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hikers to attempt this special challenge on days that serve
absolute downpour from sunrise to sunset. That’s the kind
understood the joy in hardship on that day. The precipitation
was immense and unrelenting that it soaked through my

of day that I hiked it on, and I have to say ladies and
gentlemen, this hike is by far my favorite. It made the entire

list feel worth it, and I am not one who runs marathons,

triathalons, the Iron Man or even goes to the gym, but 1
whole rain jacket, each drop of water feeling like a frosted

hollowpoint bullet. I felt as if I had been a WWI trench
fighter climbing a barracks hill for weeks! When we got to
the peak there was zero fanfare, which was fine with me:

/J'I)l/ 2

My favorite memory of Mount Isolation? Through the
rivercrossings on the way down, I didn’t even try and look
for stones to step on. With my pants, socks and big hiking
boots on, I simply stepped through the river, completey
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name is not by mistake. Truly the hike makes you feel alone
in the world. Hikers report five deep river crossings, being

Sometimes you need the antihero, a day that really sucks for
completely below the treeline the entire time and ZERO

But that’s alright, each mountain being beautiful is a good
thing, beautiful weather and beautiful views! But as things
go, there comes a point where there is too much of a good
thing. Although you are completing the list, are you enjoying
it? Are there experiences that are breaking your days up?
you to look back on when it’s all over and truly feel
accomplished. That is where Isolation steps in, and that
VIEW. Not to mention it seems a common occurance for
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Keeping going is a difficult thing for everybody. Let's say
by now you have completed 20 mountains on The List.
Maybe its wintertime now, and you were going headlong
into completing all of the mountains you could in the
spring. Are you burnt out? Are you asking yourself: am |

really made for this? The answer iS always yes!
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as the mission continues and the list thins out, they may look

back and have no clue which mountains were which. If you
aren’t in the mood for danger, most of your hikes could have

Quite possibly the worst trail unanimously among White
hikes in the Whites are special and recognizable to newbies
because they don’t have a lot of experience just yet! They
cherish what they have completed thus far from the list, but
been done on banner days, complete sunshine! All of the
rock, shrubery, scrubs and wildlife begin to blend together in
a New Hampshire hiking haze smoothie of greys, greens and

Mountain hikers, Mount Isolation holds an incredibly
special place in many hikers hearts. You see, the first few
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THE PEAK WITH THE TEETH

4 Jj 4 AB4 WHITE MOUNTAINS, N. H. _ N ) unfAERmg
Mount Washington is not at all the highest mountain in - : v ==
the world, nor is it the hardest to climb. It's not even the
grandest peak in the mythos of the Americas. It’s pretty
ordinary in elevation, modest even, a small bump
compared to the Rockies and an anthill beside the
Andes range. And yet there is something about this
mountain... this strange lump of granite at the top of New
England... that insists on a lethality.

Call it the wind, which does not blow so much as
bite. Call it the suddenness of weather, a bluebird sky
tuming into white-out death in the time it takes to open
your pack. Call it the illusion that because it has a
parking lot at the top, it must be safe. The mountain likes
that illusion. It thrives on it.

Mowrt Ghocorea

5 FEMALE EMPLOYMENT OFFICE

The story goes something like this: Chocorua, a Native man whose
real biography has been blurred by centuries of retelling, was betrayed
by a settler family after leaving his son in their care. Versions differ:
some say the boy died by accident, others by poison, but all end the
same way: Chocorua fleeing up the mountain that now bears his name,
cornered on the summit ridge. Before he leapt or possibly was shot, he

Mount Washington holds records for a reason.

Wind that rips skin. Temperatures that freeze lungs. spoke a curse, calling famine, sickness, or misfortune down upon the . D
Storms that have unstitched hundreds of humans from 1 valley below. The details change with every generation, but the feeling / —
the fabric of the world. People die here not because they A : stays: Chocorua is a peak that remembers. Hikers often talk about
are foolish, but because the mountain is a terribly i ) - iy - strange wind, uneasy quiet, a summit that feels sharper than it should ' '
efficient meat grinder. - a e’ and footholds that drop when they feel sturdy. Hikers go out into the

' iy - Winter mountain depths deliberately wearing only sweatshirts, cursed ' '

and forced to make bad decisions by an unseen power. Whether the
curse was ever real matters less than the way the story clings to the
granite, an old warning that not everything in the Whites wants to be
catalogued, counted, or conquered.

And then there is the COG, an absurd mechanical railway through the clouds carrying the exact
oposite type of people as the hikers trudging upwards. A toothed track carving directly on the
Appalachian floor, carrying families in jeans and flip-flops past the caims where exhausted
hikers collapse into their peanut butter sandwiches. It is the strangest collision of landscapes, a
grotesque juxtoposition rollercoaster. The wildemess as amusement park, the summit as
museum gift shop, the ancient ridgeline as commodity. The human race has unleashed an dark
ancestrial curse on the cliffside and the mountain has responded with a blood cost.

And now, you the reader, are the next
giant. Your boots, your breath, your
stubborn will to keep climbing

become part of the lineage.
but it always waits for the next name.

Every trail you follow began as
someone’s idea, someone’s risk,
someone’s obsession carved into the
carth.

The mountain remembers all of us,

W A reader on the strange occurances, effects,

feelings, history, and pieces of advice about

hiking in the White Mountains With an emphasis on the
forty-eight four-thousand footers, myths,
and danger that come with them.

The railway was built in 1869, a true feat of engineering and
audacity. Imagine the arrogance of looking at a mountain
famous for killing people and thinking: What if we put a steam
train up it? Imagine the psychology of democratizing danger, a
real big screaming engine with hundreds of stars and stripes
hauling strangers into weather that has ended expeditions.
Humans do not want merely to climb they all want dominion,
proof that conquest can be made convenient.

glal. ltSo

As a new hiker,

Hikers stand near the summit and watch the tourists step off
the train, blinking into the wind like newborn animals. They take
little photos at the summit sign, extending lines as long as a Six
Flags ride, while rangers drag rescue sleds into fog. The two
worlds are layered on the same ridge: those who eamed the
summit with sweat and blood, and those who bought a ticket.

n followed, documenting plants,
image of New Hampshire's spine; Allen

Chamberlain shaping the AMC in the
long before it was fashionable. Elizabeth

Yates, chronicling the Whites with
Observatory, turning weather itself into

the Northeast and proving self-reliance
a lifelong study.

is its own quiet summit. Walter Oakes

Then came the cartographers and
caretakers: Franklin Leavitt with his
eccentric, hand-drawn maps; Phillip
early 1900s, arguing for conservation
pioneering women’s mountaineering in
founding the Mount Washington

Carrigain sketching the first formal
tender precision. Miriam Underhill,

Neither group is wrong. Both are absurd and miraculous. The
mountain is indifferent, hungry as the world has always been. |
felt the smallest pang of envy watching the train leave the
station. But | knew how the list felt. The list wants you to walk,
to suffer, to endure. But the mountain doesn't care how you
arrive.

n in 1642, guided by Indigenous knowledge

n Jossely
winds, distances, rivers proto-trail guides written centuries before REI

existed. These early climbers weren’t bagging peaks. They were trying

to
to understand a world that didn’t belong to them.

oh
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Only that you respect it.

!
'
Darby Field, an Irish-American from Exeter, made the first recorded

ascent of Mount Washin
and warned not to go. |

n in 1876,

y Edward %lharles

achian Mountain Club be
Pickering and a small band of scientists who

mapped trails, built huts, published guides, laying

down the first skeletal grid that generations of
been framed, in some way, by their early devotion.

believed the White Mountains weren’t just scenery,
hikers would flesh out with footsteps. Their work
wasn’t about completion but instead was about
understanding a landscape vast enough to make
you small. Every summit you stand on now has

but a laboratory, a sanctuary, a place worth
knowing deeply beyond the Crawfords. They

dreamed into existence b
Edward Charles Pickering,
co-founder and first president of
the Appalachian Mountain Club.

The Appal

We stand on the shoulders of
Figures
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it looks like, well, more trail only as soon
completely collapscs. Right beneath your

but has not been packed fully. On the trail
as you put your foot on it. The snow

Winter hiking is no joke. It’s also nothing

like hiking in any other month. People
This is when the snow has fallen and set

different. To illustrate this, there exists a
seasonal obstacle known as the posthole.

often do not treat it as such but it is

Posthole

w Hampshire ;
: 5 Rt R In 1855, 23-year-old Lizzie Bourne climbed Mount Washington with her family hoping to

watch sunrise from the summit’s Tip-Top House. Instead, as a fierce storm descended, they
found themselves stranded just a few hundred feet from shelter a cruel miscalculation that
cost Lizzie her life. That small tragedy left an imprint: a modest memorial at the spot
where she died, stones piled and a sign in memory of the hiker who underestimated the
mountain with the wcu!i'd’s worst weather.

Nearly 170 years later, the fragments of memory shape the newest proposal for the
mountain: Lizzie’s Station. The idea is to build a small lodging or rail-car station roughly
800 feet below the summit, operated by Mount Washington Cog Railway, to house anut
70 overnight guests during climbing season.

The project is named for Lizzie Bourne, perhaps as a gesture of remembrance, or perhaps as an attempt to anchor modern
tourism in the mountain’s tragic legacy and mythos. The proposal is a provocation. It asks: do we respect Mount Washington’s
ghosts and mysticism by building comfort for the living
or do we risk erasing what made the mountain

sacred in the first place? The plan would
bring infrastructure (water lines,
waste systems, seasonal lodging)
into fragile alpine ecology.

For those who come to the Whites
with a list to finish, summit selfies,
and giftshopping, it might seem
like progress. But for those
who come seeking some-
thing raw, something
$2355 ke ¥ ™ : 6 i g dangerous, the idea of

8 e i 3 i ooy ; POLE el ) G e VAR vicih Lizzie's Station feels
S ¥ Wildcat D ° : . LY Y ] ; like a final footnote

)' CH . g

] : A e (R S RN ‘ one more mark of
B AT R G R AP S e LAy o7 S kS RS ) yarge human imposition
L ; : : ; R0 : on a landscape
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Staged. There’s no better word to describe it. Little ruptures in
the grind of miles and switchbacks where this big world
suddenly tilts toward the miraculous. The gray jay is one of
When a gray jay lands near you, it’'s them, a staged moment. They arrive without warning, and

not begging. It’s testing. It's asking  they between spruces like wayward thoughts. They’re all

- i === a question older than trail markers: silence and soft weight, and ou don’t see them at first. Instead
Do you understand where you are? you feel them, a presence hovering just behind your shoulder,
150y

studying you with an intelligence that borders on unsettling.
They are not afraid. They’ve seen your kind before. Woodland
tourists staggering toward summits with salt-crusted cheeks
and half-frozen water bottles rattling like icons.

So you unzip your pack, pull out a crust of GORP-fused granola
or a handful of peanuts and raisins, and you hold your palm out
into the cold air like an offering. A mountain peace offering.
What could happen?

And then it happens... the impossible weight of a
wild bird stepping onto your hand. For a few
seconds you are no longer just a hiker counting
peaks but instead a temporary extension of the
forest’s logic. Its tiny liiiitle claws press onto your
skin with the gentleness of a forgotten memory, its
feathers are warmer than you thought a creature
could be at this altitude. It looks at you directly in the
eyes with the steady calm of something that has
survived countless winters by simply trusting the
right strangers.

When the jay takes food from your palm, it is a kind
of living proof that the world is not indifferent to you.
It acknowledges you, just briefly, in a language older
than completion, older than lists, older than any
attempt to pin a mountain into meaning. In that
moment, your entire obsession with the 48, the grid,
the checkmarks, the sweat of accomplishment, feels
embarrassingly small. The bird knows nothing of
your progress and cares even less. It sees you only
as warmth, as movement, as necessity.
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But there is also something deeper, something
spiritual: the gray jay chooses you. Out of the entire
dead forest and the entire indifferent sky, this wild,
clever thing steps toward you. You feel the truth of it
in your hands... that you are not separate from the
mountain, not a conqueror of it, but a participant in
its strange communion.
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WATERVILLE VALLEY

And the moment it lifts off—light as a thought
disappearing—you feel a small grief. Because for a
breath or two, you were part of the landscape. And
now you're just you again, stumbling up another
slope, chasing another summit, belonging to
nothing but the list.

But you carry that feeling with you. A bird once
landed on your hand.

If that isn’t living proof,

what 1s?

feel like

you
isney princess

Don’t let anyone tell you
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How you’re meant to hike

GORP is the one true sacrement of the mountains. Not the summits, not the maps, not the
neat little checkboxes you claw toward... NO! Instead it's the fistful of raisins and peanuts
you eat with shaking hands somewhere between exhaustion and revelation. Yes GORP!

GOOD OLD RAISINS AND PEANUTS!

There’s a moment on every hike, usually when the trail turns cruel, when you unzip
the pack and let the plastic crinkle open. My favorite brand is Kar's, a detroit classic. Yes,
Good Old Raisins and Peanuts, the name itself feels like an old grandmaster hiker with a
velvety voice invented it. Older than switchbacks and cairns and the colonial urge to
number peaks. GORP is fuel, yes, but it’s also a ceremony: the salt stinging your lips, the
sweetness hacking through your fatigue, the chocolate chips melting into a blessing on
your tongue. You don’t eat GORP! No! You become temporarily resurrected by it!

It is the promise that your legs will keep moving, that the list will bend to your will for one
more mile. And in that small, shaking handful, in that gritty, improvised communion, you
remember why you’re here: to be sustained, to be humbled, to be made whole by the
simplest food that the mountains themselves allow you.
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