip Pessl’s eloquent and wise
book fills out the picture.
—Malcolm Meldahl

Savage Mountain
By John Smelcer
Leapfrog Press, 2015. 174 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-935248-65-1. Price: $12 (paperback)
This novel for young adult readers
(age 12 and older) tells the adventure of two brothers
who escape the tyranny of a broken father to climb a
snowcapped peak in Alaska. The boys have to cross
a river, encounter a bear, scale a glacier, and survive
a mountain snowstorm and avalanche—all before
they attempt the 8,000-foot crag whose scaling seems to offer the solution to
all their problems. Smelcer clearly knows the vivid and captivating Alaskan
landscape well, as well as the suddenness of action—a bear’s unexpected
appearance, a storm’s rapid entrance, a stream’s swift rise into a roaring river
after the storm. Nature remains a raw, pure, powerful force, just like family
quarrels, siblings, and silences. Smelcer likewise knows the art of hiding and
disclosing action; adult readers will take pleasure in his way of telling the
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bare bones of a good action tale. This is valuable tale for younger readers
because Smelcer tells the truth about adventure: the world’s challenges
provide gateways to inner challenges. When the boys return home, not much
has changed with their lives or with their father. The physical world remains
the same. But the boys’ inner landscapes have altered. They have inevitably
moved along their own personal tracks toward adulthood.
—Parkman Howe

Southbounders: A Journey on the Appalachian Trail
An independent dramatic film
Directed and written by Ben Wagner
Tenth-anniversary edition, 2015
The journal has never reviewed a film before (we don’t think),
but Southbounders has nosed its way into our tent. In 1999, Ben Wagner
backpacked the Appalachian Trail going southbound from Maine to Georgia
(the direction still much rarer than going northbound). Six years later, he
released his first feature film starring two classmates from Northwestern
University. The movie debuted at the Los Angeles Film Festival, and its DVD
version developed a cult following, especially after Wagner held screenings in
fourteen towns along the Appalachian Trail in 2007. Last year, Wagner, now
an established indie filmmaker in Los Angeles, decided to improve the editing
between scenes and make some other technical improvements. The movie
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(for sale through most major book and media distributors) is three minutes
shorter than the original (not seen by this reviewer).
Amy Cale Peterson stars as Olivia, a burned-out medical student and a
woman of few words, who sets out in Maine hiking solo. A non-athletic goofball who calls himself “Slackpack” (Chris McCutchen) chats his way into her
constant orbit; she rolls her eyes when he isn’t looking. This all rings very true
to the AT experience. And Olivia slowly falls in love with the adorable but
brooding “Rollin” (Scott Speiser), first by reading his philosophical musings
in the trail registers. With perhaps a few hundred miles left to Georgia, our
practical heroine, under some pressure from her extremely perfect-appearing
parents, decides to leave the trail and return to school.
	Seasoned mountain explorers probably expect little at first when this plot
begins unfolding. How, they might ask, could a movie show the transformation that for many AT hikers goes on inside their minds? But Southbounders
very sweetly and unpretentiously does this. Without spoiling the end, let’s
just say that Olivia goes back to medical school but also does not leave the
trail. She learns that great lesson that wilderness journeys involve giving in
to uncertainty.
The film succeeds, perhaps, because the stars aren’t seasoned outdoorspeople.
Like so many AT thru-hikers, they took too much and the wrong gear and
too little know-how. They threw tantrums, hunched miserably over bowls of
oatmeal, exulted in beauty. Wagner filmed the whole thing on the trail, in
natural light, with spare dialogue and long silences. The scenes avoid treacle
but maintain enough drama that you begin to care about Olivia and Rollin.
Wagner said in an interview that his goal was to show three people at
crossroads in their lives who—as Wagner himself found on the trail—“intend
to get one thing out of [the trail] and you end up getting another thing
entirely . . . you finally let go and forget.”
	Olivia and Rollin’s clothes and boots look a little too clean for the reality
I’ve seen. Other than that, this film tells a realistic story. You might find yourself wondering what these people are doing now before realizing that they
were actors in a fiction: that’s a good story.
—Christine Woodside
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In Memoriam
William Lowell Putnam III
1924–2014
Bill Putnam, media master, author, and
mountain climber, died December 20,
2014, at the age of 90. Over his long
career, he made enormous contributions to the world of American and especially Canadian mountaineering. His
guidebooks to various ranges in western Bill Putnam in his later years, as a
Canada set a high standard. He wrote television station owner. DALE GESLIEN
many other books; among the most
relevant to readers of this journal is The Worst Weather on Earth (American
Alpine Club, 1991), a history of the Mount Washington Observatory. It
is a fascinating tale, and a cautionary one, as it chronicles the astonishing
low temperatures and high winds on the summit—and not only in winter.
No student of high-altitude climbing can neglect K2: The 1939 Tragedy,
which Bill coauthored with Andrew Kauffman (Mountaineers, 1992). It is a
controversial account of a controversial expedition, which almost reached the
top of the world’s second-highest mountain, but ended in disaster.
Bill was a formidable climber and expedition leader. During World War
II, while very young, he served in the famed 10th Mountain Division and was
twice wounded. His many ascents in western Canada are part of history.
	In a rich professional life, Putnam, known for his colorful personality,
founded WWLP, the first television station in Springfield, Massachusetts,
(the letters are his initials), in 1953. He expanded the station considerably,
which led to his induction into the American Broadcasting Hall of Fame. He
served as the sole trustee of the world’s largest private astronomical research
observatory, his family’s Lowell Observatory in Flagstaff, Arizona, from 1987
to 2013.
Putnam held many positions and received many honors in the world of
mountaineering. He became involved with the American Alpine Club in
1957, when he edited its Canadian guidebooks. Later he was AAC president
and, in later years, named honorary president. He also belonged to the Alpine
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Club of Canada, the International Mountaineering and Climbing Federation,
and the Appalachian Mountain Club, to which he was elected an honorary
member in 1976. His most active years in the AMC were in the 1940s through
1960s, but the editor of Appalachia received an essay submission in 2013 (on
the question of whether Hannibal had been able to go over the Alps with
elephants). Among his many volunteer posts in the AMC, Putnam chaired
the Mountain Leadership Committee from 1958–1962. Putnam probably
wrote the poem, “How to Die in the Mountains” for an early MLS poster. Its
last stanza was, “We beg of you/Before you die/Just pick a place/That’s not
too high.” Putnam detailed his wisdom in his 1959 article about mountain
safety (Appalachia vol. XXXII no. 3), saying this: “Conservation of energy is
not just a scientist’s expression; it is also a mountaineering law.” He attended
MLS’s 50th anniversary in 2008. He appears in a chapter of the AMC’s new
book, by Peter W. Kick, Desperate Steps, when he was called in for help in the
1962 attempt to rescue Margaret Ivusic below the Knife Edge on Katahdin.
Putnam’s mountaineering achievements included the first ascent in
1943 of Damnation Gully in Huntington Ravine on Mount Washington,
with Andrew Kauffman; the second front-point ascent, with four others
including Rick Wilcox, of Pinnacle Gulley; and numerous first ascents in the
Adamant Range.
He wrote several guidebooks, and had succeeded, according to legend,
in influencing the Geographic Board of Canada to name one peak Mount
Sir William.
Putnam’s first wife, Joan Fitzgerald Putnam, died in 1993. His second wife,
Kathryn “Kitty” Broman Putnam, with whom he worked at his television
station, died in January 2014. His many surviving family members include
two brothers, two sisters, two daughters, a son, a stepson, a stepdaughter, and
many grandchildren. A memorial service for Bill took place December 27,
2014, in Springfield.
—Steven Jervis and Christine Woodside
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A Peak Ahead

Living with the
Consequences

T

he next A ppalachia brings you three stories about episodes
people might wish they could undo. The first concerns the whooping,
champagne-soaked celebrations some hikers indulge in when they reach the
end of the Appalachian Trail, on Katahdin in Maine. Rangers in Maine’s
wild, beautiful Baxter State Park take very seriously their mission to keep it
that way, and last summer’s summit celebration with AT thru-hike record
breaker Scott Jurek caused an uproar. There was talk of moving the AT
off Katahdin. Could such a thing happen? Lucille Stott, an accomplished
journalist and a former editor of Appalachia, reports.
Laura Waterman tells a true-crime story of men stranded in the Arctic
with the A.W. Greely expedition (1881–1884). The men were starving and
nearly out of their minds. Civility and routine took on new meanings.
Crawford Coates goes back to a terrible accident that three teenagers
witnessed in the Sierras in 1952. He shows how the tragedy never left their
thoughts, and how it changed them. Reading it, you might find yourself
hoping that, despite all the evidence, maybe we got it wrong, and maybe their
scoutmaster did not fall.
	In a sequel to the story that led this issue, our Accidents editor, Sandy
Stott, visits with the two main groups of volunteer rescuers who searched for
Kate Matrosova. What is it like to find a climber in marginal circumstances?
How do they push through sorrow, stay strong, and prevent an accident of
their own?
We’re also working on stories about naturalists and essayists John Burroughs
and Henry David Thoreau; scientist Tad Pfeffer’s glacier inventory; an Africa
climbing journal; the Old Bridle Trail on Mount Lafayette; fishing with girls;
Elissa Ely’s latest take on humanity in the wild; Christopher Johnson’s and
Lisa Densmore Ballard’s articles on changing conditions in Glacier National
Park—and more.
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Writing workshops in the mountains
We at Appalachia are working hard to establish a mountain writing workshop
for writers of all levels. Last fall we scheduled a weekend session at Cardigan
Mountain Lodge but were not able to get enough people signed up in time, so
we elected to postpone. Plans are in the works for something in 2016. Please
watch for information and send us your ideas. Where should we hold such a
workshop? Any Appalachian Mountain Club facility in the backcountry of
the Northeast could work. What time of year would you like? Contact me by
mail (see the AMC’s address on page 2) or e-mail (see address below).
—Christine Woodside
chris@chriswoodside.com
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“I started reading Appalachia for the accident reports, but I kept
reading for the great features.” — Mohamed Ellozy, subscriber
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