














In which the New York Reverends Harry P. Nichols In which the New York Reverends Harry P. Nichols 
and William R. Richards, both White Mountain 
hikers since 1878, tell matching mountain hikers since 1878, tell matching mountain 
stories (from the Appalachian Mountain Club 
Bulletin, June 1930). By Harry P. Nichols.

ñWillôs ý rst story was on the Pemigewasset 
wilderness taken from west to east; my own 
match was on that wilderness taken from south 
to north. We entered, as Will related, at the 
west from an old remote New England farmhouse 
where the prosperous lumber town of Lincoln now 
stands. We had driven thither through Sandwich 
Notch with a team; the route is laborious enough 
in an automobile, as I found in this last 
summer, 1929. I have to this very day on the 
sole of my right foot a dead spot caused by a 
leap from that buggy upon an unyielding ledge 
in the Year of Grace 1878. We prevailed on the 
old farmer to go in with us - scarce anyone 
knew that wilderness then, - and with him we 
discovered the East Branch, the North Fork, 
Carrigain Brook, the camping spot where Shoal 
Pond Brook comes in, and Carrigain Notch between 
Vose Spur and Mt. Lowell (names even yet to be 
mentioned with bated breath); and we came out to 
Livermore, another lumber village of ñsainted 
memory.ò

ñThere followed my ý rst story, on the 
Pemigewasset wilderness from south to north. 
We entered at Waterville and came out at Twin 
Mountain. Vivid in detailed memory are the 
experiences of that trip in 1885. Waterville, 

of mountain climbers - among them the late 
President Hadley of Yale, who to all his other 
interests added a great love of mountains. He 
started with us toward Carrigain, and on a steep 
climb talked higher mathematics incessantly while 
I plodded up in silence. Driven to desperation 
I cried out, ñDr. Hadley, you must be possessed 
of two windbags, one for climbing and one for 
arguing!ò To which, with his wonted and charming 
blandness, he assented. Our outý t - food, 
blankets, personals - was divided into packs of 
forty pounds each. One of the party, a person 
from Augusta, carried so much change of raiment 
that he could shoulder none of the common stock. 
Penalty overtook him: he was half drowned in 
Carrigain Book; and his drying garments, hung on 
a line before the campý re, were swept at midnight 
by a remorseless Nemesis - Willôs brother - into 
the ashes. When we arrived the fourth day at 
the luxury of the Twin Mountain House, whither 
our bags had preceded us by express, his was 
not there: in a ý t of absent-mindedness he had 
sent it back to Augusta. Nemesis dogged him to 
Hartford, where he was forced to hire a suit of 
clothes in which to preach the next Sunday.ò

with its some thirty inhabitants (each voter 
holding a half-dozen town ofý ces), ý fteen miles 

(more of the Reverendsô mountain stories to 
follow in future issues of NE Nordic News!)










