
THE LONG TRAIL 

  ONE MAN JOURNEY’S 

Each step I took, 
brought me closer to the man I wanted to be.

Patrick Auger, AKA SOLO
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Full Name: Patrick Auger Trail Name: Solo 
City: Lanoraie Province: Quebec 

Country: Canada Email: patrick.auger@hotmail.com 
Hike Start Date: July 21st 2016 7:30am. Hike Finish Date: August 7th 2016 10:30am. 

Total Mileage: 283.1 miles/455.6 km Daily Avg. Mileage 17.7 miles/28.49 Km 
Total Elevation: 67,500 feet/20,570 m. Number of Peaks 

and summits 
79 

Age at hike finish: 46 years old 

After completing the Hundred mile Wilderness 
1challenge in 2015, I thought about taking on a new 
Journey for the summer of 2016.  In July 21st 2016, I 
hiked the Vermont Long Trail (LT) over 17 days in the 
midst of the Green Mountains, a path that inspired 
the creation of the Appalachian Trail (AT). 

This journal contains my thoughts, feelings, and short 
descriptions of my daily experiences during this hike.   

The Long Trail was blazed by the Green Mountain 
Club between 1910 and 1930.  Known as the 
"Footpath in the wilderness", this trail crosses the 
highest mountains of Vermont, following the main 
ridge of the Green Mountains from the Massachusetts 
and Vermont state lines to the Canadian border.   

I hiked the rugged trails and stood on the peaks, I 
saw my own reflection in ponds and lakes, crossed 
alpine sections, hardwood forests, and many dry 
areas.  This trail is steeper in the North after Lincoln 
Gap, muddy in many sections, and hilly and rugged 
for most. 

Here’s how the first steps in this journey took hold. 

1	The Hundred-Mile Wilderness is the section of the Appalachian Trail running between Abol Bridge just south of Baxter
State Park and Monson in the state of Maine.  It is generally considered the wildest section of the Appalachian Trail, and 
one of the most challenging to navigate and traverse.	

I	hiked	from	the	bottom	(Massachusetts)	to	the	top	
(Québec	Canada).	The	white	line	is	the	Long	Trail	path. 
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Day Zero 

Date:  July 20th 2016 
Start point:  Lanoraie, Quebec, Canada 
End point: Williamstown, Massachusetts 
Mileage: 290 miles\464 km (Traveling from Montreal to Williamstown) 

Weather conditions: 77°F\25°C - Clear

At 5:30am., my fiancée Marie-Hélène gave me a ride to the 
Place Versaille metro station in East-end Montreal.  As she 
drove away, I felt sad and a bit anxious:  I will miss her very 
much over the next 17 days.  

25-minutes metro later, I waited in the Montreal Bus station 
for an hour before boarding a Greyhound bus.  There were 
around 30 people in the bus bound for New York City. 

5.5 hours later, we arrived in Albany, New York, and an hour of waiting, I boarded another 
bus to my final destination of Williamstown, Massachusetts.  Of the three people on the Williamstown 
bus, one of them was another Long Trail End-to-Ender hiker from Philadelphia.  He was planning to 
hike the Long Trail in the next month, hoping to finish on August 25th.  I did talk to him a bit while 
waiting for the bus, but during the ride, I disappeared 
into my own thoughts. 

Having arrived in Williamstown at 3h45pm, I started 
walking towards the Howard Johnson Hotel.   Almost 
immediately, a small pick-up truck pulled up and the 
driver asked if I would like a ride to the hotel.  Normally, 
I would refuse such an offer from a stranger, but it 
strangely felt safe and opted for adventure instead, so I 
hopped in.  The driver’s name was Scott, who seemed to 
be in his late forties.  Scott was very enthusiastic to share 

Peter	Pan	bus	that	I	boarded	from	Albany	New	York	to	Williamstown,	Massachusetts.		On	the	picture,	arrived	at	destination. 

City	of	Williamstown,	Massachusetts 

Marie-Hélène	and	Me	heading	to	Montreal 
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his experience hiking on the Long Trail, which he had a done a few years ago. 

We said our goodbyes as he dropped me off at the Howard Johnson hotel.  I 
relaxed in my room before going to the lobby to check my emails and to 
update my Facebook page.  I took this opportunity to contact Roam Mobility 
Support to find out why my Cellular phone plan wasn’t working.  Unfortunately, 
I learned that my cell phone did not support the LTE network available in that 
region, so this meant no text and no phone for the next few days.  It pained me 
to not be able to speak with Marie-Hélène, Chantal (my sister) and Réal (my 
father). 
 
I decided that a Chinese Buffet in North Adams would be my last dinner before 
I hit the trail.  I wasn’t exactly sure where the restaurant was located, so I asked 
a woman called Cindy for directions.  She kindly offered me to take me to the 
restaurant even if it wasn’t on her way back home and she also offered me to 

call her back once I’m done, so she could pick me up after my dinner.  I thanked her for her kind 
offer, but I declined, explaining that my cell phone wasn’t working.  The food was fair and an hour 
later, I strolled for 45 minutes on that nice evening before I arrived back to my room. 
 

	
Howard	Johnson	Hotel	in	Williamstown,	Massachusetts 

 
One last night to relax and then the fun begins! 
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Day One 
 

Date:   July 21st 2016 
Start point:  Howard Johnson Hotel, Williamstown, Massachusetts 
End point:  Melville Shelter 
Mileage:  22.5 miles\36, 2 km 
Summits/Peaks: Pine Cobble, East Mt, Consultation Peak, Harmon Hill. 

Weather conditions: 77°F\25°C - Clear 
 
Bright and early, I rose, ate breakfast, 
and was already on the first leg of my trip 
by 7am.  By 8am, I reached the Pine 
Cobble Approach Trail and by 10am, I 
reached The Long Trail Southern 
Terminus.  It felt like a regular day hike, 
so I wasn’t feeling stressed or worried 
about this challenge to which I rose.  If 
anything, I was relaxed and at peace with 
the idea of hiking over 273 miles over the 
next 17 days. 
 

 
Today, it was destined to be a very long day.  Although 
this was to be a normal 15 mile day, I hiked way more 
than I expected.  However, I forgot to calculate the 
mileage from the Hotel to the first and second 
milestones.  That part of the hike added an extra 10 
miles, which meant that today, I hiked 22.5 miles 
instead of 15 miles.  Not the best idea for the first day. 
 
Just before Road 9, I met Sarah on the trail.  She was in 
her early twenties and she was hiking the Long Trail 
northward, just like me.  Sarah was born in Burlington, but now lived in California and worked as a 
software developer.  Once we crossed Road 9, we met Nar Nar and Sebastian; two young men also 
hiking the Long trail northward.  We refilled our bottles from City Stream River near the road and we 
started our climb up to Melville Shelter.  At that point, I was surprised that I was already feeling very 
tired, having miscalculated the distance I had already walked.  Nar Nar and Sebastian passed me, 
while Sarah stayed behind. 
I arrived at the Melville Shelter at 7pm, just few minutes after Nar Nar and Sebastian, and about 45 
minutes before Sarah.  We all had dinner together, allowing us to get to discover more about each 

Dotted	line	represents	the	path	from	the	Hotel	to	the	Pine	Cobble	Trailhead 
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other.  Not being an overly social person, once I did the dishes, I returned to my hammock to 
prepare for the night. 
 
My routine upon arrival is as follows, which usually takes about 2 hours, depending on how long it is 
to find water: 

• Refreshing my water supply 
• Having my protein shake 
• Setting up the Hammock Tarp 
• Washing up 
• Setting up the Hammock 
• Cooking and having dinner 
• Cleaning dishes 
• Writing my daily journal   

 
On that first day, I was ready to go sleep at 9pm, which is 2 hours later than I would have liked.  
Maybe it was because I was too tired or because I was still reflecting on the day’s events, but it took 
about an hour before I felt asleep and I woke up again at 2am from an unpleasant dream.  It was a 
rough first night. 

Picture	taken	by	Nar	Nar	at	Split	rock,	just	before	Melville	Shelter 



THE	LONG	TRAIL	ONE	MAN	JOURNEY’S	JOURNAL	 8	

	

Day Two 
 
Date:   July 22nd 2016 
Start point:  Melville Shelter 
End point:  Story Spring Shelter 
Mileage:  17.4 miles\28 km 
Summits/Peaks: Maple Hill, Porcupine Lookout, Little Pond Lookout, Glastenbury Mt, Gleen 

Haven, Lydia’s Rest. 

Weather conditions: 80°F\27°C – Mostly Cloudy 
 
Today, I started my hike at 7am.  I climbed the Fire 
Tower2 located on Mount Glastenbury from where I 
tried to send a text message to Marie-Hélène and to my 
sister Chantal.  Unfortunately, I still could not get any 
cell service. 
 
Today, there was not much to see on the trail.  It was 
just a simple trail in the woods with very few interesting 
views. 
 
 
 
I arrived at the Story Spring Shelter at 5pm where few hikers were already setting up camp.  There 
were many very nice tent sites from which to choose.  A few people were already having dinner and 
more hikers were coming in while I was hanging up my hammock.  Captain Panda and I had a brief 
discussion about how he injured himself on the trail near North Adams.  He fell on his back when 
climbing a small hill and probably suffered from a Whiplash effect3. 
 
Part of my personality is that I don’t interact much with people.  I know that I should converse with 
people more because we can learn so much from each other, but I prefer to remain quiet and focus 
on my daily routine. 

																																																													
2 A fire tower is a tower with housing and protection for a person or persons whose activity is to identify a starting forest 
fires in wooded areas extended.  This small building is generally located high on a mountain top, to maximize opportunities 
for surveillance.	
3 Although usually associated with car accidents, any impact or blow that causes your head to jerk forward and backwards 
to cause whiplash.	

Me	on	Goddard	Fire	Tower	on	Mount	Glastenbury 
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Day Three 
 
Date:   July 23rd 2016 
Start point:  Story Spring Shelter 
End point:  Manchester Center (Green Mountain House Hostel) 
Mileage:  22.9 miles\37 km   
Summits/Peaks: Little Stratton Mt, Stratton Mt, Prospect Rock. 

Weather condition: 80°F\27°C - Partly Cloudy 
 
This morning I started my hike at 6am.  Being consistent with my schedule helps me predict how 
much time it takes to complete my daily tasks. 

 
At 11am, I climbed the second Fire Tower4 
on the Long Trail on Stratton Mountain.  I was 
looking forward to climbing this tower for 
weeks before beginning the trail, and now 
here I was.  The sky was cloudy, but the view 
was still good enough to appreciate the 
surroundings.  At the top of the Tower, I met 
an older man that used to work on the Fire 
Tower 30 years ago as a Fire lookout.  Today, 
he was volunteering, adding safety wires to 
the windows to prevent people from opening 
them. 

 
At the bottom of the tower, I met Q-Tip who was an Appalachian Trail hiker heading north.  I 
continued my hike towards the William B. Douglas Shelter and I arrived earlier than expected at the 
Blue Blazed trail that was ½ a mile away from the shelter.  To avoid losing any trail time, I decided to 
not stop at William B. Douglas Shelter and keep moving to get my resupply in Manchester center. 
 
I made my way down to the Old Rootville Road when I met up with two day hikers from Boston in the 
parking lot.  They kindly agreed to give me a ride to Manchester Center.  I worried about my body 
odor and the fact that my pack was wet, but it was a hot day, so I was grateful for the ride.  In the 
end, it only took 15 minutes to get there from the Old Rootville road parking lot, which probably 
saved me 45 minutes of walking on a paved road. 
 

																																																													
4 A fire tower is a tower with housing and protection for a person or persons whose activity is to identify a starting forest 
fires in wooded areas extended.  This small building is generally located high on a mountain top, to maximize opportunities 
for surveillance.	

Me	on	Stratton	Fire	Tower. 



THE	LONG	TRAIL	ONE	MAN	JOURNEY’S	JOURNAL	 10	

	
The hikers dropped me off at the Mountain Goat store where my resupply was waiting for me.  While 
I was there, I also picked up a Platypus water bottle and a Trowel to help with digging the cat hole5. 
 
From the store, I called the Green Mountain House Hostel to see if they would have a place for me 
for the night.  A man named Jeff offered me a place in the overflow area behind the house, which I 
accepted.  30 minutes later, he picked me up and took me to the hostel where generally only hikers 
were stopping. 
 
Stopping at the hostel was an excellent 
decision.  It kept me on schedule, I had access 
to a free laundry service, a free shower, a free 
soda, a free Ben & Jerry ice cream, and I had 
good company for dinner.  During dinner, a 
thunderstorm and hard rain reminded me how 
lucky I was to be inside and it confirmed the 
wisdom of my decision to stop in Manchester 
Center for the night. 
 
At the hostel, I met Crooner and Disco and was 
reunited with Captain Panda.  This was his Zero 
Day6 because he planned to visit the hospital in 
Rutland to deal with his possible whiplash 
injury.  Jeff, the owner of the Hostel, hung a 
Fleur de Lys Quebec flag on the house in my honor, which was a nice gesture, although I knew he 
regularly does that for visitors from other countries.  Jeff advised us about what was coming up on 
the trail and people shared their experiences on the Appalachian Trail and the Long Trail. 

The hostel had a 
computer with access to 
the Internet, so I updated 
my Facebook page with 
my progress.  I was also 
able to call Marie-Hélène, 
Chantal, and Réal to let 
them know how I was 
doing. 
 

 
By 8pm, I was in bed.  It was a comfortable bed, but I could have slept in my hammock just as easily. 

																																																													
5	6 inches’ deep hole used to bury defecation	
6	Zero day means taking a day without hiking	

Green	Mountain	House	Hiker	hostel	in	Manchester	center	with	
the	Québec	Flag	displayed	in	front. 

The	Long	Trail	One	man	Journey	Facebook	Page 
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Day Four 
 
Date:    July 24th 2016 
Start point:   Manchester Center (Green Mountain House Hostel) 
End point:   Peru Peak Shelter 
Mileage:   11.9 miles\19.2 km 
Summits/Peaks:  Spruce Peak, Bromley Mt, Style Peak, Peru Peak. 

Weather condition:  80°F\27°C - Partly Cloudy 
 
Today started with Jeff taking a picture of me with the Quebec flag 
for his Facebook page and then I left the Green Mountain House with 
Jeff and Crooner at 7:30am sharp.  Jeff dropped off Crooner at the 
11/30 junction after he dropped me off at the Old Rootville Parking 
lot. 
 
Before me was a 1.8 mile steep ascent to get back on the Long Trail.  
It was too early and too hot this morning for that steep climb and I 
was already sweating so much just hiking that short section.  Hiking 
gravel roads are always tough and boring.  So I couldn’t wait to arrive 
to the trail.  The only interesting part was meeting Spotlight who was 
on her way to Manchester Center for her resupply.  Once I was back 
on the Long Trail, I started the hike up to Bromley Mountain.  Jeff told 
me that from 
junction 11/30 
to Bromley 
Mountain, 
there were no 

water sources, so I planned accordingly and 

bring three liters of water, which, in addition to my 
fresh supplies, made my pack so much heavier. 

Green	Mountain	House	post	on	
Facebook 

Bromley	Mountain	view 

Bromley	Mountain	view 
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I was rewarded with beautiful weather, a clear sky and with a stunning 360-degree view, although 
Bromley Mountain summit is a ski hill, so seeing a chairlift made the experience a bit less interesting. 
 
On the summit, I met with Mac & Cheese who was also at the Story Spring Shelter just two days ago.  
She was also heading north on the Long Trail.  Her father had surprised her on the trail when she 
started her summit descent.  She had left her backpack on the trail and climbed back up the 
mountain with her father to enjoy the summit together.  I found it wonderful that her father drove 
three hours to the trailhead just to hike that section with his daughter, and secretly, I wished that 
someone would do that for me as well. 
 
I continued my hike up to Peru Peak Shelter, arriving around 5pm and going through my usual 
routine.  I set up camp and shared dinner with two young women hiking the Appalachian Trail.  
About an hour later, Mac & Cheese arrived to the shelter and had her dinner, which was actually Mac 
& Cheese (which is what she ate for dinner every night, which is how she earned her trail name7). 
 
I was in bed by 7pm, falling asleep quickly to the soothing sounds of the water running in a nearby 
brook.  Around 11:30pm, I was surprised to feel the ground vibrating beneath me.  I turned on my 
head lamp and I saw mice on the ground moving around my backpack just below my Hammock.  I 
wasn’t alarmed because I knew there was no food in my backpack, but I had never seen mice making 
the ground vibrate like that.  I scared them off and fell asleep until the next morning. 

																																																													
7	Trail name: Most hikers on the trail have a nickname that refers to who they are or something that characterizes them.	

	

Mad	Tom	Notch	Rd 
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Day Five 
 
Date:    July 25th 2016 
Start point:   Peru Peak Shelter 
End point:   Minerva Hinchey Shelter 
Mileage:   19.6 miles\31.5 km 
Summits/Peaks:  Baker Peak, White Rocks Mt, Bear Mt. 

Weather condition:  85°F\29°C - Clear 
 
I left Peru Peak Shelter at 6:30am, heading for the Minerva Hinchey Shelter.  This was to be was 
psychologically difficult day because I started to question myself about why I was doing this long 
hike.  Do I have something to prove?  Is it to find some spiritual meaning?  Is it a challenge that I 
needed to take?  My conclusion was that it wasn’t related to spirituality: this was purely a personal 
challenge. 

 
One of many aspects I enjoy about hiking is 
reaching the summit of a mountain and taking 
in the spectacular view.  However, I found this 
dry section of the Long Trail less interesting 
with very few rewards, but it was also difficult 
to find fresh sources of water, so I fell into 
survival mode and restricted my water intake.  
The only remarkable moment was when I 
passed the White Rocks Mountain where I 
found fascinating cairns8 set together. 
 
 
 
Although I had seen images of this particular 

spot on the Internet previously, seeing these hundreds of cairns everywhere was enchanting and 
surrealistic. 
 
I arrived at the Minerva Hinchey Shelter at 5pm, although there were three A.T. hikers at the shelter 
already.  I went through my usual routine, but I found myself especially missing Marie-Hélène.  When 
the trail is challenging, I always think about what I could be doing instead of walking alone in the 
woods away from my modern comforts. 
 
Tomorrow, I want to get an early start on the day.  I cannot wait to get to the Inn on the Long Trail. 

																																																													
8	A cairn is a pile of stones placed to mark the trail.	

Me	at	White	Rocks. 
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Day Six 
 
Date:   July 26th 2016 
Start point:  Minerva Hinchey Shelter 
End point:  Inn at Long Trail 
Mileage:  20.1 miles\32.1 km 
Summits/Peaks: Little Killington, Snowden Peak, Rams Head, Pico Peak. 

Weather condition: 83°F\28°C Mostly Cloudy 
 
This was another psychologically tough day.  After hiking 19 miles, I keep wondering about why I’m 
doing this.  Completing the Long Trail will be a significant personal accomplishment, but so far, it has 
been very few rewards included finding reliable water sources, arriving to the Shelters for dinner, and 
sleeping in my hammock. 
 
I felt a quiet pride at reaching the 100 mile mark.  In my 18 years of hiking experience, 100 miles was 
the farthest I had ever hiked. 

 
I arrived at The Inn at Long trail around 5pm and received my resupply 
box and got a room for the night.  The Inn at Long Trail is cozy but 
noisy due to road traffic.  I have my own room, but I share the 
bathroom with someone else.  The hot shower felt great and the food 
was very tasty.  Feeling refreshed, I went to the Irish Bar near the lobby 
and ordered a couple Cokes and Root Beers.  I usually have a beer, 
especially after long days of hiking in the heat, but because of the 
zero-alcohol policy due my recent training, I decided to take a pass.  I 
didn’t miss my chance to eat real food though: I really enjoyed the 
Long Trail cheeseburger with a salad. 
 
I went back to my room and made sure that my resupply was in order.  
Because I knew that a heavy backpack might slow me down on the 

more difficult terrain ahead, I lightened my pack by ditching the food that I might not eat in the next 
few days.  I reviewed my schedule for the rest of the trail to visualize it, taking note of the height of 
the mountains and what I might see on the trail, and then to commit it to memory.  So far, I’ve been 
on schedule, but even though the planned schedule might change, it’s not unexpected. 
 
Since my cell phone is still not working, I cannot hear Marie-Hélène’s voice, which is making me miss 
her all the more. 
 
Tomorrow, I will most probably do a short day, since I will take advantage of the included Breakfast 
that comes with the room.  Real Eggs, meat and toast should be comforting. 
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Day Seven 
 
Date:   July 27th 2016 
Start point:  Inn at Long Trail 
End point:  David Logan Shelter 
Mileage:  12,7 miles\20.4 km 
Summits/Peaks: Deer Leap Mt, Willard Gap, Telephone Gap. 

Weather condition: 78°F\26°C - Clear 
 
The cheese omelette and toast I 
had for breakfast this morning 
was very good.  I had breakfast 
with a root beer, which is unusual 
for me in the morning, but I felt 
like I needed a sugar boost 
before starting my hike today.  I 
sat with my new friend Kelly Pratt 
from Pennsylvania.  Kelly hiked 
the Long Trail many years ago, 
but he was now retired and did 
volunteer work for the Green 
Mountain club by maintaining the 
trails.  He generously shared 
some advice about the trail, so it 

was nice to chat with him, even only briefly.  Kelly was also kind enough to 
lend me his cell phone so that I could text Marie-Hélène and Chantal. 
 
I got on the trail around 9am.  Passing Maine Junction meant fewer hikers 
on the trail, since this is where Appalachian Thru Hikers split from End-to-
enders Long Trail hikers.  With the easy section now behind me, I find 
myself facing the most challenging part of the Long Trail.  Once I get past 
Lincoln Gap, the difficulty of the terrain increases, but the variety is better, 
there’s more climbing, better views, and more challenges.  I’m motivated 
and ready to tackle this next section. 
 
Today was pretty challenging for everyone: many hikers stopped at the 
David Logan Shelter exhausted.  Because of my 6-day resupply, my pack 
was heavier than ever.  This short 13 mile hike wasn’t terribly exciting and 
it ate away at my motivation. 

Me	and	Kelly	Pratt 
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I stopped at the David Logan Shelter around 3:30pm.  Just before taking the short Blue Blazed trail 
that went to the Shelter, I met Six packs, Chip Monster, and their dog named Cat.  They were 
pushing themselves to make it to the Sunrise Shelter, but I knew there was no way I could do that  
 
today.  I also met with an Ultra runner named Alicia Hudelson9.  She 
was trying to beat the unsupported hike record for the Long Trail.  She 
was looking for water, but then turned back because the water source 
was too far from the trail. 
 
 
 
 

One Long Trail hiker was already at the shelter and few more joined me 
later.  I met Cardinal 65 who was generous enough to lend me his cell 
phone, so I could update Marie-Hélène and Chantal about my location. 
 
I was exhausted and I was wondered if I could even finish the Long Trail.  
There was still lots to hike before Journey’s end and my exhaustion made 
me feel like I would not make it.  I had dinner with six other Long Trail 
hikers, which helped me regain my motivation. 
 
 
 
 
Before I fell asleep, I continued to questioned myself.  Do I really like 
hiking day after day?  Often, it’s only when an adventure is over that I 
realize how much exciting it was, that I want to do it again, or even find 

something more challenging.  I recall feeling the same last year in the middle of the Hundred-Mile 
Wilderness. 
 
Would I still want to do the Appalachian Trail one day?  Do I prefer more day and weekend hikes 
instead of long distance hikes?  I was not the only one pondering these questions.  During dinner, 
another hiker was also reconsidering his idea of eventually hiking the Appalachian Trail.  I guess my 
doubts and fears are typical and part of the adventure.  

																																																													
9	Alicia Hudelson is an ultra-marathon runner and semi-retired climber.	

Alicia	Hudelson 
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Day Eight 
 
Date:   July 28th 2016 
Start point:  David Logan Shelter 
End point:  Lake Pleiad 
Mileage:  17.1 miles\27.5 
Summits/Peaks: Wetmore Gap, Bloodroot Gap, Mt Horrid, Cape Lookoff Mt, Gillespie Peak, 

Worth Mt.   

Weather condition: 78°F\26°C – Mostly Cloudy + Rain around 6:00pm 
 
With my early start at 6:15am, I 
managed to meet my goal to hike up 
to Sucker Brook Shelter at around 
1:00pm.  It was a bit too early to stop 
hiking, but the weather was also 
uncertain and I could hear thunder 
far beyond the mountains.  I decided 
to move forward to Pleiad Lake or to 
Boyce Shelter.  After a quick 
conversation with the SOBO10 hikers 
who informed me that there was no 
water at Boyce Shelter, I choose to 
stop to Pleiad Lake for the night.  
Considering the possible weather 
and the fact there was probably no 
water at Boyce Shelter,  
 

this was the best choice.  Pleiad Lake was quiet and I was the only one on-site.  I usually prefer to 
stop at a shelter that has a few people in it, but I also don’t mind having the place to myself. 
 
My backpack was lighter today, so it was an easier hike.  Every climb is still tough, but I’m positive 
that it will be less painful to do the upcoming high peaks.  My spirits were also lightened as I was able 
to exchange few text messages with Marie-Hélène and Chantal and I’m grateful for their support. 
 
Today, I met Jelly and Peanut Butter (the dog).  Both were hiking the Appalachian Trail until Jelly 
decided to switch to the Long Trail because he felt there were too many people and too much 
competition on the AT.  He said he would come back to the AT, then take it from where he left it at 
Maine Junction. 

																																																													
10	Terminology for hikers who are heading south. is short for Southbounder.  Those heading north are designated as NOBO, 
either Northbounders.	

Me	preparing	dinner	by	Pleiad	Lake 
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Day Nine 
 
Date:   July 29th 2016 
Start point:  Lake Pleiad 
End point:  Battell Shelter 
Mileage:  19.1 miles\30.7 km 
Summits/Peaks: Burnt Hill, Kirby Peak, Mt Boyce, Battel Mt, Bread Loaf Mt, Mt Wilson, Mt 

Roosevelt, Little Hans Peak, Mt Cleveland, Mt Grant, Sunset Ledge. 

Weather condition: 78°F\26°C – Scattered Clouds 
 
Once again, I started my hike at 6:15am, but I was not very motivated.  Doubts continued to 
dominate my thoughts. 

 
The Appalachian Trail is 
often called the Green 
Tunnel because the trail 
is often covered by 
trees and very little sun 
pokes through; the 
Long Trail is not much 
different in that 
respect. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Reaching Emily Proctor Shelter, I found my second-wind and decided to keep hiking up to Battell 
Shelter to make up for lost time.  Doing so, I will remain tighter to my original plan.  About 3.5 miles 
before Battell Shelter, I saw a few familiars faces; Six Packs, Chip Monster, and Cat.  I was surprised to 
see them since they should have been at least a half day ahead of me.  We shared the trail for those 
3.5 miles, which renewed all our spirits. 
 

My	camp	at	Pleiad	Lake 
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We arrived at the Shelter at 6pm.  We had dinner together and planned the next few days based on 
discussions with A.J. the Caretaker11.  Battel Shelter is located half way up to Mount Abraham, which 
meant it would be a short hike tomorrow morning to reach the summit. 

																																																													
11	Caretaker : person who manages and takes care of the camping site	

Me	at	Mad	River	Ski	area. 
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Day Ten 
 
Date:   July 30th 2016 
Start point:  Battell Shelter 
End point:  Cowless Cove Shelter 
Mileage:  15.3 miles\24.6 km 
Summits/Peaks: Mt Abraham, Lincoln Peak, Nancy Hanks Peak, Cutts Peak, Mt Ellen, General 

Stark Mt, Star’s Nest, Baby Stark Mt, Molly Stark Mt, Beane Mt, Huntington 
Gap. 

Weather condition: 78°F\26°C - Clear 
 
Last night was colder than usual because of the elevation of the tenting site, so for the first time, I 
had to put on warmer clothes.  In the morning, I left Battell Shelter at 6:15am, although I knew that 
this would mean I might not see Six Packs, Chip Monster, and Cat again on the trail because they 
usually started their hike two hours later.  They were good company on the trail and at the campsites. 

 
It was an easy hike that took less than an hour 
to reach Mount Abraham summit.  The views 
were wonderful, which encouraged me to 
push forward for similar rewards.  I felt a 
surge of optimism:  It was good to be at the 
top of high peaks and feeling the fresh 
morning wind on my face.  I still missed my 
daily routine I have at home with the family, 
but found it easier to deal with now. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This morning, I visited one of the nicest “Shelters” I had seen on the trail so far.  Stark Nest Shelter is 
a ski lodge that stays unlocked for backpackers to stay during the ski offseason, and it is on a ski hill 
and featured a splendid view.  I found water in a rain barrel and I met Wolfman who was enjoying a 
short day relaxing in the chairlift. 
 
 
 
 

Me	on	Mount	Abraham 
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Later that day at Appalachian Gap, I was lucky to meet members of the Bread Loaf section of the 
Green Mountain Club for the Trail Magic12 day event.  Being gifted with 
water, a Snickers bar, zucchini muffins, and other energy bars was a real 
treat.  But it was their kindness that made my day: they lent me their cell 
phone, so I could send a text message to Marie-Hélène and Chantal, but 
they also took a picture for me and sent it to Marie-Hélène and Chantal.  
This would be the first picture they received in the 10 days I have been on 
the trail. 
 
I also met Barbie Tank and her friend who were both heading to the same 
shelter where I wanted to stop at the end of the day: Cowless Cove 
Shelter.  This had been a good hiking day. 
 
  

																																																													
12	Trail Magic is a unexpected act of generosity and kindness on long-distance hiking trails.	

Me	with	the	Green	Mountain	Club,	Bread	Loaf	section	members	at	Appalachian	Gap	on	the	Trail	Magic	Day 
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When I arrived at Cowless Cove Shelter, there were a few young men already setting up camp.  They 
were going South on The Long Trail, but they had started their journey 17 days ago.  This worried 
me: with only 7 days remaining, would I need more time?  But in the end, I realized that these young 
men lacked the hiking and camping experience that I had, so I was confident that I could stick to my 
schedule. 
A couple of hours after my arrival, a small group of older women arrived at the campsite.  I offered to 
share my spot with them since there was a bit of space around my hammock.  Before I went to sleep, 
I gave them a hand to hang their bear bags13 to make sure everything was secure for the night.  Once 
I found a good branch to hang and secure the three bear bags, I went to bed around 8pm.  I like 
helping other people in need, and being repaid with their respect and kindness. 
 
In the middle of the night, a strange noise woke me.  I wasn’t sure what it was until I heard the same 
noise again.  I was laughing so much.  When I realized that the woman closest to my hammock was 
farting like a machine gun (for up to 10 seconds!), I laughed so much!  It happened one more time 
later that night.  I giggled to myself, wondering if she could still breathe inside her tent. 

																																																													
13	Usually waterproof bag in which food and scented items are stored. The bag is suspended in the trees to prevent the 
animals reach and steal its contents.	

Me	near	Molly	Stark	Mountain 
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Day Eleven 
 
Date:   July 31st 2016 
Start point:  Cowless Cove Shelter 
End point:  Buchanan Shelter 
Mileage:  23.7 miles\38.1 km 
Summits/Peaks: Burnt Rock Mt, Mt Ira Allen, Mt Ethan Allen, Camel’s Hump, Stimson Mt. 

Weather condition: 81°F\27°C – Mostly Cloudy 
 
Today is my sister’s birthday.  I love you my sister! 
 
I started from Cowless Cove Shelter at 6:30am 
and finished at Buchanan Shelter at 7:30pm.  This 
morning, just before Camel’s hump, I lost my map 
on the trail.  I dropped my pack and walked back 
for about half mile to happily discover that two 
day hikers had found my map.  I thanked them 
and walked back where I left my backpack.  
Losing my map would have been a problem, but 
not the end of the world.  The Long Trail is very 
well marked, especially in this section.  However, I 
always feel more confident to have a trail map 
with me. 
 
The view from Camel’s Hump was really good, 
which is always rewarding!  I was also able to call 
Marie-Hélène and Chantal (I had to leave a voice 
mail for my sister).  I took few pictures from the 
summit and restarted my hike.  I spent a bit too 
much time on that summit, but it was good to talk 
to Marie-Hélène and take the time to appreciate 
the view.  30 minutes later, I stopped for a quick 
lunch and successfully called my sister.  I wished 
her a Happy Birthday described my location and 
where I was heading to tonight.  It felt great. 
 

Me	on	Camel's	Hump	summit 
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Between Camel’s Hump and Bolton Peak, I 
met two girls from Montréal, which felt like a 
sign that I was getting closer to home.  After I 
crossed the Winooski footbridge, I felt a bit 
tired and thought of setting up camp on the 
North shore of the river, but I could not find a 
good spot.  There was the highway just 
above the trail and poison Ivy warning signs 
saying to not leave the trails, so I decided to 
keep moving and hike the 6.8 miles up to 
Buchanan Shelter. 

Being able to hike up to, Buchannan shelter 
would also keep me on schedule, which would 
prevent running out of food before my next 
resupply in Johnson.  It was hot and humid and I 
hiked a long stretch exposed to the sun.  The trail 
was less interesting, especially the Winooski river 
section: I had to walk on the Duxbury road for few 
miles, and then in the agricultural fields for even 
more miles. 
 

It was a long day and I was really tired hiking up 
Stimson Mountain.  This is a small 2000-foot 
peak, but with the fatigue, the hot weather, and 
that I had to minimize my water intake, it made 
the climb even more difficult.  Buchanan Shelter 
is 0.3 miles off the Long Trail down the hill, which 
meant that the next day; I would need to ascend 
the small hill to get back on the trail. 
 
When I arrived at 7:30pm, there were already few 
hikers having dinner.  I didn’t feel like socializing, 
so I asked about the water source and set up my 
camp.  Darkness came fast, so I rushed to 
complete my nightly routine.  I lay in my 
hammock around 9pm and quickly fell asleep. 

View	from	the	Winooski	Footbridge. 

Chickens	by	the	trail	on	Duxbury	Road 

At	many	water	sources,	I	had	to	place	a	leaf	to	create	a	little	
waterfall,	so	I	can	pick	up	water.		Here’s	the	one	I	placed	near	
Monclair	Glen	Lodge. 
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Day Twelve 
 
Date:   August 1st 2016 
Start point:  Buchanan Shelter 
End point:  Butler Lodge 
Mileage:  10.9 miles\17.5 km 
Summits/Peaks: Bolton Mt, Mt Mayo. 

Weather condition: 81°F\27°C – Rain 
 
Today was the first rainy day since the beginning of this adventure.  Seeing as how I completed 
yesterday’s hike so late, I decided I deserved an extra hour of sleep, so I woke up at 6am. 
 
The trail was shadowy, crazy wet and slippery, and the visibility was very poor. I passed Puffer Shelter 
where there was supposed to have a great view, but it was so gray in the sky and the rain was so hard 
that I couldn’t see anything.  I considered stopping because my feet were soaking wet, but I kept 
hiking.  Once I passed Taylor Shelter, I decided that I had enough misery and stopped at Butler 
Lodge around 1pm. 
 
I was tired and wet. It’s not easy to walk on 
wet roots and rocks always being careful to 
not slip and keep balance.  Butler Shelter 
was a nice cabin and was a good place to 
stop.  I changed into dry clothes and 
relaxed in my warm sleeping bag for the 
rest of the day.  I hoped for better weather 
tomorrow, which was important because I 
was about to climb the highest summit of 
the Long Trail.  I spoke with Marie-Hélène, 
Chantal, and Réal and I sent a text message 
to Nyes Green Valley Bed & Breakfast to 
make a reservation for the following night. 
 
I thought about my progress on this trip.  
When I passed Puffer Shelter earlier today, I met 3 hikers who had started their NOBO14 hike on July 
3rd.  This made me realize that I was doing pretty well on the trail, since I’m on day 12.  At the Shelter, 
there were two young women, one of whom planned to start her Long Trail Hike next week. 
Stopping at Butler Shelter was a smart choice.  I felt relaxed and happy to be inside and protected 
from the elements. 

																																																													
14	Terminology for hikers who are heading north. NOBO is short for Northbounder.  Those heading south are designated as 
SOBO, either Southbounders.	

Butler	Lodge 
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Day Thirteen 
 
Date:   August 2nd 2016 
Start point:  Butler Lodge 
End point:  Johnson (Resupply) 
Mileage:  20 miles\32.1 km 
Summits/Peaks: Mount Mansfield (The Forehead, The Nose and the Chin), Madonna’s Peak, 

Morse Mt, Whiteface Mt. 

Weather condition: 79°F\26°C – Mostly Cloudy 
 
While everyone else was still asleep, I left Butler Lodge at 6:20am.  On the wall, a sign stated that the 
quiet time was between 10pm and 6am.  It was tough being up that early, but I had no choice if I 
wanted to make it to Johnson’s Post Office before 4:30pm and get my next resupply. 
 
It was a beautiful, sunny day:  Happily, the rain had stopped and it wasn’t too warm.  However, my 
boots and my socks were still soaking wet and the trail was very slippery, which slowed my pace.  It 
was exhausting to walk, slip, fall, and lose my balance on wet roots and wet rocks all day.  I started to 
doubt my capacity and I didn’t trust the grips on my boots anymore.  This reality forced me to slow 
down to avoid any accidents or injuries.  But as careful as I was, I still lost my grip, my balance, 
slipping several times. 
 
When I climbed a rocky section heading up 
to the Forehead, I had my closest call.  
Because the rock was so wet, I wasn’t able 
to climb the short rocky section.  I probably 
spent 5 minutes just trying to reach the 
portion of the trail that didn’t involve 
climbing.  After few attempts, I finally 
climbed about 5 feet before I slipped and 
slid back down to the bottom.  Just like kids 
scraping their nails on a blackboard, my 
nails scrapped the rock wall trying to find an 
anchor point, breaking a few nails as I slid.  
As I slid down the rock face, I thought 
“That’s it, I will break a leg or an ankle and 
that will spell the end of my adventure”. 
 
In the end, I was lucky to walk away with only minor injuries to my nails and with a little pain in my left 
elbow.  As for my gear, I ripped left sleeve of my shirt near the wrist, broke my watch bracelet, and 
broke half of my lower backpack buckle belt.  Fortunately, I could still buckle up my backpack with 
half of the buckle. 

Me	on	top	of	Mount	Mansfield. 
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Thanks to a clear sky with just enough clouds to create good visual contrast, the view from The 
Forehead on Mount Mansfield was fabulous.  By far, this was the most rewarding summit, surpassing 
the Nose and the Chin that had similar views. 
 

Few minutes after I passed Taff Lodge while hiking down Mount Mansfield, both feet slipped on a 
rock and I fell on my backpack.  Again, I was lucky that my pack absorbed the brunt of it and 
prevented my head from hitting the rock. 
 
While I was headed to Sterling Pond, I was pleased and surprised to discover Sarah sitting on the 
trail.  This was the young girl I met on my first day.  Surprised, I asked her “Hey, what are you doing 
here?”  I could not understand how she could possibly be ahead of me, when I clearly passed her on 
Day Two.  “I’m hiking the Long Trail.” she replied casually. “How come are you here?”  She 
explained that she sprained her ankle and had to Yellow Blaze15 her way a few times since I passed 
her.  It was nice to see a familiar face on that day.  Sarah’s Trail name16 was Toilet Patrol and I knew 
how she earned it.  When we were at Melville Shelter, she was always after people to make sure they 
brushed their teeth after dinner.  She gave me news from Nar Nar and Vanilla Ice (Sebastian):  both 
were supposed to be on Camel’s Hump today, which meant I was about 2 days ahead of them. 
  

																																																													
15	Yellow Blazed refers to the yellow line in the middle of the road. Hitchhiking or being picked up by a friend to join a 
farthest point on the trail.	
16	Trail name : Most hikers on the trail have a nickname that refers to who they are or something that characterizes them.	

	

Me	on	top	of	The	Forehead	(Mount	Mansfield) 
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During my lunch break at Sterling Pond, I met a man from Quebec.  He was there just for the day to 
enjoy that section.  He was curious about my hike, so I explained what I was doing and how I was 
doing it.  We talked about the food, the daily mileage, and the resupply.  Speaking French with 
someone day hiking in this section made me feel I was really close to home. 
 
After Mount Mansfield, it was now time for couple more high peaks: Madonna Peak and Whiteface.  
Madonna Peak was interesting to hike and I had a nice a view from the summit, which was Smuggler’s 
Notch ski hill Resort.  On Whiteface, there was no view at all, which surprised me at first because I 
was sure it was the same Whiteface summit I did last winter, but then I realized it was actually 
Whiteface Mountain in the Adirondacks. 
 
Going downhill from Whiteface to road 15 was long, but it was a pretty easy trail.  I passed Bear 
Hollow Shelter and headed to West Settlement Road.  I don’t like dirt road sections, but at the same 
time it meant that I was reaching civilisation, so another section of the Long Trail was completed. 
 
I walked couple miles and reached Road 15 at 5pm.  Unfortunately, I was too late and I missed my 
resupply, since the Post Office closed at 4:30pm.  Instead, I decided to go to the Bed & Breakfast 
and take a zero-day17 tomorrow.  I’d have the chance to dry my clothes, take care of my feet, and rest 
my legs for the first time on this trip.  I was still on schedule (even a bit ahead of schedule), so I knew I 
could afford one day off. 
 
Once I reached Road 15, I walked up to the first store I saw 
(Johnson Farm and Garden) and asked the cashier if I could 
use their phone to call the B&B.  I spoke with Marsha at the 
B&B and made the pickup arrangement.  15 minutes later, 
Marsha arrived in a white convertible. 

																																																													
17	Zero-day means taking a day without walking	

First	store	I	saw	when	coming	out	the	trail	on	
Road	15.		Johnson	Farm	and	Garden. 

Sterling	Pond 
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At the B&B, I put all my dirty clothes in a 
trash bag and gave it to Marsha who 
offered to do my laundry for free.  After I 
had a shower and changed clothes, Marsha 
and her husband David took me into 
Jeffersonville town so I could had dinner.  
We went to the Village Tavern and I had a 
burger with a Disco fries and a couple of 
Cokes.  The food wasn’t that good, but it 
was nice to eat some real food for a 
change. 
 
 
 

From the restaurant, I was able to call Marie-Hélène and Chantal with my cell phone and I let them 
know about my plan to take a day off tomorrow.  After dinner, Marsha and David took me out for an 
ice cream and to see a lovely viewpoint of Mount Mansfield from Jeffersonville. 
 
Once back at the B&B, I reviewed my schedule for the last 50 miles of my journey, made pick-up 
arrangements with Chantal and Marie-Hélène at Journey’s End trail head. I knew there was a risk that 
I might not have cell phone signal for the rest of the trail, so it was better to organize everything now. 

Nyes	Green	Valley	Bed	&	Breakfast 

David,	Marsha	and	me 
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Day Fourteen (Zero Day) 
 
Date:   August 3rd 2016 
Start point:  Johnson 
End point:  N/A 
Mileage:  Zero 
Summits/Peaks: N/A 

Weather condition: 79°F\26°C – Clear 
 
After a good night’s sleep in a proper bed, I woke up at 6am.  This morning I fixed my gear, 
backwashed my Sawyer Filter, and I cut my nails and pampered my feet.  I walked around the house 
and took few pictures of the place for Marie-Hélène since I was sure she’d love this house.  The house 
was built in 1867 by the owner’s great-grandfather.  This was a very clean and cozy Bed & Breakfast 
and I knew I’d be back someday. 

Me	planning	the	next	50	miles	on	the	Long	Trail. 
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At 8am, I had a wonderful breakfast that consisted of 2 blueberry pancakes with eggs and sausage.  
At noon, Marsha took me to Johnson Post office to get my resupply, which consisted of a box of food 
for the next 4 days on the trail.  I went to the grocery store to buy a sandwich and a salad for lunch, a 
bag of chips, chocolate milk, Ben & Jerry Ice Cream, and a Dr. Pepper. 
 
In the afternoon, I finalized my plans for the next 4 days and around 6:30pm, Marsha took me to 
Jeffersonville for dinner.  At the 158 Main restaurant, I ordered the Worcestershire Shepard's Pie, 
which was very good, tasty, and comforting. 
 
Marsha came back at 7:30pm and we returned to the Bed & Breakfast.  I used the house phone to 
call Marie-Hélène and updated her about my strategy for the next 4 days.  I was disappointed to find 
out that she could not pick me up at Journey’s End trailhead as initially planned.  I was heartbroken 
that I would not be able to share my joy and pride for what would be my greatest personal 
achievement.  This change of plans meant that I wouldn’t be walking the last 3.5 miles with my sister 
either, which was also disappointing because I really looked forward to share that moment with her 
on the trail. 
 
When hiking a long distance trail, the physical aspect is challenging, but I found the emotional and 
psychological aspects to be even more challenging. This is why support and encouragement plays 
such a large part of a successful Journey. 
 
The plan now was that my sister Chantal would pick me up at Journey’s End Trailhead and we’d meet 
with Marie-Hélène only once we’ll be back in Canada.  I was feeling blue that my original plan didn’t 
work out. 

Me	in	the	middle	of	the	Long	Trail	State	Forest. 



THE	LONG	TRAIL	ONE	MAN	JOURNEY’S	JOURNAL	 32	

	

Day Fifteen 
 
Date:   August 4th 2016 
Start point:  Johnson VT 15 
End point:  Spruce Ledge Camp 
Mileage:  18 miles\28.9 km 
Summits/Peaks: Prospect Rock, Laraway Mt, Butternut Mt, Bowen Mt. 

Weather condition: 79°F\26°C – Mostly Cloudy 
 
After a restless night, I woke up at 5am.  I worried about Marie-Hélène not coming to pick me up at 
the end of my adventure. 
 
This morning’s breakfast was unusual: 3 pancakes and a Dr. Pepper.  I don’t usually drink sodas, 
especially in the morning, but today, I felt like it! 

 
Marsha gave me a ride to the Long Trail 
Trailhead in Johnson.  She wished me luck and 
said her goodbyes.  I promised her that I 
would bring my girlfriend to her B&B 
someday. 
 
I started hiking at 6:45am and my goal was to 
reach Corliss Camp.  By noon, I had already 
reached Corliss Camp and because it was too 
early to stop for the day, I decided to continue 
to Spruce Ledge Shelter.  After an 18 mile 
hike, I arrived at the Shelter at 4pm. 
 
Today’s trail was pretty smooth.  No major 
inclines, no rocks, and no roots on the trail.  

During my hike, I kept thinking about how nice it would have been to share the last 3.5 miles with my 
sister, to have my fiancée waiting for me at the end of the trail, and to treat myself with a cold beer. 
 
Spruce Ledge Camp was located 830 feet off the Long Trail and up a small hill.  Because there was 
no water at the camp, I had to double-back and get the water I would needed for tonight and 
tomorrow morning. 
 
I went to bed at 7pm and slept well until my alarm clock woke me up at 5am. 

View	on	Lamoille	River. 
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Day Sixteen 
 
Date:   August 5th 2016 
Start point:  Spruce Ledge Shelter 
End point:  Hazen’s Notch Camp 
Mileage:  13 miles\20.9 km 
Summits/Peaks: Belvidere Mt, Tillotson Peak, Haystack Mt. 

Weather condition: 78°F\25°C – Clear 
 
Started my hike at 6:30am.  I was excited to climb the Belvidere summit today.  From the summit of 
the Fire Tower18 (located at the top of Belvidere) I had a nice view of Jay Peak to the North and a nice 
view of Camel’s Hump and Mansfield to the South.  The Haystack section was long and exhausting, 
so it was tough to complete those last 15 miles.  I arrived at Hazen’s Notch Camp at 4pm when I 
noticed the trail sign that indicated that 
Canada was only 17 miles away.  I 
smiled at this good news and it filled 
me with joy. 
 
There were only two people when I 
arrived: a couple in the fifties. I asked 
the man about the water source (the 
official water source was pretty much 
dry).  The man led me to a reliable 
water source and reassured me that I 
would have clean water for my dinner 
and breakfast. 
 
I set up camp, had my dinner, and went 
to bed around 7pm. 

																																																													
18	A fire tower is a tower with housing and protection for a person or persons whose activity is to identify a starting forest 
fires in wooded areas extended.  This small building is generally located high on a mountain top, to maximize opportunities 
for surveillance.	

Me	near	Hazen's	Notch	Camp 
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Day Seventeen 
 
Date:   August 6th 2016 
Start point:  Hazen’s Notch Camp 
End point:  Shooting Start Shelter 
Mileage:  14.3 miles\23 km 
Summits/Peaks: Bruce Peak, Buchanan Mt, Domeys Dome, Jay Peak, Doll Peak. 

Weather condition: 78°F\25°C – Light Rain - Scattered Clouds - Fog 
  
Today was my last full day on the Long Trail.  It had rained 
during the night, but stopped before I woke up, although there 
were scattered showers for a few hours once I started my hike 
at 6:30am.  I was worried about hiking Jay Peak in the rain or 
worse: thunderstorms. In the end, it was only misty for most of 
the day, but with very low visibility.  The 13 mile trail was easy. 
 
I stopped at Laura Woodward Shelter to reassess my goals for 
today.  The weather remained uncertain: it started to rain 
during lunch.  I wondered if I should stay at Laura Woodward or 
if I continue to move forward to Shooting Start Shelter. 

 
Since it was only 4 miles away, I decided to continue on to the next Shelter, which turned out to be 
the right choice.  The trail was still easy and I arrived at the Shooting Star shelter at 3:30pm. 
 
The bad news was that there was no water at 
this shelter.  There was a useless, dry water 
pump and an equally dry brook nearby.  My 
only option was to scoop water from the 
morning rain from the trail.  This was the worst 
water I had to drink over my entire trip.  
Fortunately, between the two liters I was able 
to scoop and the 2.5 litres I still had in my 
hydrapack19, I knew I would have enough until 
tomorrow morning.  Each time I stop for the 
night, the only thing I need is clean water to 
drink, for my food and to wash. 
Since I finished my hike early, I had time to dry all my clothes and my boots.  I felt great today and I 
went to bed around 6pm. 

																																																													
19	Water reservoir inserted in my backpack.	

My	camp	at	Shooting	Star	Shelter 

Me	on	top	of	Jay	Peak. 
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Day Eighteen 

Date:  August 7th 2016 
Start point:  Shooting Start Shelter 
End point: Journey’s End Trailhead 
Mileage: 4.4 miles\7 km 
Summits/Peaks: Burnt Mt, Carleton Mt. 

Weather condition: 78°F\25°C – Mostly Cloudy

I was ready for the last stretch on the Long Trail. I woke up at 6:30am, had my favorite breakfast 
(Harvest Crunch cereal) and left the Shelter by 8am.  I knew that I had plenty of time to hike the 
remaining distance before my appointment with my sister at 12pm.  The trail was very easy with only 
one ascent on Carleton Mt, which meant a 600 foot gain in elevation. 

I remembered that earlier last week, I wondered if I could even complete this journey, or would I 
even enjoy hiking for days and days.  Today, I’m torn being happy that it’s almost over, but also 
wishing I could continue. 

I arrived at the Long Trail Northern 
Terminus at 10:30am and I reached 
Journey’s end trailhead just before 
11am. 

Me	at	the	Long	Trail	Northern	Terminus. 

Me	at	the	Canadian/US	Border 
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Since I was 1 hour ahead of my schedule, I walked up to Jay Road and waited for my sister and she 
arrived at 12pm sharp. 

I felt accomplished and satisfied.  I was still 
filled with energy felt like I had just been 
hiking for a weekend.  It’s hard to believe that I 
just hiked more than 450 km/280 miles with no 
pain, no injuries, and my morale was still 
peaking. 

It was now time to reflect on my journey and dream about the next big adventure. 

SOLO, AKA Patrick Auger 

My	sister	Chantal	and	Me. 




