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7:15 p.m. July 24 – Hemlocks Shelter MA

Hiked 9:15 – 6:30 – 13.4 miles.

Bagged Connecticut today and am now in the Berkshires of Massachusetts. Ten states down and four to go. Sounds easy, eh? However, I’ve hiked enough in those last three states to know that this is no slam dunk.

Today’s hike was just a mild preview of what’s to come in Vermont, New Hampshire and part of Maine. Three big ascents – Bear Mountain (CT), Race Mountain (MA) and Mount Everett (MA). All offered spectacular views, with Race Mountain the best by far. All three had steep rocky descents, which were real challenges for me. The ascents, too, were really rocky, but that doesn’t cause such a problem.

Weather today went from drizzle and stifling humidity to cloudy & breezy to sunny & breezy. Not bad at all.

Plato, from Concord NH, and I are the only two in this very nice shelter. With all the young bucks on the trail, you expect at least a couple to come breezing in after dark. I’ve often awakened in the morning to find somebody in the shelter who wasn’t there when I went to sleep. 

The bushes were teeming with blueberries today. Must not be many bears here.

Bear Mountain Top is the highest peak in Connecticut (2316 feet), but isn’t the highest land in Connecticut. I’ll leave it to you to figure that one out.

It’s been a nice day!

7:00 p.m. July 25 – camped behind Monument Mountain Motel, Great Barrington MA

Hiked 6:45 – 4:30 – 15.5 miles approximately

This hike had everything – cliffs with fantastic views, bogs, meadows, dark woods, lots of climbing – exhausting! Also, very little water, which was a problem near the end. It was a day “that’ll make a man outa ya,” as my Dad used to say.

Weather was sunny and not as humid. No threat of rain, for the first time this week.

I was hiking on the edge of a meadow, separated from the next field by a row of trees & shrubs. I heard, would you believe, tennis balls! Looked through the trees and there were four ladies playing serious tennis in a court, which, as far as I could tell (probably wrong), was in a field in the middle of nowhere. I’m sure an A.T. purist would say, “A tennis court doesn’t belong next to the trail,” but I thought, “Cool!” 

I hitched into this town, hoping for a motel, but the only reasonable one (this one) is full, the other two wanting $175 (!) for a room. The manager here let me camp in back, so poor me – I’m stuck here with swimming pool access (which I used), picnic table access (which I’m using as we speak), and a Friendly’s Restaurant across the street. Life is tough! Motel prices in New England are quite high, which will be a problem for me.

Passed the 1500-mile mark today. That really sounds like a lot!

I also became a “blue blazer,” as I had to get off the trail and take an alternate route. I did this because there was a temporary paper sign next to a road saying, “Bog bridges in the next section may be under water. To avoid this . . . “ and an alternate route via roads was described. I chose the (longer) alternate route, unnecessarily, as it turned out. This may have saved me, however, as I was able to stop in at a sand & gravel business and get some wonderful cold water from their cooler!

The days have been tough, but, as usual, the evenings have been pretty nice lately. Massachusetts, so far, is my favorite state. 

4:00 p.m. July 26 – Shaker Campsite, MA

Hiked 8:45 – 3:15 – 10.3 miles

Last night’s camping arrangement wasn’t as good as it seemed at first. Mosquitoes were pretty bad at that low elevation (same is true here, unfortunately), so I had to cover up with clothes & sleeping bag, which was hot. Insect repellent works, but wears off, so it was a restless early night. They left when things cooled off; from then on, it was a lovely time.

Today’s choices were at 10.3 and 20.2 miles. I certainly wasn’t up to 20.2 miles on this roller coaster terrain, so it was a short day. Kinda nice.

Not much to say about today’s hike. Up and down, up and down. Mostly dark woods hiking, some lovely evergreen woods hiking. Boring.

A Shaker village was here from the late 1700’s to late 1800’s. Hardly any sign of it now. Those Shakers left out one important thing . . .

Rosie came up with a great idea for my White Mountains portion. She’ll come out for a few days and help me slack pack! She’ll be in the area anyway, for business reasons. I hope that works out. I was absolutely dreading those ascents & descents with a pack on my back. Though it’s the loveliest part of the A.T., it’s also the toughest. That could also solve some lodging problems, because you’re not supposed to camp above tree line, leaving the hostel-like huts (at $60 plus per night) as the only alternative many times; this assumes there’s space for you in the huts which there often isn’t, because of the popularity of the White Mountains.

5:45 p.m. July 27 – October Mountain Shelter, MA

Hiked 6:00 – 5:00 – 18.7 miles

Do mosquitoes have any redeeming features? Another onslaught last night. I tried Deep Woods Off (100% D.E.E.T.) and it worked great, but there are those vague health concerns, so now I’m trying Cutter Outdoorsman, which is only 28.5% D.E.E.T. This was a mistake. Both products keep me from being bitten, but Deep Woods Off keeps the mosquitoes totally away – must be that strong smell. With Cutter Outdoorsman, the mosquitoes were nagging me all night, that incessant “ngngngngngngngng…” Plus, they’d come right up next to my skin, which they don’t do with Deep Woods Off. That’s two straight restless mosquito nights and possibly a third one tonight . . .

I’ve been “lucky” with injuries, except for my head. With constant concern about where I put my feet, three times I’ve banged my head into branches, enough to draw blood. Today, I was using a tree to pull myself up a steep bank after filling my water bottle at Upper Goose Pond. I didn’t notice the broken-off limb stub and pulled my head right into it. Ouch! I think you spell it k-l-u-t-z.

Today’s hike went from a pleasant farm hike in the rain to lakeside hiking to the usual dark woods hiking. Cloudy most of the day; not too hot or humid. 

What we’d call a “lake” in Ohio, they call a “pond” in New England. Upper Goose Pond, for example, is quite large.

I’m starting to meet the first of the southbounders. I think the first ones start in late May. I asked Morning Moose about the black flies and she said she put up with them for a month, after starting May 23. (Only 10% of thru-hikers go the southbound route.)

This was a long hike today, but again, the trail was good, plus I want to get into Dalton for my mail drop tomorrow – only an 11.8-mile jaunt from here.

Lovely shelter here, in a pretty pine forest.

7:00 p.m. July 28 – Shamrock Village Inn, Dalton MA
Hiked 6:15 – 1:00 – 12.0 miles

Not a single mosquito in the shelter last night! Maybe because it was cool & windy. Good night’s sleep. Only other person in the shelter was a young female section hiker, originally from Fort Wayne Indiana.

Passed another beaver pond today and got pictures of the lodge & dam. Seems like there’s exactly one lodge in every beaver pond. I need to research who all lives in this one lodge, family-wise. Some of these beaver ponds are quite big. Many beaver ponds in New England. Fascinating!

Funny thing last night. I got up for my midnight trip, but couldn’t, at first, see the privy, despite my miner-style headlight. It was very dark and in a pine forest, the path isn’t always clear – you can walk anywhere because it’s so “clean.” Then I saw a reflector on the privy. When I came out of the privy, I couldn’t find the shelter (I was pretty sleepy) until I saw a reflector on the shelter. I’m sure that’s exactly the reason for the reflectors.

Got lots of “mail magic” in the mail drop today. Certainly a big morale booster, knowing all the people who’ve taken an interest in this mission. Thank you, all!

We’ve changed my diet a bit. Because cooking isn’t as appealing in warm weather, we’re simplifying it by mixing only a Lipton Noodle entrée with some kind of gravy mix – very tasty and a nice change of pace. No more dehydrated beans and potatoes. I also am now having breakfast, sort of. Rosie provides a mix of powdered milk & Instant Breakfast. Seems to give me more energy in the morning. (In case you haven’t already noticed, my wife is an absolute peach!)

The terrain starts a drastic change tomorrow as we near Vermont. Mount Greylock (3491 feet) is by far the highest mountain since Virginia. After that we’ll be seeing lots of 3000, 4000 and even 5000 foot mountains – and one 6000 (Mount Washington). Of course, it’s the elevation change that determines how tough the ascents & descents will be, and that, too looks pretty scary, starting tomorrow. In my mail drop, I got my maps for Vermont & New Hampshire. Let me tell ya’ – New Hampshire especially looks terrifying!

Another beautiful day today – sunny, breezy, cool – ideal. Dalton is a lovely little trail town; has everything I need – motel, laundromat, post office, convenience store. Also, no steep descent into it! Massachusetts really takes care of us.

8:00 p.m. July 29 – Bascomb Lodge (Hostel) atop Mt. Greylock, MA

Hiked 8:30 – 6:15 – 16.8 miles. 

This was one of the great days! Here I am at a fabulous rustic lodge (actually, a really nice hostel) on the very top of the highest mountain in Massachusetts. There are nine bunks in this room, but I’m the only one here. From my bed I have a fantastic view southward.

Although I didn’t get started until 8:30 this morning and there were two big ascents (including this 2500-foot one), I felt good all day. Sunny & not too hot nor humid.

Passed through another lovely little trail town, Cheshire, at lunchtime. Had a hot dog, ice cream cone & Coke.

Remember long ago when I mentioned the nice older guys, specifically the foursome of Kiwi (from New Zealand), Peter Pan, Finch & Dreamwalker? Peter Pan left the trail at Pearisburg, as planned. Finch is now about four days ahead, but I caught Kiwi & Dreamwalker today – hadn’t seen them since Virginia. They hike much faster than I do, of course, but they took eight days off when Kiwi’s wife came over from New Zealand. Also, they often “stop to smell the laurel” and they don’t hike late. Good guys!

“Duff” is the mixture of pine needles, leaf crumbs, tiny sticks and dirt that makes great walking. In fact, although my feet aren’t on speaking terms with me anymore, they voted duff as their favorite walking surface, followed by, in order: grass, plain dirt, boards, pavement, gravel, mud, scree (larger loose rocks than gravel), boulders, roots, and imbedded rocks. Massachusetts has more duff, percentage-wise, than any other state – another reason I love it. (Where there are pine needles, though, there are usually lots of roots, because, for some reason, evergreens’ root systems often protrude)

I’m only 6.3 miles from North Adams, Massachusetts, another trail town. I think I’ll take tomorrow afternoon off there, celebrate my 59th birthday & rest up for Vermont, which is only 4.1 miles from North Adams.

7:30 p.m. July 30 – Holiday Inn – North Adams MA

Hiked 8:45 – 1:15 – 6.3 miles 

Another birthday. Pretty unique one, but not much fun, even though this is a really nice hotel in downtown North Adams.

I can’t say enough about Mount Greylock. You should drive up there if you’re ever in the vicinity. The hike down was no fun, though – steep and rocky and few good views. Another sunny day, a little hot down here at the low elevation.

Would you believe that my very first backpack trip started right here in North Adams many years ago, wearing my $19.95 Buckeye Mart pack, jeans, and a pair of running shoes? I hiked north for 3 ½ days on the A.T. In fact, I’ve hiked every mile of the next 110 miles at least once, much of it twice.

I feel a bit intimidated by Vermont (4.1 miles away), New Hampshire & Maine. It’s sorta like dribbling around eleven N.B.A. players, with only Kevin Garnett, Tim Duncan & Shaquille O’Neal there to stop you from scoring the winning basket.

Twice today, I found myself going the wrong way on the trail. How can that happen? Picture the trail as a skinny “V” with the point being a scenic overlook. I stop for a break at the point and then take off up the same “leg” I just came in on, both of which pretty much go in the same direction. Fortunately, indeed, both times, I quickly met known hikers, so I knew I needed to turn around. Here’s another factor: the brains of tired hikers don’t function too well. 
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