A.T. Maine
by

Eyes Right

Monson, ME – The Appalachian Trail crosses Maine routes 15 and 6 a few miles north of here.  We decided to hike west for a few miles to get the flavor of the A.T. in Maine to see how it differed from our experiences in Virginia.  We found that it was much the same – a walk in dense forest cover on a rocky trail up and down, followed by more up and down.  There were several bogs to slosh through or around, but, in general, the A.T. is challenging hiking no matter the locale.

We retraced our steps back to 15 and 6.  It is from this point heading east that the infamous “100 mile Wilderness” section of the A.T. begins. Less than 100 yards from the road, the hiker encounters a sign posted by the Maine Appalachian Trail Club warning:
THERE ARE NO PLACES TO OBTAIN SUPPLIES OR GET HELP UNTIL ABOL BRIDGE 100 MILES NORTH.  DO NOT ATTEMPT THIS SECTION UNLESS YOU HAVE A MINIMUM OF 10 DAYS SUPPLIES AND ARE FULLY EQUIPPED.  THIS IS THE LONGEST WILDERNESS SECTION OF THE A.T. AND ITS DIFFICULTY SHOULD NOT BE UNDERESTIMATED.

GOOD HIKING!
M.A.T.C.

The one bit of good news for hikers who choose to cross the 100 Mile Wilderness section is that there is no shortage of water.  Beginning with Lake Hebron immediately on your left, the trail passes numerous streams, rivers, ponds and lakes as it winds its way northeast to the termination of the trail at the top of Mount Katahdin in Baxter State Park.  The primary danger is getting hurt and not being able to obtain assistance.  There are, of course, several challenging climbs before Katahdin (5267 ft.), such as Barren Mountain (2660 ft.) and White Cap Mountain (3644 ft.).   And the hiker must also wade across all of the streams and rivers – no easy task this year due to the unusually wet summer in the northeast.  It is not called the “wilderness” section without cause.

After a rigourous hike on the trail on both sides of 15 and 6, we returned to our truck and were in conversation with an older fellow in the parking lot at the trailhead when a young hiker exited the Wilderness section.  He responded to our greeting by coming to our truck and peeling off his long sleeve shirt.  “I want to get this shirt off before I get close to you,” he explained.  “It stinks.  I haven’t changed it in a week.”

His name was Simon, and he was a 29-year old French Canadian software engineer from Quebec.  He was certainly happy to talk, as he had been hiking alone and had seen virtually no one for the past week in the Wilderness section.  His English was heavily accented, but excellent, although he did occasionally have to search for the correct word to describe a situation or event.  Simon explained that he had begun his hike in Quebec on the International Appalachian Trail at Cap-Gaspe in Forillon National Park.  He had already hiked the 691 miles to Katahdin further east in Maine beginning in his native Quebec and then through parts of New Brunswick. His goal was to walk not only to the southern terminus of the A.T. at Springer Mountain, Georgia (approximately 2000 miles from this point), but to continue south to Key West, Florida, a total distance of over 4400 miles!!  
As Simon peeled off his long sleeve shirt, he apologized for “my smell.” He then pulled a replacement out of his backpack. “I haven’t washed in a long time,” and I am looking forward to a long shower,” he explained.  When we immediately offered him a ride into Greenville (about 8 miles north), he readily accepted and threw his hat and backpack into the back of our pickup.  Even with the windows wide open, we quickly noticed that Simon had not understated his body odor, but his tales of life on the A.T. erased the sensation.  He was a fascinating and pleasant young man.
We dropped Simon at an outfitter (and latte) store in Greenville where he gratefully waved goodbye.  It was about an hour later that we found that Simon had left his hiking hat in the back of our truck.  Upon our return to Greenville, it was absolute serendipity that we found him hiking along the main drag on his way to a campground and the much-anticipated shower.  When he saw us waving his hat as we approached, he was absolutely joyful.  “It is my lucky hat!  Thanks, so much!!” he smiled.

Thank goodness that we still have adventurers such as Simon.  A hurricane which came up the east coast produced driving rain over the next two days.  We kept thinking of Simon plowing along the trail under these conditions with the prospect of the treacherous Presidential range of mountains in New Hampshire still ahead.  I hope that he makes it to Key West – I would buy him several margaritas!  I assume that he does not plan to walk home from there.
I thought you might like to know.
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