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  IAT/SIA Trail Journal 2009      5/7-7/26 2009 
  
A note to hikers. If you don't have the time or inclination to read the entire journal, most of the 
essential information is summarized in the appendices at the end.  
 
Pre-Hike Preparations 
The International Appalachian Trail/Sentier international des Appalaches 
(http://www.internationalat.org) is commonly referred to in the U.S. as the IAT or IAT/SIA and in 
Quebec as the SIA or SIA/IAT. For the sake of simplicity and I since I'm a member of the 
Maine Chapter of the IAT organization (http://www.internationalatmaine.org/pages/index), I'll 
follow Maine's convention of using IAT/SIA throughout this journal. An important fact about the 
IAT/SIA is that as a new trail it is still a work in progress, with ongoing extensions and trail 
relocations. It is advisable to check with a knowledgeable person, like Dick Anderson in Maine 
or Eric Choinard in Quebec, for the latest trail information as a part of planning for your hike. 
Contact information can be found on the IAT/SIA website (http://www.internationalat.org) at the 
Maine and Quebec pages. 
 
In September 2008 my dear wife Mary and I were camped at Abol Bridge Campground so that 
I could climb Mt. Katahdin to take better souvenir photos than those I had taken when ñMike 
the Hikeò and I summited Katahdin on Labor Day Weekend in 2007. We went to a trail festival 
in Millinocket, and Mary noticed that one of the display tables had IAT/SIA info. I went over to 
get some maps and met Dick Anderson, the founder of the IAT/SIA.  Dick gave me maps and 
brochures about the trail, and his enthusiasm made the trail seem like an interesting thing to 
do.  
 
In January 2009 when I began planning my IAT/SIA hike, my niece Maribil's wedding in Texas 
on August 15 meant that I would need to make an early start to allow plenty of time to go from 
Katahdin to Cap Gaspé and still make the wedding so I decided to not even try to include the 
new Newfoundland section.  Baxter State Park (hereinafter referred to as BSP) 
(http://www.baxterstateparkauthority.com/)  would be open for overnight camping on May 15 
but Mt. Katahdin wouldn't be open until June 1 or later after the snow pack had melted.  I 
decided to go ahead and start at BSP as soon as it opened in the hope that I might be able to 
do a quick early summit of Katahdin as is sometimes the case for southbound A.T. hikers. If 
not, I would finish by summiting Katahdin on my way back to Boston from Cap Gaspé. I also 
thought it would be a good idea to attend the annual meeting of the IAT/SIA Maine Chapter on 
May 14-16 at Shin Pond Village Campground  (see Appendix 5) which is near the north 
entrance to BSP at Matagammon Gate. I decided to start around May 5 in Houlton, Maine, 
hike south to Shin Pond Village, and then spend the days before May 14 in checking out my 
gear for possible modifications and hiking to the Matagammon Gate. The final day of the 
Chapter meeting would include a trail opening ceremony for a newly completed trail from the 
east side of BSP near Katahdin Lake Wilderness Camps (see Appendix 5) 
to near Matagammon Gate on the north side. That way I could hitch a ride to the trail opening 
ceremony and then spend the night at the Matagammon Wilderness Campground  (see 
Appendix 5) 1.5 miles from Matagammon Gate, to have plenty of time to be at the Roaring 
Brook Campground at the base of Mt. Katahdin on May 19. 

http://www.internationalat.org/Pages/index
http://www.internationalatmaine.org/pages/index
http://www.internationalat.org/
http://www.baxterstateparkauthority.com/
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In February, I applied for a new U.S. passport, joined the Maine Chapter of the IAT/SIA, 
ordered the complete set of books and maps from the IAT/SIA website at 
http://www.internationalat.org/Pages/index . The IAT/SIA website also had references to 
Budder Ball's and Zokwakii's online journal of their 2003 IAT/SIA hike from Katahdin to Cap 
Gaspé and M.J. Eberhart's (Nimblewill Nomad) book, Ten Million Steps, on his 1998 hike from 
Key West to Cap Gaspé. Budder Ball's and Zokwakii's journal could be downloaded as a PDF 
file and was helpful with relatively current and practical hiker's information on trail conditions 
and rest stops. They started their hike from Katahdin in late June and finished at Cap Gaspé in 
August .  They had a good time renting a canoe from Arpin Canoe 
(http://www.canoerestigouche.ca/) for the Restigouche River section despite capsizing at a 
rapids. I also bought a copy of Nimblewill Nomad's Ten Million Steps which has, in my opinion, 
a lot of purple prose but there's also some useful hiker information. I called BSP and made 
campsite reservations for South Pond on May 17, Russel Pond on May 18, and Roaring Brook 
on May 19. I also ordered a DeLorme BSP trail map and a bright green BSP souvenir ball cap 
with a moose logo. Very stylish. 
 
In March I signed up for the 3-day annual Maine Chapter meeting at Shin Pond on 5/14 
through 5/16. I also called the Quebec IAT/SIA Chapter and spoke to Eric Choinard, the 
Director and Secretary, who was friendly, helpful and bilingual. The main point was that the 
hiking season in Quebec is dormant until June and the IAT/SIA doesn't decide on the June trail 
opening date until mid-May. Eric was able to change the IAT/SIA passport purchase rules so 
that hikers could buy the passport for the Matapédia Valley, Matane Wildlife Reserve, Upper 
Gaspé, and Gaspé Coast sections together with the access permit for the Gaspésie National 
Park ( http://www.sepaq.com/pq/gas/index.dot?language_id=1). The passport costs $355 and 
has the great advantage of allowing you to stay at all refuges (4-walled shelters with windows, 
doors, bunk beds, a dining table, and a wood stove) and campsites without having to make 
reservations for a specific date from the Matapédia Valley through the Gaspésie Coast 
sections. Normally anyone staying at a refuge or campsite is supposed to make an advance 
reservation and pay a fee for each site. You can probably expect to have your documentation 
checked at the ñJohnò Gate entrance to the Matane Reserve and at popular refuges and 
campgrounds in Gaspésie Park where the park rangers make daily visits. The purchase of an 
access permit for Forillon Park (http://www.pc.gc.ca/eng/pn-np/qc/forillon/index.aspx)  
is also required but that can be easily done when leaving via the main entrance gate if you 
enter as I did from the south where there is just the trail without an entrance gate. I checked 
out public transportation for getting on and off the trail in Maine and Quebec. Greyhound and 
Cyr bus lines would work for getting from my home in Boston to Houlton and the Orléans and 
Acadian bus lines would work for getting from Cap Gaspé to St. John in New Brunswick for a 
Greyhound to Maine.  
 
I tried to prepare for communicating in French in Quebec with a basic French primer and a 
French-English dictionary. I also had some French audio lessons on my small MP3 player but 
I didn't spend as much time on the books or the audio lessons as later I wished I had. 
 
I sent my A.T. wounded and split-soled Merrel boots to Rocky Mountain Resole 

http://www.internationalat.org/Pages/index
http://www.canoerestigouche.ca/
http://www.sepaq.com/pq/gas/index.dot?language_id=1
http://www.pc.gc.ca/eng/pn-np/qc/forillon/index.aspx
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(http://www.rmresole.com/) for repair and toe box widening; and ordered an official Hennessy 
hammock cold weather insulation pad and rain fly from (http://hennessyhammock.com/new-
products.html) 
 
 Mary was concerned about the isolation of the Matane Wildlife Reserve in Quebec  so she 
bought a SPOT (Satellite Personal Tracker) (http://www.findmespot.com/en/) gizmo for daily 
location tracking and possible emergency use. Once you establish an internet account and 
create a list of transmittal recipients you can activate the SPOT to connect with GPS satellites 
and automatically transmit your location on a continuous or periodic basis.  I only activated it 
each night and morning to send daily location messages to a few friends and Earl Raymond 
(the Maine Chapter's primary cartographer). In case of disaster, I could have also activated a 
911 rescue call.  It worked easily and reliably throughout my hike except in a few cases where 
dense fog or cloud cover blocked the GPS satellite connection. 
 
I was concerned about the possibility of cold nights in May in Maine and chilly altitudes in 
Quebec since I dislike cold weather and try to avoid sleeping in temperatures below freezing. 
But I still wanted to use my Hennessy hammock for its light weight and comfortable sleeping. 
The official Hennessy cold weather insulation pad didn't look warm enough to me so I ordered 
a thick yellow foam pad from Mountain Equipment Co-Op, (http://www.mec.ca/Main/home.jsp). 
Mary then created an internal hammock cold weather sleep pad by stitching together the 
Hennessy cold weather insulation pad and yellow foam pad within a sleeve made from an 
AutoZone survival blanket and velcroing the sleeve inside the hammock. The hammock with 
sleep pad weighed about 4 lbs which was OK but it was also pretty bulky which wasn't so 
good. When rolled up it had to be carried outside the backpack in a brown stuff sack so Mary 
also sewed together a large yellow backpack rain cover and a large green backpack rain cover 
to make an extra large rain cover with slots for a hip belt to cover both the backpack and the 
hammock. This resulted in a huge weird looking backpack but it still wasn't especially heavy. 
The total weight of the loaded pack with food but no water was 39.9 pounds. 
 
A note on food. For the sake of simplicity and minimum pack weight, I'm a cold camper who 
makes no fires.  All my provisions require no cooking and are mostly either dried or instant 
enough to be edible with cold water or a  kind of  homemade trail mix. Hence, I tend to take 
full advantage whenever I'm somewhere that a non-trail meal is available. 
 
A note on travel time. I've included the actual time to the nearest half hour that it took me each 
day to go from my starting point to my destination. My travel time is slower than most but the 
intent is be of some help to other hikers when planning their trip since the trail conditions vary 
quite a bit from road walks to thickly overgrown paths where the trail signs are not always 
easily visible. The daily travel time includes all stops, meal breaks, chats with people, and time 
spent looking for a lost blaze from the time I hoisted my pack in the morning to when it was on 
the ground at the end of the day's hike. I usually hike at about 2 mph and prefer to enjoy the 
journey as I go. My main concerns are safety, fun, and comfort.  Please see the attached time 
and distance table in Appendix 1 for a daily summary. 
 
A note on currency denominations. Rather than distinguish between U.S. dollar amounts and 

http://www.rmresole.com/
http://hennessyhammock.com/new-products.html
http://hennessyhammock.com/new-products.html
http://www.findmespot.com/en/
http://www.mec.ca/Main/home.jsp
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Canadian dollar amounts, I have recorded all costs in the dollar amount that pertained to the 
location where the cost was incurred. For example, the cost of a hamburger is recorded as $4 
if that was the cost in the U.S. and also $4 if that was the cost in Canada. 
 
Tuesday May 5, 2009 Boston 
 The Companion Hiking Guide to the IAT/SIA said that IAT/SIA members George and Gina 
Clark were owners of a B&B near Smyrna Mills which turned out to be the Yellow House B&B, 
270 Ridge Road, Oakfield, ME 04763, tel 207-757-8797 (see Appendix 5). I called Gina and 
made a reservation for a reservation on May 7 and I also made a reservation for May 6 at the 
Shiretown Motor Inn in Houlton (see Appendix 5). The Shiretown Motor Inn is on Highway 1 
across from the Big Stop truck stop where the Cyr bus stops in Houlton.  I learned later that 
there are two IAT/SIA shelters on the trail between Houlton and Rte 11 on the way to Shin 
Pond Village. I also learned that many hikers who are looking for a shower and/or a good meal 
stay at the Brookside Inn Motel and Restaurant on the road  between Houlton and Smyrna 
Mills (see Appendix 5).  
 
Wednesday, May 6, 2009  
Destination:   Shiretown Motor Inn, Houlton, ME.  
Starting Location: Boston, MA  
Travel time: 0 hrs     Today's miles/km: 0 Trip miles/km: 0 
Departed Boston 1200   Arrived Houlton 2100. 
I caught the 1200 Greyhound bus to Bangor for a connection with the 1800 Cyr bus to 
Houlton.  I got off the bus at the Big Stop truck stop and diner and bought two cold sandwiches 
and a bag of potato chips to go with a bottle of Berringer Pinot donated by the bus driver who 
had confiscated it from a homeless alcoholic who bugged the driver once too often. The final 
straw came when the homeless man came up behind the driver to ask him one more time how 
much further it was to Presque Isle and startled the driver so badly that the bus swerved. After 
putting the homeless man off the bus at the next stop, the driver explained that a friend and 
fellow bus driver was killed by a psycho passenger who came up behind him while driving and 
cut his throat. I had a motel room supper while watching the Red Sox lose 9 to 2 to the 
Cleveland Indians and doing a final check of the backpack for an early morning departure. 
Philosophical reflection ï  long solo hikes bring the curious joy of simplicity and escape from 
the chatter of life with other humans. 
 
Thursday, May 7, 2009 
Destination:  P.O., Smyrna Mills, ME 
Starting Location: Shiretown Motor Inn, Houlton, ME 
Travel time: 10 hrs    Today's miles/km: 16/25.9 Trip miles/km: 16/25.9 
Left Shiretown Motor Inn 0715.   Arrived Smyrna Mills 1730. 
I had a hearty breakfast at the counter of the Big Stop Diner and headed out the door to a day 
of drizzling rain with the temperature at 46 F. I had an uncomfortable slog along the two lane 
asphalt Ludlow Road in the drizzle. The bulky hammock and foam pad bedroll strapped 
outside on the back of the pack generated way too much swaying leverage even though it 
weighed only 4 lbs. It was slow going with frequent breaks to avoid back muscle strain. I could 
feel some definite stress in my lower back muscles although I usually feel no stress at all with 
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a heavier but better balanced backpack. Walking on the edge of the road with an unbalanced 
pack also put extra pressure on the side of my left foot because by evening the left little toe 
nail was bloody. It eventually turned black and fell off after a couple of weeks. Too late I 
wished I had done a 5-mile test hike with a complete load before leaving home. I reached the 
end of Ludlow Road and made the left turn to Rte 2 at 1515. 10 miles in 8 hours was much too 
slow even for me. I reached the Brookside Restaurant/Motel at 1600 and had a very good 
shrimp salad and blueberry pie late lunch.  I returned to Rte 2 and soon reached a sign that 
said 6 miles to Smyrna Mills. I didn't have clear directions to the Yellow House B&B and 
couldn't find any more info at the Brookside.  At my slow hike rate of about 1 mph it would be 
2300 before reaching the Smyrna Mills PO from where I had decided to mail back as much 
weight as possible including a portion of the yellow foam pad.  So I was in a quandary. But 
then a grizzled Trail Angel with a very messy 1980's 4-door Chrysler sedan pulled up across 
the road from me (I was walking on the left as usual to face traffic) and asked ñWould you like 
a ride?ò I said, ñSure would.ò He wound up taking me to first to the Smyrna Mills PO where all 
roadside businesses were closed with no pay phone in sight and with no signal for my cell 
phone then to the Oakfield PO where there was a gas station with a pay phone so if unable to 
reach Gina I could sling my hammock among the trees in back and mail my stuff back in the 
morning. I offered $5 to pay for gas. It was politely declined but I managed to slip a $5 bill 
beneath a sandwich on the front seat when I got out of the car. On the 2nd try, I reached Gina 
on her cell phone and she picked me up at 1800 and then to the Yellow House for a really 
good supper with rhubarb/strawberry pie for dessert.  
 
Friday, May 8, 2009 
Destination:  Stealth campsite site on a logging road to the west of Route 11 and one-
quarter mile south of Town Line Road  
Starting Location: P.O. Smyrna Mills 
Travel time: 9 hrs       Today's miles/km: 12/19.4 Trip miles/km: 28/45.4 
Left Smyrna Mills P.O. 0930 Arrived Stealth Campsite on logging road west of Rte 11 1830  
After breakfast, Gina kindly gave me a lift to the Smyrna Mills P.O. to mail back home some 
non-essentials to reduce pack weight.  The Smyrna Mills postmaster is Tim who keeps a 
IAT/SIA trail register which I signed as the first entry for the 2009 hiking season. Tim gave 
some helpful advice regarding BSP and a possible stealth camping site on the road for the 
night near Rte 11 on Owslboro Rd in a spruce grove under BSP management. He also 
cautioned that there had been reports of rabid foxes lately. There was little traffic and only mild 
roller coaster hills on Town Line Road between Smyrna Mills and Route 11 but it was still slow 
going with the bulky pack. I followed a logging road west from Rte 11 for about ¼ mile and 
slung the hammock. I ate one-half of the day's portion of instant rice and trail mix and slept 
warm with the fleece pullover and multiple layers of underwear and extra hiking pants and 
shirt.  I got up at 0430 and at first heard and then saw a male grouse drumming on a log just 
as he finished up the last fast beats of his wings. Memories of things like that are the best part 
of backpacking.  
 
Saturday, May 9, 2009 
Destination:  Shin Pond Campground 
Starting Location: Stealth site on a logging road to the west of Route 11 and one-quarter mile 
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south of Town Line Rd 
Travel time: 8 hrs     Today's miles/km: 14/22.4 Trip miles/km: 37.0/59.2 
Left Stealth Campsite 0715.   Arrived Shin Pond 1500. 
I walked about 5 miles on Route 11 to the IAT/SIA blaze at Owlsboro Road, went west to the 
intersection of Route 59  and then north to the Wilderness Variety Store and Weeze's Snack 
Bar next to the Shin Pond Bridge at Shin Pond Village. The snack bar had a good grill and I 
had  a cheeseburger with onions only (that was the burger-with-vegetable option), large fries, 
and three cups of black coffee with homemade coconut, pineapple, and cream cheese cake 
with white frosting. Other customers came in for coffee or a meal or a fishing license. Several 
had heard reports of a hiker on the trail and all wished me good luck with my thru-hike.  While 
chatting with K., the cook, she said he reason why the IAT was only a road-walk in Maine was 
because the local owners and timber companies didn't want to give access rights for a hiking 
trail for fear of what happened to the owners along the Appalachian Trail when sections of 
their land were taken by the government for the Appalachian Trail National Park. I 
commiserated and told a story of Cumberland Gap, about the farmer who didn't mind the trail 
going through his land but didn't think it right for the government to take possession of land 
that had been in his family for three generations.  After lunch, I crossed the bridge to check in 
early at the campground for the IAT/SIA meeting.  Unfortunately, it was still closed for the 
season and wouldn't open until May 14, the day before the conference. But fortunately Terry 
Hill and her husband,  the campground owners, welcomed me stay the night and to use the 
rest room and shower before I left in the morning to walk about for a few days to test my 
hammock rig in chilly nights. I enjoyed a long hot shower and slept warm and dry with the 
MEC yellow foam pad and the Hennessy waffle pad.  Light rain began in the night. 
 
Sunday, May 10, 2009 
Destination:  Sebois River Campsite  
Starting Location: Shin Pond Village Campground 
Travel time: 3 hrs    Today's miles/km: 6.0/9.6 Trip miles/km: 43.0/68.8 
Left Shin Pond Village Campground 1130  Arrived Sebois River Campsite 1430 
When I awoke there was a slight rain that continued off and on throughout the morning. I 
separated out the non-essential items for the next 3 days and wrapped them in a black trash 
bag which I stashed under some trees and brush in back of the campsite  In the trash bag I 
included the yellow foam pad and the Hennessy waffle pad to try hammock sleeping with only 
the Auto Zone survival blanket. Big Mistake. Darn survival blanket wadded up like a tinfoil 
chewing gum wrapper so there was zero insulation outside the wad. When I tried to flatten it 
out at night, it wadded up again as soon as I turned over in sleep.  At the Sebois River I slung 
my hammock about 20 yards east of the river and I started to write in my journal but fell asleep 
immediately around 1700. I woke up after dark to put on extra clothes but still slept cold.  The 
survival blanket with no insulation was not a good idea. 
 
Monday, May 11, 2009 
Destination:  Matagammon Wilderness Campground 
Starting Location: Sebois River campsite 
Travel time: 3 hrs     Today's miles/km: 8.0/12.8  Trip miles/km: 51.0/81.6 
Left Sebois River campsite 0900  Arrived Matagammon Wilderness Campground 1200  
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The temperature was below freezing during the night and my hands were stiff and cold in the 
morning. I was up with the dawn and stumped about awhile to get the circulation going. I took 
a photo of 2 ducks on the river on my on way out: the ducks were black or dark green on their 
and bright white on their underside.  As soon as I arrived at the Matagammon Wilderness 
Campground, I enjoyed a really good deluxe cheeseburger with lettuce, tomato, pickles, 
onions, and mustard, large fries,  two big homemade chocolate chip cookies and coffee.  
Everything was well prepared by the sturdy blonde teenage daughter of the owners. I got a 
campsite for $20, and two GI can openers for $2 which were completely useless as they bent 
when trying to open any sort of can whatsoever.  I slung my hammock  and then walked the 
mile and a half to the BSP Matagammon Gate. Nobody was at the gate but BSP appeared to 
be open for day use. I suddenly felt a real feeling of relaxation and a jet of joy when I walked 
off the paved road and onto the dirt park road along the edge of the lake which is designated 
for people and not vehicles. I do not like either highway walks or paved road walks which have 
no comfort for either human or beast. Back at the campground,  I walked along an access 
road with cabins and trailer sites by the river in the late afternoon and watched buzzards flying 
in to roost in a tall leafless tree about a hundred yards away and overlooking my campsite. I 
couldn't help but seem them as big black spooky birds that were omens of disease and death 
despite their useful function. I spent a chilly night again (felt like about 38 degrees) but not as 
bad as Sunday night. 
 
Tuesday, May 12, 2009 
Destination:   Shin Falls stealth Campsite  
Starting Location: Matagammon Wilderness Campground 
Travel time: 6 hrs    Today's miles/km: 9 .0/14.4 Trip miles/km: 60.0/96.0 
Left Matagammon Wilderness Campground 0900.  Arrived Shin Falls 1500. 
After a couple of ham and egg breakfast sandwiches, more cookies, and coffee for breakfast I 
started back  for two nights at Shin Falls while waiting for the Shin Pond Campground to open 
on the 14th.  Just before I reached the Sebois River, Terry and a friend stopped in Terry's 
pickup to say hello and to make sure that I knew that the Shin Fall Campground would be 
open on Thursday the 14th for the IAT meeting. Terry was afraid that I had thought that the 
campground would be open on Tuesday and just wanted to make sure that I knew that it was 
Thursday.  People do take a polite and friendly interest in hikers on the road.  When I reached 
Shin Falls I first looked for a campsite near the falls but the trail was very steep near the 
stream and I didn't see a good campsite on any nearby trails. I settled on a campsite away 
from the stream and with a slight elevation near an open space and a breeze to minimize the 
black flies. It was early to bed with a chill in the air but I was still using only the Autozone tarp 
with the hammock. 
 
Wednesday, May 13, 2009 Zero Day 
Destination:   Shin Falls Stealth Campsite   
Starting Location: Shin Falls Stealth Campsite  
Travel time:  0 hrs    Day's miles/km: 0/0  Trip miles/km: 60.0/96.0 
I had planned to take a zero day to kill time and save money while waiting for the Shin Pond 
Village campground to open on Thursday. I woke up cold around 0500 and walked into a 
logging area to warm up a bit while waiting for the sun to rise around 0700.  At the dead end of 
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a logging road, there was a green wooden ladder about 30 feet high with a small wooden 
platform on top. I later learned that it was a bear hunting platform.  I  was pretty tired from the 
lack of restful sleep due to the cold nights so took a long nap from 1100 to 1430.  I woke up 
and walked to the Shin Falls proper to take photos of the cascades and the river by the 
afternoon light. Then it was time for supper and so to bed with the Red Sox playing the Angels.  
A very pleasant, relaxing day. 
 
Thursday, May 14, 2009 
Destination:   Shin Pond Campground  
Starting Location: Shin Falls 
Travel time: 2 hrs   Day's miles/km: 5.0/8.0 Trip miles/km: 65.0/104.0 
Left Shin Falls 0700.   Arrived Shin Pond Campground 0900. 
It was pretty chilly when I got up at 0400 but I was looking forward to breakfast and lunch at 
Shin Pond and hit the road as soon as it was light enough to pack up and go. I saw a gray fox 
about 50 yards ahead, sitting at the side of the road looking at me. I stopped and the fox 
began a slow approach toward me. While remembering Postmaster Tim's caution about rabid 
foxes, I figured I could take a photo or two before retreating across the road if need be. But 
while I was retrieving and readying the camera the fox disappeared into the woods. I reached 
Shin Pond Campground around 0900 but it was still closed and nobody was around so I went 
to the Wilderness Variety Store and Weeze's Snack Bar. The establishment is a husband and 
wife operation who share all duties. The wife was doing the cooking that day  and there were 
no other customers so I had pancakes and bacon while we chatted. Life in rural Maine can be 
wonderful for vacationers and retirees but can be a hard scrabble for many folks who are 
happy to land a single full-time job instead of relying on two or more part-time jobs. The 
husband, who is an ex-bush pilot, came in to warn about an approaching storm with high 
winds of up to 60 mph.  Around noon, I went to the Shin Pond Campground office which was 
open but Terry was concerned about my tent site in view of the oncoming storm. She offered a 
bunk bed for $40 in the cabin with Dick Anderson and crew who gave me a very gracious 
welcome. In the afternoon we had a guided tour of the Patten Lumbermen's Museum, 
http://www.lumbermensmuseum.org/.   The highlight was a DVD of a movie documentary of 
how logging was done around 1929. Amazing to see how hard men worked under difficult 
conditions. They all appeared to be wiry, strong, and angular with slablike muscles in their 20's 
to 40's living in log cabin camps during the winter and in spring when the rivers thawed. The 
most dangerous work was clearing log jams on rivers and leaping across floating logs when 
the jams broke up. They had four large meals a day of biscuits, beans, and meat and dried 
their clothes on 'stink poles' in the cabins. We returned to Shin Pond for a supper featuring 
lightly baked fiddle head ferns that Terry had gathered especially for the dinner. I met a hiking 
couple, Laurel and Hardy,  who are also IAT/SIA members.  They hiked the IAT/SIA in 2005 (I 
think that was the year but not positive). Both were low toned talkers and a little vague on 
details so I may well have misunderstood  some of their points.  They did say that the IATSIA 
in Quebec had deep chest high fords (but both were below medium height).  They also said 
resupply in the Matane Reserve Section was difficult and they had to hitchhike on Rte 1 to the 
coastal village of Cap-Chat and then take a $140 shuttle to return to the IAT/SIA. I don't 
remember their saying where they started their hitchhike on Rt 1 but it could have been at 
either Lac Mactane or Le Petit Sault. The IAT/SIA intersects Rt 1 at both places.  

http://www.lumbermensmuseum.org/
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Friday, May 15, 2009 Zero Day for Maine Chapter Annual Meeting 
Destination:   Shin Pond Campground  
Starting Location:  Shin Pond Campground 
Travel time:  0 hrs     Day's miles/km: 0/0 Trip miles/km: 65.0/104.0 
The day consisted of series of speeches and slide presentations including plans for a trip to 
Ireland and Scotland to extend the IAT/SIA to Europe as result of interest generated at a 
recent international geology meeting. There was also a presentation by the Director of Baxter 
State Park who supports the IAT/SIA. In response to my question, he said fording the Turner 
Brook between Russel Pond and Roaring Brook Camp would probably be possible but that 
due to the deep snow pack on Katahdin and a colder than usual spring, Katahdin would not be 
open until June 1. At one point Dick Anderson introduced me as IAT/SIA  thru-hiker and I 
made a short speech describing the use of my SPOT. 
 

  
  Wally and Bill at the Maine IAT/SIA Annual Chapter Meeting  
 
Saturday, May 16, 2009  Zero Day for Maine Chapter Annual Meeting 
Destination:  Matagammon Wilderness Campground    
Starting Location: Shin Pond Campground 
Travel time: 0 hrs  Day's miles/km: 0/0   Trip miles/km: 65.0/104.0 
Everyone met for breakfast and one more presentation and then we drove to the trailhead for 
the new trail near the Matagammon Wilderness Gate. There were about ten of us and we held 
a big banner chest high across the entrance. Dick Anderson did a ribbon cutting ceremony to 
christen the trail with a photo-op and then they were gone. Slung my hammock at the 
Matagammon Wilderness Campground and lazed about until time for a hearty hamburger 
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supper and then went to sleep feeling like I would finally begin the real start of my hike in the 
morning. 
 
Sunday, May 17, 2009 
Destination:  Lower South Branch Pond Campground 
Starting Location: Matagammon Wilderness Campground 
Travel time:  5 hrs    Day's miles/km: 8.0/12.8 Trip miles/km: 73.0/116.8 
Left Matagammon Wilderness Campground 0930 Arrived Lower South Branch Pond 
Campground 1430. 
I had a good eggs, bacon and coffee breakfast and then checked in as an IAT/SIA thru-hiker at 
the BSP Matagammon Gate. I had a drizzly road walk practically the whole way and two 
different people stopped their pickups for a friendly chat and general advice about hiking in 
BSP.  When I reached the Lower South Branch Pond campground a very friendly ranger was 
in charge and reassigned me to another better lean-to due to flooding near my original 
reserved spot. I was in my sleeping bag by 1800 for warmth since the evening was chilly (I 
was told by two fishermen the next day at Russell Pond that it had gotten down to 28 degrees 
Fahrenheit) but my yellow foam pad was much better insulation than the Autozone survival 
blanket so that I wasn't especially cold and stiff in the morning. 
 
Monday, May 18, 2009 
Destination:  Russell Pond   
Starting Location: Lower South Branch Pond 
Travel time: 8 hrs     Day's miles/km: 10/16 Trip miles/km: 83.0/132.8 
Left South Branch Pond 0900.    Arrived Russell Pond 1715. 
It was another rainy day with several shallow fords. I had an easy hike along the Pogy Notch 
Trail to the Russell Pond campground. The campground Ranger was not in his office so I 
headed for my reserved lean-to. Two canoe fishermen on the pond but near the shore 
answered my hail and said that the Ranger had gone to Millinocket and would be back in two 
days.  I spent a little less chilly night in the lean-to and was mainly concerned about fording 
Turner Brook which I expected to be running high in the morning. When I made my initial BSP 
campground reservations in February, the reservation clerk explained that the ford between 
Russell Pond Campground and Roaring Brook Campground might be closed to hikers if the 
water was too high due to the spring runoff.  
 
Tuesday, May 19, 2009 
Destination:  Roaring Brook Campground  
Starting Location: Russel Pond Campground 
Travel time: 7 hrs    Day's miles/km: 7/11.2 Trip miles/km: 90/144.0 
Left Russel Pond Campground 0800  Arrived Roaring Brook Campground 1500. 
I got up early and saw the two canoeists again and asked them about fording the stream 
between Russell Pond and Roaring Brook Campground. They said the Ranger had done it the 
day before when he went to Millinocket and that the ford was about chest high. I had noticed 
on the DeLorme BSP trail map another ford further downstream near the junction of the 
Wassaquoit Stream Trail and the Grand Falls Trail and asked about that as an alternate. They 
said that the downstream ford was broader but shallower and easier and some people used 
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that. I chose the shallow ford but the water still appeared to be deep to me so I took off boots, 
socks, and all pants except for my underwear briefs and adjusted the straps to get my 
backpack up as high above the waist as I could but with loose straps to quickly ditch the pack 
in case of trouble.  Fortunately the water level only came up to the bottom of my briefs so 
nothing essential was frozen. I made it to the other side  and then enjoyed an easy walk along 
the Wassaquoit Stream and Russel Pond Trails to the Roaring Brook Campground where I 
arrived at 1500. I decided instead of staying at Roaring Brook according to my reservation and 
getting a shuttle ride to Millinocket in the morning, I would ask the Ranger to see if he could 
the Appalachian Trail Lodge for a shuttle ride that afternoon.  There are no phones in BSP so 
communication is only by radio through the BSP Headquarters. After several tries, the Ranger 
was able to use OnStar on his new pickup to make contact and I got a shuttle to the 
Appalachian Trail Lodge in Millinocket for a very comfortable private room for $35. 
 
Wednesday May 20, 2009 Zero Day 
Destination:  Appalachian Trail Lodge, Millinocket 
Starting Location: Appalachian Trail Lodge, Millinocket 
Travel time:  0 hrs     Day's miles/km: 0/0  Trip miles/km: 90/144.0 
I had a fine breakfast of eggs, bacon, home fries, and pumpkin donuts at the Appalachian Trail 
Cafe which is owned by Paul Renaud (Ole Man) and his wife (Navigator) along with the 
Appalachian Trail Lodge. The cafe is a favorite local spot and has been written up by a noted 
chef as one of the best places to eat in Maine based on the quality of their down home 
cooking. I spent an easy day doing laundry and trying to repair splits in the toe area of my 
comfortable but worn Merrell boots with Gorilla glue. I bought two Agatha Christie paperbacks 
for 50 cents apiece from a religious second hand store and then had steak and Penobscott 
fries (Millinocket's version of poutine) for dinner. Poutine is a true hungry man's meal of 
French fries mixed with shredded cheese (or chunks of fresh cheese for true Quebec poutine 
as I was told more than once) and covered with gravy and perhaps other ingredients 
depending on the cook. It is usually cheap and always filling.  Wikipedia provides further 
details: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poutine .I did some calculating and figured it would be 
cheaper for me to get a $100 shuttle ride from Paul to the Big Stop in Houlton in the morning 
rather than to take a shuttle to Medway for the 1940 Cyr bus to Houlton and another night in a 
motel there.  
 
Thursday, May 21, 2009  
Destination:  Monticello Shelter   
Starting Location:  Big Stop, Houlton 
Travel time:  7 hrs     Day's miles/km: 12/19.2 Trip miles/km: 102/163.2 
Left Big Stop, Houlton 0900.    Arrived Monticello Shelter 1545 
Paul dropped me off at the Big Stop where I got directions to the nearby ñBò Road that 
intersects  ATV trail TS 83 N which parallels Highway 1 north to Mars Hill, Presque Isle, and 
Fort Kent. From the signage on the ATV trail it looked to me like it would be possible to follow 
an ATV/Snowmobile trail from Oakville (and maybe from near Patten) to ATV Trail TS 83 N 
and thus bypass the Smyrna Mills-Houlton paved road walk. It was the first hot day in May 
with a temperature around 90 so I cooled off by soaking my hat in a stream beside trail. I saw 
two hawks in a big stick nest on a power line pole, several Red Winged blackbirds, and a pair 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poutine
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of wood ducks. I walked past a Blue Moose restaurant trail sign (Big Mistake) and continued 
on for about a mile to the Monticello lean-to where I  dumped my pack and went straight back 
to the Blue Moose. I was hot, tired and thirsty. Hard to beat the amazingly wonderful taste of a 
cold Corona in a frosty mug which went well with the  all-you-can-eat fish & chips for $10.  The 
waiter didn't know about Nimblewill Nomad's previous visit  but was pleased that the Blue 
Moose was one of the top restaurants between Quebec and Key West per Nomad.  When I 
got back to the Monticello shelter the ATV's and bikers kept roaring past until well after dark. 
It's a well built shelter but there's a good bit of graffiti and it needs more pegs and large nails 
to hang hiking gear. The privy was in good shape with toilet paper and probably used by 
picnickers at the nearby tables. The black flies were swarming so I slept inside my sleeping 
bag while wearing my bug jacket. Despite the bugs, it was very pleasant to be sleeping warm 
for a change after the previous spell of chilly nights. 
 
Friday, May 22, 2009  
Destination:   Mars Hill, Bear Paw Inn  
Starting Location:  Monticello Shelter  
Travel time: 9 hrs    Day's miles/km: 17/27.2 Trip miles/km: 119/190.4 
Left Monticello Shelter 0545.   Arrived Mars Hill, Bear Paw Inn 1445. 
I made an early start to avoid the black flies and the heat of the day but without a  lot of 
success.  It was another hot day with frequent black fly swarms so I needed the bug head net. 
The REI fly repellant only worked to keep the flies from actually settling and biting on my face, 
neck, and ears but they still got to my wrists and waist when my shirt tail was out.  I escaped 
the heat and bugs by checking into the Bear Paw Inn at Mars Hill (see Appendix 5). The room 
was $50 per night with TV, mosquitoes, and spiders but no phone. I bought Band-Aids, 
hydrocortisone cream and Benadryl for itchy bug bites as well as a subway sandwich and two 
egg & ham breakfast sandwiches at the nearby gas station. I got resupply provisions at a 
grocery store and found a payphone to call the Mars Hill office that supervises the area for the 
ski run and the wind turbines to advise of my crossing on Saturday per the advice in the 
IAT/SIA Hiking Companion Guide Book. The person was a little surprised but accepted my 
info. And again per the IAT/SIA Hiking Companion Guide Book, I called Canadian Border 
Services to let them know I would be hiking the International Border Trail on Saturday and 
would probably cross into Canada at the Perth-Andover Customs Office sometime Sunday 
afternoon.  I talked to a polite but serious customs agent who took down my particulars ï 
name, home address, and date of arrival.  He said they would be expecting me and suggested 
I call the U.S. Customs Office at the Perth-Andover crossing and gave me their number. I 
called, explained my Border Trail itinerary, and the U.S. agent responded with a ñwhoop-dee-
dooò tone in his voice, ñSo, what do you want me to do about it?ò The U.S. Agents seemed 
much less concerned about border hikers leaving the U.S. than the Canadians were about 
those who were entering Canada. To bed by 2100 and great to sleep in a cool, clean, mostly 
bugless room. 
 
Saturday, May 23, 2009  
Destination:   Stealth Campsite, International Border Trail  
Starting Location: Bear Paw Inn, Mars Hill 
Travel time: 13 hrs     Day's miles/km: 15/24 Trip miles/km: 134/214.4 
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Left Bear Paw Inn 0620.   Arrived Stealth Campsite,International Border Trail 1915. 
I reluctantly skipped breakfast to be up and out of Mars Hill by 0620. One mile out of town on 
the Boynton Road, I realized I had left or lost my bug head net but didn't want to lose time by 
back tracking so I pressed on. I saw IAT/SIA blazes at the intersection of a road leading to the 
Mars Hill ski area but no more blazes after that. Past the parking lot, the road split with one 
fork going south and one fork going southeast (probably to the access road to the summit of 
Mars Hill and the line of  wind turbines) but no blazes or signs so I asked a worker for 
directions. He knew of the IAT/SIA on the summit and suggested that I follow a ski trail straight 
up to the summit which I reached near Wind Turbine Tower #24 or #25 and found the trail with 
IAT/SIA blazes to both north and south. I didn't want to waste time looking for the shelter so I 
moved on north. The IAT/SIA trail was brushy with few blazes but many black flies so I 
decided to just follow the wind turbines Access Road across the summit to the East Ridge 
Road and then follow it east to the International Border Trail. The Border Trail turned out to be 
the best hike since Baxter State Park. It's a smooth dirt treadway and a clear wide trail going 
straight North and South. The U.S. custom agents at the River Chute Border Crossing were 
nice enough but didn't have a clue about the condition of the Border Trail except that "You'll 
get your boots wet crossing the river and there's lots of up-and-downies." The beavers had 
taken over a section of the trail about half way between the River Chute Border Crossing and 
the IAT/SIA shelter near Sam Everette Road. There were three problem areas and the first 
was the worst. It was a new active beaver pond with a dam that the beavers were still working 
on. It was fairly large, about 100 yards along the trail, and looked pretty deep: a family of 
Canada geese with their goslings was swimming around when I arrived. I didn't try to ford it 
(being leery of hidden tree stumps, slippery rocks, and deep holes) and it looked too extensive 
to bushwhack around so I worked my way across on the narrow top of the dam itself. The dam 
used a number of young pine trees as vertical braces and my backpack tended to hang up in 
their low branches. An irritated beaver swam toward me as I was crossing its dam but 
fortunately didn't launch an attack. Instead of trespassing on the beaver dam, another way to 
go would be to bushwhack east by sun or compass (into the Canadian side) about a 100 
yards or so and then swing back to the Border Trail. The second beaver pond wasn't much 
further north but was no problem. It was an older pond that was in the process of being 
drained and dried out. It had a larger, more solid dam that could be pretty easily walked on 
most of the way. The third area was about a mile or so further north and was more of a beaver 
bog than a pond but it did cover the trail with water. I bushwhacked about 50 yards west onto 
the U.S. side and then north for maybe 100 yards until reaching a ridge and then east back to 
the trail. Sure was nice that the trail was so dead straight north/south that it was easy to find 
again. A well-made wooden IAT/SIA trail sign in French and English near the Chute River gave 
the distance to Mars Hill as 5 miles and to the Aroostook River as 15 miles. So I kept hoping to 
find the Border Trail IAT/SIA shelter pretty soon but saw no more trail signs. I met a woman on 
her bicycle with a dog before the third beaver area, and she said it was about 3 or 4 miles to 
the lean-to shelter but didn't mention the beaver area. It had taken a fair amount of time to get 
through the beavers' territory so I gave up on finding the shelter before dark and quickly slung 
my hammock at a stealth site. I had a hasty supper amidst attacking bugs and then into my 
hammock with its blessed mosquito netting by 2030. 
 
Sunday, May 24, 2009  
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Destination:  Perth-Andover Motor Inn, Perth-Andover  
Starting Location: Stealth Campsite, International Border Trail 
Travel time: 7 hrs    Day's miles/km: 8.0/12.8 Trip miles/km: 142.0/227.2 
Left Stealth Campsite 0600.    Arrived Perth-Andover Motor Inn 1300. 
I finally found the International Border Shelter trail sign a little north of the granite 1842 
Washington Treaty boundary marker. The shelter was venerable but still in good shape with 
wooden tent platforms. The water source is on the trail about a 3 minute walk south of the 
shelter.  Slightly north of the shelter I looked awhile at a few deer browsing among yellow 
dandelions. Less than 1 mile beyond shelter, the IAT/SIA veers west from the Border Trail and 
follows Sam Everett Road. There are large and clear warning signs to not continue on the 
Border Trail and to stay on the IAT/SIA. I walked along Everett Road with its modest, well kept 
houses and a occasional wave from neighbors until I reached the intersection with Highway 
161 between Fort Fort Fairfield and Perth-Andover. I walked past the U.S. Customs Office on 
my left and two agents came out to gaze with friendly interest at the rare sighting of a hiker. I 
walked into the Canadian Customs Office at 1100 and the same agent that I had talked to on 
the phone on Friday was on duty with a partner. After about 15 minutes of friendly 
conversation (and covert interrogation) including a check of my passport and my previous 
entries into Canada in a database as well as my financial and health insurance status.  During 
our chat about hiking I also showed them my Quebec IAT/SIA Passport with its $355 cost. 
Both agents said they had never seen a backpacker coming across the border before. They 
were friendly and helpful about motels and lodging in Perth-Andover but had no clue about the 
International Border Trail.  Nimblewill Nomad had described slogging through an extensive 
beaver flooded area on the IAT/SIA north of the Perth-Andover Customs office and south of 
the Aroostook River and Dick Anderson had said that it was still there. So I followed Dick's 
advice and road walked straight from the Customs Office to the Perth-Andover Motor Inn  (see 
Appendix 5) for a zero day and two-night stay at the rate of $69 per night. I was relieved to 
learn that my credit and ATM cards worked fine across the border. I dug into a big dinner at 
the upstairs restaurant with the specialty of the house: a Paella combo of shrimp, chicken, 
sausage, rice and sweet peppers along with a carafe of red wine, pumpkin pie, and coffee for 
$40.  After dinner I went 300 meters east on Fort Road to a laundromat at a Shell filling station 
and then was ready for bed. There was another motel across from the Shell 
station/laundromat, the Fort Road Motel, which was about the same price as the Perth-
Andover Motor Inn. It didn't have a restaurant but did have a bar/lounge/pool room favored by 
some locals. Later on I found out that another place to stay in Perth-Andover is Kringle's B&B, 
owned by a friendly Trail Angel whom I met just south of Riley Brook, NB. It's reviewed on the 
web at Trip Advisor (see Appendix 5). 
 
Monday, May 25, 2009Zero Day 
Destination:  Perth-Andover Motor Inn  
Starting Location: Perth-Andover Motor Inn 
Travel time: 0   Day's miles/km: 0/0 Trip miles/km: 142.0/227.2 
I was up and about at 0700.  Like most zero days it turned out to be perfect for hiking: cool, 
cloudy and windy with no bugs. I did a second load of laundry to have a respectably clean 
town outfit and then started a search to replace my lost bug head net. All New Brunswickians 
were friendly and the whole place had an atmosphere of calm with slow driving, slow moving 
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people, like living in the Valium lane when compared to the U.S. side of the border. I met a Mt. 
Carleton Park worker who was interested in the route of the IAT/SIA between Baxter State 
Park and the International Border trail. One customer at a building supply store where I asked 
about a bug net offered a lift across the bridge to Perth where he thought the Good Value 
store might have one. I finally found the last two bug vests (like a jacket with hood for better 
upper body protection) at the Good Value store in Perth for $30. The library was closed so no 
internet but I was able to mail some Maine map notes back to Mary. I had thought of mailing 
back my fleece pullover but the days were rainy and the nights chilly so I kept it and was glad I 
did. I found where the IAT/SIA continued north along an ATV trail beside the St. John River 
from Perth to Plaster Rock. Later I found about 3 PCs connected to the internet at a truck stop 
near the Perth-Andover Motor Inn and logged on to send a note to Mary and a trail conditions 
update note to Earl at the Maine IAT/SIA Chapter. I had plenty of NoName pork and beans 
and potato chips and beer for supper while watching TV. There are some advantages to the 
bachelor life.  Mended some socks, tried to work on French, and to bed by 2300. 
 
Tuesday, May 26, 2009 
Destination:  Stealth Campsite,10 km south of Plaster Rock  
Starting Location:  Perth-Andover Motor Inn 
Travel time: 12 hr     Day's miles/km: 16.2/ 27 Trip miles/km: 158.2/254.2 
Departed Perth-Andover Motor Inn 0700.  Arrived Stealth Campsite 1900.  
I got up at 0430 and breakfasted on sardines and crackers with coffee, more bachelor cuisine. 
The TV forecast the weather to be sunny with a Hi of 14 C and Lo of 1 C then to gradually 
warm thru Friday to a Lo of 6 C with rain Wednesday thru Friday.  I looked forward to the 
arrival of July and the departure of the black flies or so I hoped. I was out the door at 0700 and 
into a cool sunny morning with no flies.  Nimblewill Nomad had spoken of the great 
friendliness of New Brunswickians and I encountered examples every day. A few miles north 
of Perth, where the IAT/SIA follows an old railway bed running between the Tobique River on 
the left and Highway 109 on the right with roadside houses next to the highway. I was hailed 
by a gentleman named G. for a chat. G. was in his 50's, an electrician and with his 18-month 
old grandson cradled in one arm and a young dog held on leash by his other hand. He asked 
if I was hiking the Appalachian Trail and said he sees about 5 or 6 hikers per year; he 
remembered one young woman named ñVogue.ò He had his own patch of fiddlehead ferns in 
the drainage ditch beside the highway and said that fiddleheads are a ñdirtyò plant in that they 
require rinsing to get the sand out but are very good to eat. A few miles further on, I stopped at 
an ATV club picnic table for a break and to take photos of Merganser ducks on the river. An 
ex-Canadian trail maintenance worker riding an ATV stopped to chat. He said a Tobique 
breakfast consisted of trout and fiddlehead ferns; New Brunswick has about six weeks of 
summer and it was a little colder than usual this year; there had been frost the last few days 
and that's why there were so few black flies (not in my opinion); black fly season usually starts 
in June and goes through August; he had worked on the Trans Canada Trail 
[http://www.tctrail.ca/thetrail.php] until he had to retire due to hip problems; one year the repair 
of a 2600 foot wooden bridge was delayed by budget problems; and they finally finished the 
bridge work in November wearing snowmobile suits.  A little farther along a gentleman who 
looked to be in his 80's was cutting grass in his yard while his wife trimmed the flower bushes. 
He stopped work to come over to the trail to say hello. A little farther and I went by three 

http://www.tctrail.ca/thetrail.php
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horses watching me over a fence and took their photo. The unseen lady owner who was 
mucking out the barn across the paddock hollered a cheerful hello. A little farther still and I 
stopped at the small Arthurette general store for a lunch break. The genial gentleman 
manager said 5 or 6 hikers go by every year and some repeat the trail annually. He still 
remembered an 80-year old woman with her daughter going by a few years ago (perhaps it 
was the same A.T. thru-hiker who couldn't quite make it up Katahdin that Terry had mentioned 
back at Shin Pond). I got a hamburger, a sub sandwich, and a large bag of potato chips and 
the manager voluntarily made a fresh pot of coffee. During the day I saw a golden eagle, a 
bald eagle, an osprey, red winged blackbirds, some small yellow birds, two river ducks, two 
blue jays, and some sparrows chasing a raven. I set up a stealth camp beside the trail before 
dark at 1900 and was glad to deal with only mosquitoes without any black flies who are much 
sneakier and more ferocious. 
 
Wednesday May 27, 2009 
Destination:  St. Peter's Sporting Camp, 1 km south of Burnt Land Brook on Rte 385  
Starting Location: Stealth campsite, 10 km south of Plaster Rock  
Travel time: 8 hrs     Day's miles/km: 14.7/24.5  Trip miles/km: 172.9/278.7 
Left Stealth campsite 0800.   Arrived St. Peter's Sporting Camp 1600. 
I got off to a late start while watching a pair of ospreys and two flocks of river ducks swimming 
in the Tobique River. The ducks were very spookable so I couldn't get any good photos. At 
Plaster Rock I stopped at an Irving gas station for info about the best way to get through town 
on the IAT/SIA. Outside the station entrance a middle aged gentleman started to chat and we 
were soon joined by three others. One man was from Riley Brook and another hefty 
gentleman in a comfortable T-shirt was from the Blue Mountain Campground. The hefty 
gentleman and wife had seen me in Perth-Andover and said to each other that they could 
expect me at Blue Mountain in a few days but no one knew of a campground with tent sites 
within a few kilometers north of Plaster Rock  I walked through the old business district of 
Plaster Rock and stopped at a bank's ATM.  An older man going inside held the door for me as 
I entered for the ATM before continuing north on Rte 385. Around 1500 I asked a woman 
walking beside the highway to her home about a possible campsite within the next 2-3 hours.  
She didn't know of a good place but suggested that I just ask at any house. She said that a 
few years ago an 80-year old woman and her daughter had stayed in her back yard. She said 
she sees about 5 or 6 hikers every year (5 or 6 seems to be a remarkably consistent estimate 
of the number of IAT/SIA hikers). Around 1600 I saw a faded sign by the road: ñSt. Peter's 
Sporting Camps ï Cabins for rent.ò  I walked down the driveway toward an older man riding a 
lawn mower and asked if I could spend the night in a cabin for $15 or $20. He said the cabins 
weren't open yet and there was no water but I could stay for $10. He offered me a choice of 
two cabins and said there was plenty of firewood for the cast iron stove to warm up the cabin 
and to take off the winter chill. He also said he had seen me at the bank in Plaster Rock and I 
then belatedly recognized him as the older gentleman who had opened the door for me. He 
said his name was Elden St. Peter; he was 75; his father lived to be 100 and he planned to 
outdo him.  Elden spoke of two other ñhikersò. One was a ñnature manò traveling across the 
border between Fort Fairfield and Presque Isle and here and had traded baseball caps with 
Elden. The nature man got a cap with the St. Peter's Camp logo and Elden got a bright orange 
cap with beautifully embroidered song birds on the bill that he was wearing that day. The 
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second ñhikerò had a small trailer to carry his guitar and spent the night in Elden's house. That 
hiker had a wonderful voice and sang three or four songs including one about men who died in 
a gold mine.  It had been overcast and threatening rain all day which began to fall about 30 
minutes after my arrival. Trail magic is wondrous in all its forms. I started a fire in the wood 
stove and the cabin got warm in a hurry with big temperature swings between sweaty hot and 
chilly cold since I wasn't too adept at controlling the heat. I ate left over potato sticks and a 
ziploc or two of instant oatmeal and had a nap. I had kept dozing off when I stopped for breaks 
earlier in the afternoon and then again when searching for radio stations on my Walkman radio 
after supper.  Around 2100 I found a Red Sox game on the radio and so to bed. 
 
Thursday May 28, 2009 
Destination:  Bear's Lair Hunting Camp, Riley Brook  
Starting Location: St. Peter's Sporting Camp, 1 km south of Burnt Land Brook    
  
Travel time: 8 hrs    Day's miles/km: 16.7/26.72 Trip miles/km: 189.6/305.4 
Left St. Peter's Sporting Camp 0700. Arrived Bear's Lair Hunting Camp1500. 
I had a good restful sleep in the warm dry cabin and was up and gone by 0700.  About 5 
minutes after starting north on Rte 385, I saw a possible stealth campsite among the trees 
around Burnt Land Brook Church. About 20 km south of Riley Brook, I stopped by the side of 
the road for a trail mix break. A small car going north passed by and then turned around. 
Eileen Hansen, another woman and a teenage girl, were going to Mt. Carleton for a day hike. 
Eileen (who is a school principal and the owner of Kringle's B&B in Perth Andover, see 
Appendix 5) is kind ,smart, lively, and likes hikers, bikers, and kayakers. We chatted a bit and 
then as they started to leave Eileen offered to take my backpack in the car to the general store 
in Riley Brook so I could slack pack.  About 20 minutes later an oncoming pickup veered onto 
the shoulder and stopped in front of me. It was a green pickup so I figured a Ranger was 
going to warn me about hitch hiking on the highway. But it was a commercial pickup and the 
driver had a roast beef sub sandwich and a yogurt bar from Eileen who was concerned I didn't 
have enough food. New Brunswickian Trail Angels are something special.  I walked into Riley 
Brook about 1500 and a man mowing his yard called out ñWould you like a cool drink?ò I 
politely declined and continued to the general store where the manager had my pack ready 
and waiting. The Hiking Companion listed a restaurant with rooms (sometimes) where had I 
thought to stay but it had gone out of business. I went back to the Bear's Lair hunting and 
fishing lodge where they had $30 beds in a 4-bunk loft which I was happy to accept but then 
the owner's wife suggested that I might like to stay in an empty cabin for the same price. The 
cabin was fully equipped with three bedrooms, a bathroom, and a kitchen with all appliances 
and cookware for six people. The Bear's Lair is a hospitable family business set up for hunters 
and fishermen (see Appendix 5). The owner's daughter acts as a guide for bear hunters while 
the owner's wife is the motel manager and chief cook. They were serving a limited supper 
menu for hunters based on hamburgers and hot dogs which was fine with me. I had a good 
dinner of a Hot Hamburger (hamburger patty on bread with gravy like an open face steak 
sandwich), a Mama Bear cheeseburger and two bottles of Moosehead beer for $20. I went 
back to the general store to  to resupply andI bought a batch of date turnovers (quite tasty), 
three sub sandwiches, several energy bars, some snack mix, a large bag of potato chips, and 
a 6-pack of Molson beer. While I was enjoying the beer and chips, Eileen stopped by to say 
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hello again and to talk of hiking. I said I hoped she would get plenty of hiker business at her 
B&B and suggested she might post business cards at IAT/SIA shelters like is often done on 
the A.T.  Read my Millinocket Agatha Christy paperback ñThey Came to Baghdadò and drifted 
into a fine sleep. 
 
Friday May 29, 2009 
Destination:  Stealth Campsite near Mt. Carleton Park   
Starting Location: Bear's Lair Hunting Camp, Riley Brook   
Travel time: 11 hrs    Day's miles/km: 20/32 Trip miles/km: 209.6/337.4 
Left Bear's Lair Hunting Camp 0830  Arrived Stealth Campsite near Mt. Carleton Park 1945.  
I got up at 0500 to darn socks and patch boots with duct tape to reduce leakage around the 
toes and sides. I had a breakfast of date turnovers and instant coffee and did some journal 
writing.  I also cleaned up the cabin and took out the garbage per instructions on the wall. 
There was no key to turn in and no one was around the office I so just went on my way. I  
stopped by the store for another cup of coffee and to say farewell to the owner. Yesterday 
evening there had been a blizzard of May flies. All the morning visitors were talking about the 
phenomenon and puzzled about what it was until the store owner called it a May fly swarm 
and then all were satisfied. It was another rainy day but with a moderate temperature 
predicted to be in the 50's so it was a comfortable road walk with no bugs.  About 1100 I 
thought was still on my way to Nictau (the home of Bill Miller the renowned canoe builder and  
friend to hikers and musicians) when someone hallooed ñhelloò from a house across the road. 
I hollered ñhelloò, waved, and was about to continue on when I noticed a big ñCanoe Builderò 
sign by the side of the road and then saw ñMillerò on the mailbox so I realized had gotten to 
Nictau - no road sign - before I knew it.  I went up to the kitchen door and met Bill's mother. Bill 
was out of pocket so we chatted over tea and cookies and I learned that the only days without 
black flies were Christmas and New Year's (I really hoped she was joking). I was getting ready 
to leave around 1200 when Bill appeared. He is a renowned master canoe builder and a friend 
to hikers and musicians.  He said someone had called to say that I was coming his way. Bill 
said he would call Mt. Carleton Park (see Appendix 5) to let them know I planned to spend the 
night there on Saturday.  Bill started the ñFiddlers on the Tobique Festivalò 16 years ago and 
has been a strong promoter ever since. The Festival idea began when Bill suggested to a 
visiting violinist that he play Handel's ñWater Musicò while seated in a canoe paddled by Bill. 
He gave me a tour of the 3-level log cabin that he's been working on for three years for the 
musicians at the annual Festival. The cabin was built from pre-cut logs to the same general 
design as the Plaster Rock Tourist Office but Bill has modified and expanded the basic design 
to include a basement, a main floor with a high ceiling and an upper level for beds with tall 
glass windows. It has the feeling of a miniature log Taj Mahal. He also gave me a tour of his 
canoe construction workshop ï a messy conglomeration of tools, jigs, canoe forms, and 
pieces of wood where he designs and builds canoes as things of beauty. He showed me a 
beautiful and feather light 4-foot wooden model of a canoe he's building for a customer before 
he begins to build the real canoe. Before the tour of the cabin and workshop, Bill and his 
mother had suggested that I could avoid the rain by staying at a group of three camps (cabins) 
owned by a daughter. No one would be there but I should feel free to sleep on the porch or 
inside if the cabin had been left unlocked. The cabins were located on a private road near the 
8-Mile Brook bridge. Bill sketched a map and said it was about six miles away, past 4-Mile 
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Bridge.  Neither 4-Mile nor 8-Mile bridge had a sign but three miles further on there was a sign 
at 11-Mile Bridge. We both laughed at the idea that I would know I had gone too far if I saw the 
11-Mile Bridge sign. I left at 1300 and thought it would take me about 3 or maybe 4 hours to go 
the six miles to the private road. I crossed several bridges and two hours later at 1500 came to 
a side road which matched Bill's description but he had also mentioned there were other side 
roads and I thought two hours was much too soon for me to have gone six miles.  After 
walking down the side road for a few minutes and seeing no cabins, I returned to the highway 
and kept on going. Then at 1600 I saw the sign for 11-Mile Brook Bridge so the joke was on 
me after all. I immediately dismissed any thought of backtracking three miles to the cabins and 
kept on going in hopes that the light steady rain would stop long enough for me to sleep fairly 
dry in my hammock and rain tarp. As 1900 and sunset approached I had seen very few good 
campsites due to both sides of the road being very brushy with second growth trees. So I 
began to be a bit concerned about finding a clear enough spot to sling my hammock. I came 
to the large Mt. Carleton Park boundary sign but there was no indication of the distance to the 
entrance. At a road sign marking a 7% downgrade for the next 1.2 km, I figured there might be 
a boggy area at the bottom of the grade so I  pulled far enough off the road to camp at a flat 
elevated spot around 1945. The rain was coming down harder and the temperature was 
dropping and I began to shiver while hastily setting up my rain tarp and hammock. I set up the 
tarp first and then the hammock underneath using one set of tree straps so that the tarp 
touched the top of hammock. Big Mistake. The touch resulted in condensation on the 
hammock's mosquito netting (just like the sidewall of a tent). Better to have taken my time and 
used separate sets of tree wraps for the tarp and hammock to keep 6 to 12 inches of 
separation between the two. Eating supper and shifting into dry clothing was a bit messy and 
time consuming but I went to sleep fed and fairly warm in long johns, pants, shirt, fleece 
pullover, and balaclava by 2100, 15-20 minutes before full dark. The temperature stayed 
around 50 so I was pretty OK with no hypothermia problems. This particular day was a good 
example of a real practical need for trail signs and trail locations with distances marked on a 
map and on the ground as well. If the temperature had been colder or I hadn't had a set of dry 
clothing, I could have had a hypothermia situation by my missing the cabins at 8-Mile Bridge 
and by not knowing the distance to the Mt. Carleton campground. For all I knew the 
campground might have been a mile or more from the entrance gate and might have been 
closed after 1800 or 2000. If I had had a better sense of the distance to the campground, I 
would have kept on going and in the worst case banged on a door for dry shelter or slept in a 
wood shed. 
 
Saturday May 30, 2009 
Destination:  Hotel Motel Victoria, St. Quentin  
Starting Location: Stealth Campsite near Mt. Carleton Park    
Travel time: 9.5 hrs    Day's miles/km: 24/40 Trip miles/km: 233.6/377.4 
Departed Stealth Campsite 0730.   Arrived Hotel Victoria, St. Quentin 1700.  
I left my campsite and walked down the 1.2 km 7% grade to arrive at the entrance gate to Mt. 
Carleton Park in less than 15 minutes ï sheesh.  To add a little more vexation, there was 
enough cleared and level ground with well spaced trees so that if I had kept going last night I 
would have had much less secondary growth to contend with. The office appeared closed but 
a young man  came out as I approached. I told him that Bill Miller had called yesterday to tell 
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someone that I would be staying at Mt. Carleton tonight.  I wanted to leave word that I would 
be going on to St. Quentin today instead and didn't want anyone to worry when I didn't appear. 
The young man produced a yellow Post-it pad that I used to say that I was pushing on. It was  
about 9 km from the Carleton entrance gate to the intersection with Rte 180 and then another 
31 km from there to St. Quentin according to the highway signs.  Rt. 180 has roller coaster 
hills, is not as flat as Rte 385 from Plaster Rock, and has more and faster traffic. I trudged 
along as the day warmed up with no rain. When I was about 10 km from St. Quentin, a local 
fellow in a green pickup with a trailer load of maple firewood stopped across the road. He 
called greetings and I crossed the road to say hello. After a bit, he asked if I would like a ride 
to St. Quentin but we would have to go by his cabin for about 10 minutes to unload the 
firewood. I said sure, and that's how I met  A.  who is in his strong and healthy 60's, works at 
the maple sugar factory, and is the proud owner of 200 acres of pine forest. He lives alone in a 
small cabin in the middle of his acreage with a pond in front with migratory Mallard ducks, 
several bird feeders and bird houses, a squirrel, and an impertinent chipmunk that  steals bird 
seed from the front porch; he has a TV but only watches Western movies. He unloaded the 
trailer of maple logs with a logger's ñcrockerò (?) [like a fisherman's gaff hook] while I watched 
and occasionally helped straighten logs into a pile on the ground.  He gave me a ride to the 
Victoria Hotel in Saint Quentin (see Appendix 5)  around 1700 and while I unloaded my 
backpack from the pickup, he went inside the hotel to make sure that I could get a room. F. the 
most perky Mistress-of-the-Hotel (and the rest of the universe) was very efficient and helpful in 
getting me checked in and directions to Le Sportif restaurant about three quarters of a mile 
from the hotel.   At Le Sportif I had a good dinner of an excellent chef salad and a medium-
size poutine with 'amberg' served by a cheerful and friendly young French lady with some 
English (think it must be my grandfatherly look and initial attempts at speaking French which 
garners sympathy).  A French husband and wife couple and a single gentleman of some girth 
with a full table of dishes were clearly enjoying their dinners and sharing the occasional bite 
between tables. Quite a happy ending to a dreary road walk. I liked Saint Quentin which is 
small and compactly spread along a single main street with multiple hotels, motels, and 
restaurants for visitors and large signs advertising their annual Western Cowboy Festival. 
 
Sunday May 31, 2009 
Destination:  O'Regal Motel/Restaurant, Kedgwick  
Starting Location: Hotel Motel Victoria, St. Quentin      
Travel time: 6.5 hrs    Day's miles/km: 10.5/16.8 Trip miles/km: 244.1/394.2 
Left Hotel Victoria 0830.   Arrived O'Regal Motel/Restaurant 1500.  
Enjoyed a super breakfast at the Hotel Victoria, with two fried eggs, 2 slices of thick, whole-
wheat toast, ham, bacon, sausage, and a paper cup of creton and another paper cup of baked 
beans ï very fine. The friendly waitress was serving several other diners and acting as the 
person in charge of the hotel. When I checked out, she helped me find the right version of 
several free New Brunswick snow mobile trail maps from the Irvine chain of gas stations and 
offered directions on how to find the trail from St. Quentin to Kedgwick. I found the snowmobile 
trail where it intersected Route 180 at the Five-Finger Brook Bridge. Some intelligent and 
responsible person had marked the back side of the snowmobile stop sign with the IAT/SIA 
sign to show the snowmobile trail as a hiking route to Kedgwick instead of having to road walk 
along Rt 260. It felt wonderful to find a useful blaze for a change. Furthermore all the 
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snowmobile stop signs were consistently marked with the IAT/SIA blaze all the way to 
Kedgwick.  Kedgwick was larger with at least two grocery stores, a good library and a helpful  
post office but seemed more sober-sided and less spirited than St. Quentin. I had planned to 
do a zero day at Kedgwick to pick up some mail drops from Boston and forward them to 
Quebec and to get fresh provisions for a canoe trip down the Restigouche River. After walking 
through town I checked in at the O'Regal Motel on Rte 17 on the northeast side of town (see 
Appendix 5). I cleaned up and had the seafood combo and soup de jour dinner with wine and  
coffee.  Looked at my French book and then to bed. 
 
Monday June 1, 2009    Zero Day 
Destination:   O'Regal Motel/Restaurant, Kedgwick  
Starting Location: O'Regal Motel/Restaurant, Kedgwick    
Travel time: 0     Day's miles/km: 0/0  Trip miles/km: 244.1/394.2 
I awoke to a day of heavier rain than usual and had a breakfast of pancakes with 4 other 
people in the breakfast area. One of them was the husband of the cashier/waitress who spoke 
very good English and we chatted a bit. He remarked with an air of thoughtful understanding 
that I was on an adventure and I agreed. I mentioned that I planned to visit the post office after 
breakfast. Before I left around 1000, the husband called his wife to let me know that the library 
was closed on Mondays to prevent me from making a fruitless trip in the rain. I asked the 
cashier/waitress about where I could do my laundry. She said that there wasn't a laundry in 
the town but she went with me to the motel's laundry room and showed me how to work the 
washer and dryer and said it would be available in the afternoon after the maid had finished 
with the rooms. At 1030 I left for the post office and all went well. The big food drop was there 
and the two postal clerks were very helpful in getting the contents split into two boxes and a 
padded envelope for me to send to Camp Tamagodi, Camp Cascapedia, and Gite du Mont-
Albert. I went to the Bonne Choix grocery store and conducted a silent transaction with the 
cashier for a resupply of noodles, sardines, and corned beef for the two-day trip down the 
Restigouche River followed by chips and beer for the evening top off. I called Andre Arpin and 
told him I planned to arrive at his place on Tuesday afternoon to start the canoe trip on 
Wednesday. I enjoyed the easy zero day with rain instead of sunshine and finished Agatha 
Christie's The Moving Finger which left me with only the French primer for reading. Expect I'll 
tend to be more diligent in my journal entries in lieu of studying French.  
 
Tuesday June 2, 2009    
Destination:  Arpin Canoe, Restigouche River  
Starting Location: O'Regal Motel/Restaurant, Kedgwick    
Travel time:  5.5 hrs   Day's miles/km: 6/9.6 Trip miles/km: 250.1/403.8 
Left the O'Regal 0820.     Arrived Arpin Canoe 1400. 
On the way out of town, I stopped by the Bonne Choix for more ziplocs for my instant rice and 
noodles packets. Andre Arpin had also stopped there on his way to deliver a canoe upriver. He 
saw me and my backpack and introduced himself. He suggested that I take Rte 685 to his 
place instead of snowmobile trail #17 and he would probably see me on the road later to carry 
my pack to his place.  On the way out of town to Rte 685 I stopped by the library just after it 
had opened for the day. Two extremely nice librarians said there was no problem about using 
the public PC for e-mail. The PC had a very good bilingual user interface, just click a button to 
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have your choice of either English or French. I sent a New Brunswick update note to Earl and 
then on to the Restigouche. I kept an eye out for Andre's pickup but didn't see him. Rte 385 is 
a small back road but with a fair amount of traffic and good signage showing the way to Arpin 
Canoe. I arrived at Andre's about 1400 and he was standing beside his pickup at the entrance 
waiting for me. He said had looked for me but hadn't seen me on the road. We agreed we 
must have missed each other due to my time at the library. Andre has a large complex 
operation with many canoes and two university students as guides for canoe trips. He also 
raises vegetables and livestock. The two students are studying tourism and were away on a 
canoe trip. They had offered me their upstairs room with bathroom which saved me about $25 
for a tent site at the nearby Echo Restigouche campground complex (see Appendix 5). The 
Restigouche is an old and famous salmon fishing river with a local fishing guide industry and 
numerous fishing camps along both banks ranging from simple cabins to elaborate lodges. 
There are also a number of official campsites along the river with picnic tables, fire rings, and 
privies. The campsites combined with the few and mild rapids make for an excellent 
downstream canoe trip.  I went to the Echo Restigouche lodging and campground complex for 
dinner at the La Legende restaurant. I was interested in the advertised Mexican buffet for 
$14.95 but, alas, I was the only customer and the buffet was closed until the season opened 
later in the month. I had Trout La Legende ï grilled trout stuffed with shrimp-, salad, poutine 
(St. Quentin's poutine was still the best), sugar pie a la mode, wine, and coffee for $45 and 
vowed to limit future special dinners to not completely blow my hiking budget any worse than 
usual. I returned to Andre's to darn my socks and patch my boots again with a hot vinyl patch 
kit from the Millinocket hardware store. And so to bed. 
 
Wednesday June 3, 2009    
Destination:  White Cross Island, Restigouche River   
Starting Location: Arpin Canoe Restigouche River 
Travel time: 6 hrs    Day's miles/km: 40/64.8 Trip miles/km: 290.1/468.6 
Departed Arpin Canoe 0900  Arrived White Cross Island 1500 
I was packed and ready to go by 0730 to accept Andre's invitation to breakfast with him and 
his family who  could not have been more hospitable. We had a random breakfast table 
conversation mostly of hiking and education. I mentioned Nimblewill Nomad's having come by 
the Restigouche. Andre remembered him favorably and said he was an ñexceptionalò (or 
maybe ñremarkableò) man. I didn't follow up to ask what made him exceptional but later on 
wished I had.  Then it was time to get on the river. We went to Andre's garage office and I paid 
$75 for the 2-night and 3-day trip with my Visa card. Andre gave me a large blue waterproof 
dry sack for my clothing in case of a tip over, two kayak paddles, a bail bucket, a life jacket, 
and a waterproof map with suggested campsites and notes on how to avoid rapids and tricky 
spots. He also gave me a business card with Nature Aventure's phone in Matapédia to call to 
retrieve the canoe. As a final suggestion as I got into the canoe, he said kneeling down in the 
bottom of the canoe with knees spread would be the best way to maximize stability. That 
suggestion was gratefully received by me since capsizing or flipping out of the canoe in rapids 
would be a damper. I pushed off from shore about 0900 and away I went on the fairly swift 
downstream current trying to look reasonably competent. The only trouble was that there were 
too few location signs along the river for me to clearly match the map to the territory. Going 
downriver in the early spring with high water made for a faster than normal current so that I 



IAT/SIA Trail Journal 2009 Plugger John 6/02/2010 

C:\Users\Carol\Documents\IAT\Trail Journals\JohnStough.doc  23/96 

exceeded standard times to designated locations which made it a bit tricky to know where I 
was along the way. I started out paddling to maximize my speed but soon decided to be 
content to mostly float down the middle of the river with minimum paddling. However the gusty 
cross winds against the side of canoe and me tended to push the canoe to travel sidewise or 
backwards as my upper body became a foresail. By kneeling and moving from the stern to the 
middle of the canoe I managed to do better but I still ran aground on a flat shallow spot by the 
left river bank. I used the temporary stability to better batten down the dry sack in the bow and 
to tie down the all other gear including extra emergency kayak paddle. I stayed in the canoe 
but shifted to a sitting position on the stern thwart as being more comfortable than kneeling. I 
saw a few sport fishermen with their guides in long green canoes with an outboard motor that 
pushed them along pretty fast. The standard arrangement seemed to that the fisherman sat in 
the middle of the canoe with a large 4-legged wooden chair with arms (like a dining room table 
chair) while the guide stood in the stern by the motor looking at the river ahead.  Some of the 
canoes went fast enough to throw up a large rooster tail in their wake.  A canoe with three 
people passed me on the left but then seemed to dawdle along while making frequent 
inspections of the left and right river banks. I was looking for the White Brook Island campsite 
but couldn't see any signs on either river bank. I did see one unmarked campsite which I later 
figured must have been the Red Bank campsite. I came to a second campsite on a small 
island where the threesome had beached their canoe and were unloading. I didn't see the 
White Brook Island sign until I had zoomed past most of the island. Since it was only 1345 I 
just kept on going (not much chance of paddling back upstream anyway).  The next possible 
campsite was on Cross Island but the map wasn't clear to me whether the campsite was on 
the island or on the adjacent river bank.  I planned that if I missed the Cross Island campsite I 
would continue to the Jardine campsite which Andre had suggested for the second day but if 
1700 arrived first I would beach the canoe and stealth camp at any reasonable place. 
However, the Cross Island campsite was well marked with a large sign so I was glad to stop at 
1500 and relax from the strong crosswinds. Cross Island is fairly large with two privies and at 
least five campsites with tables and fire rings . Within 30 minutes of unloading the canoe and 
picking a site the threesome arrived from White Brook Island. Expect they found the small 
open island to be less protected from the windy conditions than the more wooded Cross 
Island. They set up their tent about 50 yards away from my site to maintain a polite distance. 
Toward the end of the day the temperature became warmer as the wind had died down and 
the threat of rain was gone. I was ready for a peaceful night before going on to Matapédia in 
the morning if the Lord was willing and the canoe didn't capsize. 
 
Thursday June 4, 2009    
Destination:  Motel Matapédia (aka Motel Restigouche), Matapédia  
Starting Location:  Cross Island, Restigouche River      
Travel time:  7 hrs    Day's miles/km: 20/32.4 Trip miles/km: 310.1/501.0 
Departed Cross Island 1000  Arrived Motel Matapédia 1700  
It rained during the night and I delayed my departure until 1000 for a dry out. My threesome 
neighbors turned out to be a father, mother, and daughter who were getting up and waved as I 
paddled by. I had made such fast progress yesterday that I decided to skip the planned 
second night camp at Jardine and go straight on to Matapédia. It was a good idea but more 
difficult than I had anticipated due to an afternoon of strong gusty winds being channeled up 
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river as a perpetual head wind. The water level was high enough so that no rocks were visible 
and I only needed to avoid choppy waves over submerged rocks. I had yesterday's problem of 
the sides of the canoe and my torso catching the wind to turn the canoe sideways and pushing 
it around to go downstream stern first. I again tried various stratagems from moving forward to 
the middle of the canoe to just turning around in place to paddle downstream stern first. My 
best solution was to sit flat in the stern of the canoe with my legs spread and straight out like 
in a kayak. The worst wind was between 1500 and 1600 when I encountered upstream rip 
currents where the wind kept pushing me toward the left bank. As an experiment, I stopped 
paddling just to see how fast I would continue to go downstream. Within 15 seconds, the 
canoe came to a dead stop then started moving stern first backward upstream fast enough to 
leave a wake from the bow. So I resumed paddling but made slow progress. At one point I let 
the canoe beach itself on the left bank then got out of the canoe and tried pulling it with a rope 
while walking along the river bank. After about 50 feet, the wind stopped and the canoe started 
riding as quietly as a rubber duck so I resumed paddling. One problem I had been pondering 
was exactly where to land at Matapédia. My only two real concerns of the whole canoe trip 
had been that I would capsize and lose both gear and canoe or that I would miss the landing 
spot for Matapédia and wind up way downstream. Either event would have been a major 
hassle and embarrassment.  I remembered that Andre had said something about a bridge but 
wasn't sure if he had said to land before or after I passed the bridge. I kept to the left bank 
because I at least knew where Matapédia was on the map. Then when I was about one 
quarter of a mile from Matapédia I saw a large 50-foot high sign that spelled out ñMotel 
Matap®diaò backwards right above the river bank where the Matapedia River flows into the 
Restigouche.  I figured there would be a strong confluence of currents from the two rivers and 
that I could easily be swept downstream to a large highway bridge across the Restigouche 
that I could now see in the distance below Matapédia. I rested on my paddle a bit to gather 
strength and then paddled as hard as I could for the last 100 yards to beach the canoe at a 
launch point just below the motel. I almost made it but landed about 20 yards downstream. I 
got out, emptied the canoe of backpack and blue dry bag to carry them to the launch point and 
then returned to pull the canoe upstream from the river bank. I beached the canoe hull up on a 
patch of grass and then walked with my backpack and the blue dry sack to check into the 
Motel Matapédia (aka Motel Restigouche) (see Appendix 5).  It's a rather upscale place for 
salmon fishermen with a bar and restaurant. The room was $80 but worth it since I was too 
tired to wander around looking for a cheaper place to stay. I called Nature Aventure to retrieve 
the canoe and talked to Geneviève who hadn't heard of my coming from Andre but sent over 
her partner and co-owner Jesse who arrived in about 20 minutes. We loaded up the canoe 
and I rode with him across the bridge over the Matapédia River to Nature Aventure 
(http://www.matapediaaventure.com/accueil-en.html) across the road from the Epicerie Turbolt 
(ñepicerieò means a small grocery store).  Genevi¯ve offered a free spot for my hammock for 
the next night and I bought supper items from the epicerie. I went back to the motel for a 
shower, feast, TV and an early night at the end of the day's paddling. In hindsight, if I had 
known how expensive the Motel Matapédia was and how close I was to Nature Aventure, I 
would have just left the canoe where I beached it and walked about about one half mile to 
Nature Aventure to ask about a cheaper place to stay such as the La Veille Gare 
Restaurant/B&B/campground as listed in the Hiking Companion (if it's still in business). 
 

http://www.matapediaaventure.com/accueil-en.html
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Friday June 5, 2009  Zero Day   
Destination:  Nature Aventure, Matapédia  
Starting Location: Motel Matapédia (aka Motel Restigouche), Matapédia   
  
Travel time:  0    Day's miles/km: 0/0 Trip miles/km: 310.1/501.1 
I bought some resupplies at the Epicerie Turbolt, mostly sardines, noodles, instant rice, and 
peanuts. The people in the epicerie were very friendly and English was commonly spoken so 
the resupply was easy and pleasant. I mailed a second round of food drops to Camp Lac 
Cascapedia and Gite du Mont-Albert. The postal clerk was pretty much bilingual and very 
helpful. Per Geneviève's advice, I went to the municipal center to use one of their public PCs 
with an internet connection for a trail update to Earl. Geneviève also kindly helped out by 
agreeing to telephone my postal addressees in French next week to let them know of my 
incoming mail drops per the postal clerk's advice. I also got some good advice from 
Geneviève about the trail conditions from Matapedia to the Assemetquagan River. She  
suggested that I meet Remi, a volunteer worker who has been very conscientious about trail 
maintenance for many years. Geneviève and Jesse are co-owners of Nature Aventure and are 
in charge of SIA/IAT trail maintenance in the Matapedia Valley and were just getting started for 
the new hiking season with a trail survey crew setting out Saturday to identify blowdowns that 
needed clearing. I spent a quiet night in a clump of trees across from the Nature Aventure 
office except for some sort of scheduled beer bust in the adjacent recreational area.  
 
Saturday June 6, 2009     
Destination:  Le Turcotte Refuge  
Starting Location: Nature Aventure, Matapedia  
Travel time: 11.5    Day's miles/km: 10.2/17.0  Trip miles/km: 320.3/518.0 
Departed Nature Aventure 0700  Arrived Le Turcotte Refuge 1830   
The last beer bust revelers departed just before dawn at 0430 leaving a mess of empty beer 
bottles and a smoldering campfire. I hoped Geneviève and Jesse weren't stuck with the 
cleanup as I headed out of town. I anticipated a moderate 15 km or 9 mile hike with some ups 
and downs and thought it wouldn't take more than 9 hours at the most ï Ha! The IAT/SIA trail 
was not badly overgrown and was mostly well marked.  I was impressed by the consecutively 
numbered red and white SOS 911 emergency rescue signs every kilometer. The signs are 
rectangular about 3 inches wide by 6 inches long. They have a white background with red 
letters saying ñSOS 911ò at the top with ñPoint 650ò at the bottom and ñSIA/IATò in blue on the 
side. The IAT/SIA is 650 kilometers long from Matapedia to Cap Gaspé. The first emergency 
point sign at Matapedia is numbered 650 and the last at Cap Gaspé is 0 with a sign every 1 
kilometer in between.  
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   Matapedia S0S/B Point Sign indicating distance to Cap Gaspé 
 
I thought it would be good if the trail maps included the numbered SOS signs as location 
reference points. Later on I learned that the new IAT/SIA trail maps do include the numbered 
SOS signs. On the new trail maps they're called ñBalise 911/911 Markerò and indicated with a 
ñBò and a kilometer number. This system is very helpful for finding a particular shelter or other 
location. For example, Camp Sable Chaud north of Amqui in Matapedia is shown on the new 
map as being right on the trail between ñB501ò and ñB500ò. Since as far as I know the actual 
blazes on the trees are still labeled with ñSOSò I will use the convention of ñSOS/Bò for my 
references to locations. I think it would be very good if all trails everywhere had a similar 
system. The trail out of Matapedia was mostly a simple dirt path with numerous steep ups and 
downs across ravines. The trail seemed to have a fascination for crossing all the many 
streams and their ravines that flow into the Matapedia River. The La Chute a Picot tourist spot 
beside a scenic waterfall  has a long flight of wooden steps up one side of the ravine which is 
a nice fringe benefit for hikers.  I met two hikers, male and female in their 30's, a little before 
La Chute a Picot. They were cheerful and doing a day hike arranged by Nature Aventure from 
St. Andre de Restigouche to Matapedia and Geneviève had told them of my thru-hike. They 
were happy to see me and suitably impressed at meeting a real thru-hiker. Around 1700 I had 
a right knee problem when walking on the dirt path along the last ravine before the village. 
There was a steady light to moderate rain and the path was a little muddy. I must have slipped 
just enough to wrench my right knee because I felt a sudden sharp pain in the inner back of 
the knee. I immediately eased up to minimize the weight on my right leg by stepping out with 
my left and dragging my right leg up with the knee straight and unbent. I made slow progress 
for about 30 or 40 minutes as the pain gradually went away and I could start to step out again, 
carefully. My knee felt tender but walkable and it remained that way until weeks later when I 
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was crossing the rocky crests of Mt Collins and Mt Matawees in the Matane Wildlife Reserve 
just before entering Gaspésie Park when the knee began to get worse due to boulder walking. 
I reached the St. Ande de Restigouche village epicerie around 1800. I went inside and a older 
and a younger woman smiled at sight of my drowned rat appearance and said something in 
French probably equivalent to ñWet enough for you?ò I replied with my usual ñBon Jour." 
Pardon mais je ne pas parle Francais,ò and their facial expressions changed from open smiles 
to polite cautious reserve. I bought 4 bottles of water (Geneviève had said there was beaver 
activity at the Turcotte Refuge and to beware the water), a can of chicken meatballs, a can of 
peas, a bag of chips, and a small quarter-litre bottle of red wine for $12. I reached the Turcotte 
Refuge after walking through a beaver-flooded section of the dirt entrance road. The refuge 
must be a local party spot since it was full of empty beer bottles. The wood was too wet to 
burn in the stove but I had a good supper and fell asleep listening to John Lester pitch in a 
Red Sox vs Rangers ball game from the Presque Isle talk radio station back in Maine (WEGP 
AM 1390). The station must have a strong signal because I could pick it up nearly every night 
after sunset from Perth-Andover to Cap-Aux-Os. The first day on the trail in Quebec was a 
wake up call that I was not on a straight road walk anymore. The ups and downs across steep 
ravines on a muddy dirt path with no embedded logs or rocks to provide either steps or 
stability is probably OK for day hikers with 10 lb packs but they were a chore for me with a 40 
lb pack. Still 17 km in 12 hours was certainly not too swift. But I planned as usual to just hike 
steady with my main concerns being safety, comfort, and maybe some fun with less concern 
for time and mileage. I thought I might not go much more than 15 km per day if the trail was 
steep or if my knee was gimpy.  
  
Sunday June 7, 2009     
Destination:  Le Corbeau Refuge   
Starting Location: Le Turcotte Refuge      
Travel time:  4 hrs    Day's miles/kmn 5.7/9.5 Trip miles/km: 326.0/527.5 
Departed Le Turcotte Refuge 0800 Arrived Le Corbeau Refuge 1200 
It was a fine day today with an easy 9.5 km stroll along mostly cross-country ski trails and no 
bloody ravines. I intended to have a rest and recuperation day along with journal catchup, 
gear mending, and French study.  I met a pair of young male and female hikers about 6 km 
from Le Corbeau. They were friendly and spoke good English. As it turned out, they were a 
part of Geneviève's blowdown survey crew and had been looking to meet me on the way. 
They had started to hike south from a road intersection about halfway between the Le 
Corbeau and Le Quartz Refuges before spending the night at Le Corbeau. I suggested and 
they agreed that I might do well tomorrow to camp where they did rather than to try to do the 
full 17 km to Le Quartz Refuge due to the reported strenuous trail section in Canyon Clark. Le 
Corbeau Refuge was in good shape with a beautiful view across the hills from the veranda. I 
fired up the wood stove to dry out my gear and me. I overdid the pine logs and turned the 
refuge into a sauna, which I didn't mind too much. I just stepped out onto the veranda in the 
misty rain to cool off.  The shelter journal in the refuge had all its entries in French except for 2 
in English. My entry: 
 

7 June 2009 Trail from Matapédia to St. Andre de Restigouche is exasperating 
series of steep ups and downs across several ravines and makes for slow going. 
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Trail from Le Turcotte to here is a pleasant stroll. In Matapedia Geneviève and 
Jesse of Nature Aventure are very friendly and helpful to all hikers. Small 
grocery store in St. Andre is also hiker friendly and is open 8 to 8, 7 days a week 
and sells wine and beer. The stove here is very efficient. I used 2 pine logs and 
place became a sauna. Next time one is enough. 
Plugger John   Maine to Gaspé 

 
Monday June 8, 2009     
Destination:  Le Quartz Refuge   
Starting Location: Le Corbeau Refuge 
Travel time:  11 hrs    Day's miles/km: 10.2/17.0 Trip miles/km: 336.2/544.5  
Departed Le Corbeau Refuge 0615  Arrived Le Quartz Refuge 1730  
 I got up before 0400 and took a few photos of the full moon just before dawn. 
  

 
    Moon at Dawn, Le Corbeau Refuge, Matapedia 
 
I was a little worried about how far I would get considering the fords of Canyon Clark and the 
Assemetquagan River about 4 km south of Le Ruisseau Creux Refuge (I had gotten confused 
and thought Le Quartz Refuge was after the Assemetquagan River ford instead of before).  I 
reached the bottom of Canyon Clark at 0630. It was a steep dirt descent but there were hand 
ropes for assistance. Canyon Clark has five wooden bridges with a series of shallow fords 
between the first and fourth bridges. I found it best to follow Geneviève's suggestion and kept 
my sandals on between fords since they are fairly close together as the trail goes back and 
forth across the river. The chilly water certainly kept my toes in the pink. Some parts of the trail 
along the side of the canyon were narrow but the safety ropes helped to prevent a plunge into 
the river. The total time to navigate Canyon Clark was about three hours, 0630-0930. After 
climbing out of Canyon Clark, I woke up a large black bull moose from his grass bed around 
1000. He slowly stalked away (like a cat maintaining its dignity) while muttering to himself 
about being constantly disturbed by pesky hikers. The rest of the trail to Le Quartz Refuge was 
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not bad at all. A few ups and downs and another ford or two but I was making better time than 
I had expected so I went all the way to Le Quartz before stopping for the day. There is an old 
campsite, St. Etienne, that is by a river 12 km (according to a sign) from Le Corbeau Refuge. 
It's not on the trail map but it looks usable and has a privy. Le Quartz Refuge is an old cabin 
and smaller and less splendid than most refuges but it has a new wood stove. However, the 
wood was too wet to burn so I spent a chilly night but it was sure better than a chillier night in 
the hammock. A hiker had left a note in French and English on the table. 
ñDo not underestimate the next 14 km to the Ruisseau Creux. It is up and down all the way! 
Good hike.ò 

Tuesday June 9, 2009     
Destination:  Ruisseau Creux Refuge  
Starting Location: Le Quartz Refuge 
Travel time: 11 hrs    Day's miles/km: 8.4/14.0 Trip miles/km: 344.6/558.5 
Departed 0530    Arrived 1630 
I made a dawn departure for what I thought would be a hard hike to Ruisseau Creux. From the 
Le Quartz Refuge the trail goes up a fairly long ascent to the top of a ridge. Along the way I 
stopped about 20 feet off the trail to to the left for a cat hole break. I was wearing my black rain 
jacket with the hood up and as I stood up with my back the to trail to push the dirt back into the 
cat hole (in accordance with Leave No Trace rules I put the used TP in a ziploc for later 
disposal, after awhile such things become less gross) and suddenly I heard a loud crashing 
sound through the trees. I spun around and a cow moose with a young calf in tow were going 
hell for moose hide past me and straight down the IAT/SIA. Maybe the mother had been 
spooked by seeing me suddenly appear as a black bear. About a minute later an adolescent 
moose higher up on the ridge was also going down the IAT/SIA but seemed to see me as a 
human instead of a fear invoking bear and disconsolately turned around and slowly wandered 
off back up the ridge. Perhaps the mother wasn't spooked but was just telling her teenager it 
was time to leave home by making a fast get away. The trail between Le Quartz and Ruisseau 
Creux shelter is supposed to be the toughest in Matapedia due to steep ascents and descents 
according to Geneviève, Remi, and other hikers' journal entries. But I thought it wasn't too 
terrible in comparison with places on the A.T. with vertical ledges like the rock climbers' 
scramble at Lehigh Gap in Pennsylvania or the ascent out of Pinkham Notch in the White 
Mountains or even Katahdin itself. There were two fairly wide and deep fords across the 
Assemetquagan River at two different spots or maybe another river and then the 
Assemetquagan about 4 km south of Ruisseau Creux . Both fords have cables with metal 
rings attached to ropes to hang on to when crossing the river. At the first ford, all the rings 
were on the 'north' bank so they weren't too helpful to me on the 'south' bank but there were 
some old IAT/SIA blazes showing the way a few yards upstream to an older ford without 
cables.  So I crossed at the old original ford using my hiking sticks to check for holes and as 
braces against the current. I took off my pants to cross in shorts with a loosened backpack. 
The current was cold and strong enough for the sticks to vibrate smartly but the water level 
only came up my knees even though from the appearance of vegetation and water marks on 
the banks the river was at a high normal level. The river was about 30 yards wide with a rocky 
bottom so even crossing carefully it only took about 5 or 6 minutes. The second ford was 
similar but had cable rings on both banks so I used them with my right hand holding on to the 
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rope and my left hand holding both poles and pushing them against the bottom for stability. 
This was not such a good idea since it was harder to control two poles in one hand with the 
strong current and rocky bottom. The river was only about 20 yards wide but slightly deeper 
(up to the top of my knees) and swifter. The river bottom at both crossings was covered with 
rocks, both flat and round, but without deep holes or especially large boulders. After the 
second ford, the trail climbed to the top of the river valley wall with a photogenic view of the 
valley to the north. From there to the Ruisseau Creux Refuge the trail was well designed and 
constructed like many sections of the A.T. in Virginia and Tennessee. It was the best 
maintained section of trail I had seen since Baxter State Park.  About 20 minutes from the 
Ruisseau Creux Refuge, I met Remi coming towards me. Remi lives in St. Marguerite and had 
been taking his moto (motor bike) to the refuge for the last two days to meet me after a call 
from Geneviève in Matapedia telling him of my thru-hike. Remi is truly ebullient and a great 
friendly guy with broken English that was much better than my attempts at French. I followed 
him back to the refuge with him stopping every so often to turn around, pat me on the arm, 
and say ñYou are a good boy!ò He showed me a number of large, healthy spruce trees (about 
15) that had been blown down by a ñsuper windò about two weeks ago. Fortunately none had 
struck the refuge. Also, the river had washed out the new bridge near the refuge with the 
middle section being under water so one more ford was required. Remi was hoping for a new 
stronger bridge with help from the president of the IAT/SIA in Quebec. Remi built a fire in the 
refuge for me and explained the system of the red and white SOS emergency signs showing 
the number of kilometers to Cap Gaspé. After making sure I was comfortable, Remi left for his 
home and a trip to Causapscal in the morning for a chest x-ray (he had been experiencing 
fluid in his lungs according to Geneviève). Remi was proud of his work as a volunteer trail 
worker and refuge caretaker. Ruisseau Creux was the best and cleanest refuge that I 
encountered on the IAT/SIA. The refuges in Gaspésie Park were in also very good shape but 
they are more elaborate and are maintained by professional contractors instead of volunteers. 
Remi was also proud of the refuge's trail journal which he maintains and reads. I wrote three 
pages of info on the journey to Baxter Park for southbounders and a ñMerci tres beaucoup 
encoreò to Remi. I was looking forward to a hot meal and shower but Remi knew of no rooms 
for rent in St. Marguerite. When I showed him the IAT/SIA Hiker Companion book about some 
possible rooms he wasn't sure if the information was correct. Remi said he would be back in 
St. Marguerite by 1500 tomorrow and would try to help find a place if I had no luck. I thought I 
would try for a room at the Bar 250 (per Hiker's Companion) since that might be interesting. I 
wanted to take trail break since I hadn't had a shower since Motel Matapedia and no laundry 
since the O'Regal Motel in Kedgwick. I was about ready to walk upwind of myself and didn't 
think I could easily make it to Causapscal before dark the next day. In addition, the next day 
looked to be rainy and not conducive to hammocking.  Remi thought it would be an easy 2-3 
hour walk to St. Marguerite and I joked it would take me at least 4-5 hours. I went to bed by 
2000 and happily slept warm and dry. 
 
Wednesday June 10, 2009     
Destination:  Empty apartment above depanneur, St. Marguerite   
Starting Location: Ruisseau Creux Refuge  
Travel time:  3 hrs    Day's miles/km 6.4/10.6 Trip miles/km: 351.0/569.1 
Departed Ruisseau Creux Refuge 0900   Arrived St. Marguerite 1200   
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I wound up sleeping late even after my early night. I woke up at 0300 but went back to sleep 
for my critical morning deep sleep between 0400 and 0500 and then up for good by 0600. If I 
miss my morning deep sleep (as I did with my 0300 wake up for the Le Quartz to Le Ruisseau 
Creux hike) then I feel exhausted all day with minimum energy. If I get enough deep sleep, 
then I feel more rested and invigorated, big news. (I need to work on a sleep plan just like 
figuring out the optimum food supply and pack weight). There was a drizzling cold rain in 
progress so I started a fire in the stove, swept out the refuge, and wrote in the shelter journal. I 
finally left about 0900 and it was an easy woods road walk to St. Marguerite.  Near St. 
Marguerite, I said ñBonjourò to a man with a chainsaw gathering firewood a la Albert in New 
Brunswick. He replied and we chatted in English.  He had worked as a logger in Maine in 
1992. Later on his name turned out to be M. I asked him about rooms at Bar 250. He didn't 
think there were any rooms but thought the depanneur across the street had some empty 
apartments on the second floor and I might be able to rent one for the night. There was a sign 
for an IAT/SIA campsite on the 'south' edge of town. It looked like a small park with well cut 
grass but the day was chilly and rainy and I was still hoping for a room so I went to Bar 250 
first thing. It was closed and wouldn't open until 1400 so I went across the street to the village 
depanneur (convenience store). I said ñBonjourò to the woman behind counter and she replied 
in English, asking if I needed something. I asked if there were any coffee and a sandwich. She 
very kindly made a fresh pot of coffee and used her microwave to heat a turkey sub sandwich 
that I got from a cooler case. I added a bag of potato chips, a jar of peanut butter and a loaf of 
bread for tomorrow (my provisions were down to 2 packs of noodles and 1 chicken fillet) for a 
total cost of $15. I asked if I could stay inside until Bar 250 opened where I hoped to be able to 
rent a room. She said ñOf courseò and set me up with a small dining spot next to her cashier 
counter. She and I chatted awhile.  After finishing my sub and chips, I pulled out my IAT/SIA 
French/English glossary, showed it to her and said I would like to study it while waiting for the 
Bar 250 to open. She laughed, said ñOf course,ò brought out her office swivel chair with arms 
from behind the counter for me to sit on and study in exchange for my counter stool. At my 
protest, she said she had rather be up and moving around than just sit there and then did 
some stock checking on quiet tiptoes to not disturb my study. During the hour or so while I was 
waiting for Bar 250 to open, an older gentleman, around 70 or more, kept ambling in with 
various lottery cards he had found at home to be checked for a prize. She and he had some 
discussion about the possibility of a room if there was nothing at Bar 250.  At 1345 M. came in 
for a moment and we chatted about where I was going tomorrow to Causapscal or ñCausapò 
as the locals say. At 1402 I was at Bar 250. The ñOuvertò [Open] sign wasn't on but I heard a 
rattle on the other side of the door, so I waited a moment then opened the door and walked in. 
C., the belle of St. Marguerite, was behind the bar and friendly but with no English. I managed 
to learn that they had no rooms for the night and that they served chicken and poutine. I also, 
managed to get across that I would go to the depanneur for a room and then return for the 
house poutine. Back at the depanneur I told the manager there was no room at Bar 250 and 
so if possible I would like to stay in the upper floor empty apartment but I said I must pay 
something to be fair: 20, 30, or 40 dollars. She asked if I had talked to the older man (who 
turned out to be the owner of the depanneur and lived in back with his wife. He had recently 
renovated the two second story apartments for rent). I said I hadn't but thought I should talk 
with her first to avoid confusion with my attempts at French. She agreed and called the owner 
on the phone. He promptly appeared and after a brief discussion in French in turned out that I 
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would be very welcome to stay for $50. (I wasn't in New Brunswick anymore). It was more 
than I had expected but I was already pretty well committed so I paid over the $50 in cash and 
the owner took me around back. I followed him into his apartment where his very respectably 
bourgeoisie wife was watching TV and warily glanced at my appearance. He took down a key, 
showed me upstairs to an empty apartment with light, heat, and water with no bed but I 
assured him I was happy to sleep on the floor. The toilet worked but the hot water was only 
slightly less cold than that from the cold water tap. I settled for a cowboy bath, changed into 
my clean town outfit and went to Bar 250 at 1545. And there was M. having a ñ50ò La Blatt ale 
in a large litre bottle after finishing his firewood collection. He owned a 30 acre patch of woods 
like A. in New Brunswick.  I ordered the same and a large poutine in a Styrofoam box with a 
plastic fork. M.'s friend with no English arrived for his large ñ50ò. Both he and M. like many 
other Frenchmen in general seem to be better looking than the English/American 
ñAnglo/Saxonò types due to a combination of better facial bones and the look of better muscle  
tone (not so pale and pudgy or soft like many Anglos). Everyone was interested in my hike and 
where I would be going next so I pulled out the trail map to show my route with M. acting as 
the translator. After the poutine and ale I went back to the apartment where I turned the 
thermostat up high, listened to a Sox-Yankees game on the Presque Isle radio station while 
catching up with the journal.  To bed at 2230 to be up early to get to Causapscal in time to do 
some laundry. 
 
Thursday June 11, 2009     
Destination:  Motel Vallon, Causapscal  
Starting Location: Empty Apt., St. Marguerite 
Travel time:  6 hrs    Day's miles/km: 12.0/20.0 Trip miles/km: 363.0/589.1 
Departed St. Marguerite 0600  Arrived Motel Vallon, Causapscal 1145  
From St. Marguerite it was a leisurely mostly downhill stroll along an easy dirt road all the way 
to Causapscal. The rain was threatening as usual and I spent the walk debating whether to 
spend a possible rainy night at the campground for $18 or go for a sure-fire warm and dry 
night at the Motel Vallon for $45 (see Appendix 5). I arrived at Causapscal's south side city 
limit at 1020 and took a long slow walk through town along Highway 132 looking for resupply 
places on my way to the campground and Motel Vallon on the north side of town. I passed the 
only bank in town but didn't stop at their ATM. Big Mistake. When I reached the north  edge of 
town I finally asked the cashier at a depanneur if the municipal campground or Motel Vallon 
was nearby and pointed to their names in the Hiking Companion book. The lady was friendly 
but spoke only French. She didn't recognize the campground but said the Vallon was very 
near ñPres d'ici.ò I kept walking and in 10 minutes I saw the campground and the Motel Vallon 
side by side. The campground was closed so I had no choice but to check into the Vallon at 
1145. The manager (who turned out be the husband in a husband/wife managerial team) was 
very friendly and welcoming but the entire check-in procedure was conducted in French 
although I had a strong feeling that the husband had a good understanding of English and was 
playing along with my attempts at French. He recommended the cantine (small diner) across 
Highway 132 that opened at 0500 and he said his wife could do a small bag of laundry for $5. 
A few minutes later, I returned with my laundry in a plastic bag and the wife came to the 
counter. She spoke perfectly fluent English and said the laundry would be done by 1500. I had 
a big shower and shampoo (my first since Motel Matapedia) and went back to the depanneur 
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for a 5-day food resupply of sardines, rice, noodles, peanuts, deodorant, Tylenol (in case of 
the return of my right knee pain), ñ50 Ansò beer, Doritos, 4 chocolate bars, peanut butter, and 
bread. The total came to $50 but the depanneur had no Visa card reader and accepted only 
cash. I paid $50 which left me with only $40. The cashier said the nearest ATM was at the 
bank on the south side of town. I went back to the motel with two plastic sacks of supplies 
before starting my walk back to the ATM. But at the motel, the wife said the depanneur cashier 
had called and said I had left a third sack on the check-out counter. The wife offered to send 
her son to pick up the sack but I said I would just pick it up on my return from the ATM but it 
would probably be close to an hour before I got back to the depanneur. The wife relayed the 
message to the depanneur and then offered to give me a ride to the depanneur and the ATM 
and back in her big red Silverado pickup. Extremely nice folks, indeed. After the ATM and 
depanneur trip, I went across the highway to the cantine for a not-so-great small Caesar salad 
and a large Club Poutine which was poutine and a club sandwich with cole slaw on the side. 
This was true poutine with non-shredded chunks of cheese but the St. Quentin poutine was 
still the best so far. I went back to the motel to repack my provisions into ziplocs  and settled 
for a motel room supper of beer, peanut butter sandwiches, and chips followed by an early 
bed time. I felt like I had lost a day with my stopover in St. Marguerite even though it was a  
interesting experience so I went to sleep hoping for an early enough start to do the next two 
campsites tomorrow if the trail was another easy road walk. 
 
Friday June 12, 2009     
Destination:  Les Chutes (Falls) Tent Platform   
Starting Location: Motel Vallon, Causapscal   
Travel time:  9 hrs   Day's miles/km: 10.6/17.6  Trip miles/km: 373.5/606.7 
Departed Motel Vallon 0830 Arrived Les Chutes (Falls) Tent Platform  1750 
I overslept and woke up to a rainy day but I still had time for a ñdejuener completeò at the 
cantine ï two over easy fried eggs, bacon, linked sausage, creton (pork sausage) in a paper 
cup, cottage fries, baked beans in another paper cup, two slices of thick toast, and coffee for 
$10. I left the motel in a steady rain and encountered some confusion in following the IAT/SIA 
through the campground due to the absence of trail signs.  I asked an older worker in my 
version of French and he pointed across the campground and said ñen basò (down below). I 
walked down to the edge of the campground nearest the highway and followed the perimeter 
back away from the entrance until I saw some IAT/SIA signs through an open old wire gate at 
the other end of the campground ï about 100 meters directly opposite the entrance gate near 
campsite #19 across from a children's playground area. It would be a good idea to have trail 
signs within the campground and a large IAT/SIA information board near the covered pavilion 
by the playground. After exiting the campground, the trail follows a ski-doo trail and then an 
easy road walk to the Causapscal River.  It was a good trail following the river upstream 
except for many blowdowns, especially between SOS/B points 550 and 549 (there were about 
8 or 9 blowdowns within this 1 km). The forested trail was followed by an old rocky river trail 
that went along the left bank and was well maintained but needed more blazes (my usual 
complaint). The rain stopped around 1500 and I reached Les Chutes tent platform at 1750. 
The inscription on the platform said it was 23 km to L'Erabliere, the next campsite. All my gear 
and I were wet from rain except for the clothing wrapped in plastic trash bags inside my trash-
bag-lined pack. I learned about placing a large plastic trash bag as an interior liner inside my 



IAT/SIA Trail Journal 2009 Plugger John 6/02/2010 

C:\Users\Carol\Documents\IAT\Trail Journals\JohnStough.doc  34/96 

backpack from another rainy hike on the Long Trail in Vermont. I haven't yet found a backpack 
rain cover that really works without leaks around the edges.  
 
Saturday June 13, 2009     
Destination:  L'Erabliere Tent Platform      
Starting Location: Les Chutes (Falls) Tent Platform  
Travel time:  10 hrs    Day's miles/km: 13.3/22.1  Trip miles/km: 368.8/828.8 
Departed Les Chutes (Falls) Tent Platform 0730Arrived L'Erabliere Tent Platform 1730  
I left with a good start along the scenic river trail with no blowdowns. At the end of a swamp 
path and the intersection of some ATV roads, 1 road sign said ñSt. Alexandre 8 kmò to the right 
while an IAT/SIA sign pointing left said ñ10 km to St. Alexandreò. I followed the IAT/SIA as it 
wound around and up and down along ATV roads that didn't match the trail map. It was clear 
that the trail map was wrong in that the trail did not go through St. Alexandre at all. (Several 
days later I learned that the IAT/SIA trail had been relocated and that my maps and the Hiking 
Companion book were outdated when I contacted Eric Choinard's office just before entering 
the Matane Wildlife Reserve.) The L'Erabliere campsite was a tent platform at SOS/B Point 
521 and had a good privy (like virtually all on the IAT/SIA). But the campsite was next to a 
pond or lake with warm water that was a mosquito heaven or hell depending on one's 
perspective. I had to wear my complete bug jacket for the first time since my rainy night camp 
in New Brunswick outside Mt. Carleton Park. I could drink a bottle of water while wearing the 
bug jacket through the zippered opening in the head net but I had to remove the entire jacket 
to eat. I ate my noodles as fast as I could and escaped into the hammock by 2030 and 
listened to a rain delayed Red Sox-Phillies game. 
 
Sunday June 14, 2009     
Destination:  Camping d'Amqui Campground  
Starting Location: L'Erabliere Tent Platform 
Travel time:  6 hrs    Day's miles/km: 9.6/16.0 Trip miles/km: 396.4/644.8 
Departed L'Erabliere Tent Platform 0800 Arrived Camping d'Amqui Campground 1400 
I left in the morning in hopes of going past the Les Champs campsite and getting to or at least 
close to Camp Sable Chaud in order to make the Les Trois Soeurs (Three Sisters) refuge by 
Monday ï Ha! Several parts of the trail were poorly marked and poorly maintained north of 
L'Erabliere.   The occasional brown and white SIA signs were insufficient even for ATV trails. 
More blue IAT/SIA signs are needed so that hikers will know they are still on track and won't 
miss a turn. My map was completely out of whack near SOS/B Point 512 where the trail 
bypassed Range Napoleon and became a snowshoe trail through the Parc des Pompes. 
There was only one IAT/SIA  sign to indicate the way across a wooden bridge. Then I followed 
a snowshoe trail with tree identification labels and one SOS/B Point sign (I think it was #510). I 
reached a fork in the trail with a sign pointing to Rue Menagere to the left and one snowshoe 
trail sign to the right.  There was no IAT/SIA sign nor even blue or white blazes or plastic 
ribbons. I was getting irritated with the lack of clear signage so I followed the Rue Menagere 
sign since I figured that at least it would go to Amqui instead of following the snow shoe trail 
going who knew where. I reached Amqui at Highway 132, turned right and at the next block 
there was the intersection with Rue des Pompes and an IAT/SIA trail sign ï sheesh! I inwardly 
fumed that the existing trail map should be replaced or notes added to mark the relocation of 
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the IAT/SIA trail. The relocation was shown on a large map at the IAT/SIA information board on 
Highway 132 near the Camping Amqui campground north of the town of Amqui which at that 
point wasn't very useful to me. From the Rue des Pompes, I followed Highway 132 through 
town with good signage and went past the Hotel Amqui  (see Appendix 5) which looked to be a 
modest hotel convenient for hikers taking a zero day. The IAT/SIA trail sign pointed north 
through a family picnic park along an esplanade next to the river with people from infants to 
codgers sprawled on the grass with radios blasting and patient fishermen standing on the river 
bank like a very contemporary-casual version of Seurat's neo-impressionist painting ñA 
Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La Grande Jatteò (http://www.paintingmania.com/sunday-
afternoon-island-la-grande-jatte-123_2780.html). The trail continued through a covered bridge 
and I took the left fork (no IAT/SIA sign) along an asphalt path to an IAT/SIA sign that pointed 
left on a paved road with a campground symbol indicating 7 km to Camping Amqui. I followed 
the paved road which was also a bicycle trail along the river until it reached a fork in the trail 
with trail signs indicating that Camping Amqui was 1 km to the left and Three Sisters Refuge 
was 15 km straight ahead. I took the left fork and was happy to call it a day at the Camping 
Amqui campground (see Appendix 5). It was a good campground with a free shower and 
restroom and cost $15 for a tent site. Most of the sites were for RV's with room for about 4 or 5 
tent sites on thick grass next to a fence in the back. There wasn't a laundry but there was a 
cantine with good poutine boef and a nearby ice cream parlor (Bar Laiterie) where I had a very 
enjoyable strawberry shortcake sundae which made for a happy ending to the day while I 
dried out my damp clothes on the fence in a breeze with few bugs. 
 
Monday June 15, 2009     
Destination:  Stealth Campsite, 4 km 'north' of Trois Soeurs Refuge 
Starting Location: Camping d'Amqui Campground 
Travel time: 10.5 hr    Day's miles/km:12.0/20.0 Trip miles/km: 408.4/664.6 
Departed Camping d'Amqui Campground 0630 Arrived Stealth Campsite 1700 
I left after an early breakfast of instant oatmeal and trail mix and then followed the road walk to 
Camp Sable Chaud which seemed to be an elaborate camp with several cabins for bird 
watchers (see Appendix 5). I encountered a couple of maintenance workers and possible bird 
watchers but didn't stop to inquire about accommodations for hikers. The trail to the Trois 
Soeurs Refuge was low lying, boggy, and buggy and stayed fairly close to a river. More trail 
signs were needed at the muddy traverse section. The ñTrois Soeursò turned out to be a tree 
with a bent over horizontal trunk a few feet off the ground with 3 large vertical limbs growing 
straight up like the trunks of three trees. The Trois Soeurs Refuge was rather small with three 
benches with large backrests and a narrow seat for sitting or sleeping. I thought it was a 
peculiar design that seemed to me to be more artistic than practical. The water source is 3 km 
north where the trail continues along an ATV road and was well marked with a sign. I stealth 
camped along a gravel road about 7 km from the Trois Soeurs Refuge. I was so tired (mostly 
from not sleeping all that well the previous night and getting up early for my 0630 start) that I 
was dozing off while walking. I finally found a semi-level, clear spot along a side of the road 
with a mild breeze to minimize bugs but I still needed the bug jacket while eating and slinging 
my hammock. 
 
Tuesday June 16, 2009     

http://www.paintingmania.com/sunday-afternoon-island-la-grande-jatte-123_2780.html
http://www.paintingmania.com/sunday-afternoon-island-la-grande-jatte-123_2780.html
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Destination: Motel L'Aventure, St. Rene Village   
Starting Location: Stealth Campsite, 4 km 'north' of Trois Soeurs Refuge 
Travel time: 8 hrs     Day's miles/km: 13.2/22.0 Trip miles/km: 421.6/686.8 
Departed Stealth Campsite 0730  Arrived Motel L'Aventure 1530   
It was mostly a road walk to St. Vianney village where I arrived at 1100. A funeral director and 
his helper were preparing a grave in a cemetery full of new flowers on head stones just 
outside of St. Vianney. The parking lot at the village church was full and many people were 
going inside as I passed by. Just past the church at a street intersection there was an AIT/SIA 
campsite sign pointing down the street toward a grocery store, restaurant, gas station, and 
bank all in one building. I went past the grocery store et al and found the new campsite with a 
privy but no more trail signs. A woods road continued past the campsite but I couldn't see any  
trail signs, blazes, or flags so I returned to the street intersection near the church with the 
campsite sign but I still didn't see any blazes to indicate where the trail went. I tried to ask an 
older man waiting on the porch of the municipal office next to the church if he knew where 
there were any IAT/SIA trail signs. He replied with something and pointed back down the road 
in the direction of the Trois Soeurs Refuge. He apparently didn't know of signs going 'north'. 
Then I finally saw a brown rectangle on a post on the left side of the street in the distance 
ahead. I went to the sign and looked at its front. It was another IAT/SIA sign for the new St. 
Vianney village campsite for southbounders. I continued north and then saw in a dip in the 
road and IAT/SIA trail signs pointing to a water source and to ñLa John, 15 kmò along a gravel 
road. I road walked almost the entire way to Highway 195 with one shallow ford just before the 
highway. St. Vianney would be a good trail town if it had some sort of motel or hostel for a zero 
day cleanup. But even as it is, it's definitely the best place to resupply before going into the 
Matane Wildlife Reserve. I arrived at Camp Tamagodi  (see Appendix 5) around 1500 where 
there was a number of people chatting outside the main building. The people were friendly but 
no room was available. One man, perhaps the manager, who was fluent in English came to 
my rescue and said there was a small motel with rooms for $30 about 2 km up the road 
toward the village of St. Rene. He said the ownership was kind of casual and I might be able 
to bargain for a discount if I were staying for more than one night. I asked if Camp Tamagodi  
had received my mail drop and after some discussion a young fellow brought out a drop box 
addressed to someone else that had been delivered rather than sent through the mail. The 
ñmanagerò gave instructions to the young fellow who took me in a car to the Motel L'Aventure 
(see Appendix 5). The motel is on the west side of Highway 195 while a depanneur, the motel 
office in the owner's home, and a closed restaurant are on the east side. Nobody was at the 
motel itself so the young fellow checked at the depanneur and the motel office. He said in 
simple French and English that the owner was out and would be back in an hour so I should 
just pick an empty room. The young man offered to drive me across the highway to the motel. 
I declined with a laugh and we shook hands in parting.  As I was walking to the motel the non-
English speaking owner appeared, opened the door to room #9, showed me the bathroom 
with shower and the TV with one channel and I said ñCe'st bien.ò  I unpacked, showered, and 
waited for someone to show up to accept money for the room in exchange for a key. 
Eventually the wife who was very fluent in English appeared with the key.  The price of the 
room was $90 cash for three nights. The motel couldn't  afford the expense of credit cards and 
only the depanneur accepted VISA. So I paid almost the last of my cash and was just glad I 
had it.  I watched the one-channel French TV station with subtitles in French for those with 
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hearing problems (not a bad way to pick up a little of the language) while calculating how 
much food to buy for my estimated 14 days to Camp Cascapedia without a resupply point. I 
decided to try for 30 lbs of instant 5-minute rice, sardines, peanuts, and raisins for maximum 
calories with no cooking required and then separated out my remaining less essential items, 
like the Garmin GPS, to mail to my Quebec end point at Cap aux-Os to minimize the non-food 
weight. 
 
Wednesday June 17, 2009 Zero Day     
Destination:   Motel L'Aventure, St. Rene Village   
Starting Location: Motel L'Aventure, St. Rene Village 
Travel time: 0 hrs     Day's miles/km: 0/0 Trip miles/km: 421.6/421.6 
Due to various complications, I spent the day walking the 5 km to the St Rene village three 
times to deal with mail drops at the Post Office and resupply provisions at a depanneur. First it 
was to the P.O. to check on the status of my Camp Tamagodi, Camp Cascapedia, and Gite du 
Mont-Albert mail drops that I had sent from Kedgwick and Matapedia. The postal clerk didn't 
speak English but really tried to be helpful as I showed her my set of receipts and requested 
the status of each shipment. I thought she could just type each shipment number into the 
postal system to see if it had been delivered or not. She was very concerned and 
conscientious but wasn't sure what to do and flapped about in circles like a distraught mother 
hen. Eventually I spoke with the Canadian central post office and a very nice and helpful 
bilingual woman checked my postal receipt numbers and said all packages had been 
delivered as addressed. After further consultation with the senior St. Rene post mistress, 
somehow the missing Tamagodi package was found and delivered to my motel room.  I was 
also able to mail my non-essential items to the International Hostel/Auberge Internationale at 
Cap-Aux-Os (see Appendix 5). There was a payphone near the Post Office so I called Eric 
Choinard's trail info number and spoke to a nice young person, Marie-Pier, who was glad to to 
hear that I had arrived and would tell Eric when he came in. I wandered through the village to 
the last depanneur in town at the GEM gas station and found that they accepted Visa cards 
and had an ATM to boot ï happy day!  With the help of the manager I got an initial supply of 
instant 5-minute rice, sardines, and peanuts that cleaned out the store. So I put in an order for 
an additional supply of 18 cans of sardines, more rice, and more peanuts which were 
delivered the next day. After my last trip of the day, it was time for a dinner of canned stew, 
mixed peas and carrots, chips, and beer from the depanneur by the motel while watching a 
French movie with subtitles on the TV set about the honorable and tragic death of Rudyard 
Kipling's son in WWI.   
 
Thursday June 18, 2009   Zero Day 
Destination:   Motel L'Aventure, St. Rene Village    
Starting Location: Motel L'Aventure, St. Rene Village 
Travel time: 0 hrs     Day's miles/km: 0/0 Trip miles/km: 421.6/421.6 
With the delivery of the Tamagodi resupply package, I now had more food than I needed but a 
deal was a deal so around 0800 I went back to the GEM depanneur for my order from 
yesterday. I spent the rest of the morning repacking food for a 14-day supply from St Renee to 
the Cascapedia Campground where I hoped I would find my next resupply package. I had the 
ñbrilliantò idea of putting two  cans of sardines into 1 ziploc bag to save weight. My food plan 
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was one ziploc bag of sardines, two ziploc bags of rice, and one of peanuts and raisins or 
cranberries per day for  maximum calories with minimum weight.  I've learned but tend to 
forget that you get more energy by including dried fruit or vegetables along with protein, carbs, 
and fat.  I included all the oil with sardines in their ziplocs which was another big mistake. I 
noticed that the ziplocs seemed a little leaky with the oil so I used two ziploc bags per daily 
ration of sardines and I also wrapped all the sardine ziplocs in an additional plastic sack. After 
a day or two on the trail, the sardine oil leaked through the ziplocs and made a Big Mess. After 
repacking my food supply, I had some extra items from the Tamagodi package. Since I wanted 
to make my pack as light as possible I left behind a cardboard box with two unopened boxes 
of rice, two cans of peanuts and some partially used items like a roll of duct tape (I had bought 
a new roll to patch the split inner seams of both legs of my rain pants) . I left a note on the box 
that said: 

ñPour quelqu'n a besoin de quelque chose. Some extra things for whoever can 
use them. Johnò 

I also had a plastic sack of rice in two large ziplocs, an unopened box of raisins, and an 
unopened can of peanuts to give to Eric for a Hiker's Box. Marie-Pier had called during the 
day to say they would give me a ride in the morning on their way to a trail work area in Matane 
but their departure time wasn't sure. I said anytime would be fine (although I usually left 
between 0700 and 0730). The ride would replace a boring 2 km road walk but mainly I thought 
it would be good to meet Eric who had been so helpful in getting my IAT/SIA passport and 
Gaspé Park permit before my departure from Boston.   I spent the rest of afternoon washing 
clothes in the bathroom sink and shower with Palm Olive dish soap and drying them in the 
sunshine on the grass (my last sunny day for the next two  weeks) while watching  a small 
herd of caribou in a fenced pasture behind the motel.  Marie-Pier called again and gave a 
message to the owner who relayed to me that they would be by at 0730 in the morning.  
 
Friday June 19, 2009     
Destination:  Le Ruisseau des Pitounes Hut  
Starting Location: Motel L'Aventure, St. Rene Village  
Travel time: 11 hrs    Day's miles/km: 8.0/13.3 Trip miles/km: 429.6/700.1 
Departed Motel L'Aventure 0830  Arrived Le Ruisseau des Pitounes 1930 
Eric, Marie-Pier, and Caroline arrived at the motel in a double cab pickup. After some happy 
greetings, Marie-Pier presented me with a set of simple but useful maps showing the latest 
trail modifications in the Matapedia, Matane Wildlife Reserve, Upper Gaspé, and Gaspé Coast 
sections. The map modifications were marked with each of the SOS/B blaze locations which 
was especially helpful. Eric suggested that he could take the extra Hiker's Box food to the Lac 
Mactane shelter and leave it in the woods nearby as a cache for me or other hikers. Eric 
advised me to take the alternate trail between Le Ruisseau des Pitounes and Le Lac 
Tombereau to avoid an impassable blowdown area. He also suggested I stay at a small cabin 
shelter on top of Mt. Blanc since it was only 1 km from the Mont Craggy Shelter which wasn't 
that great.  At the junction of Highway 95 and the trail to the ñJohnò Gate Campground 
entrance to the Matane Wildlife Reserve we shared group photo ops.   
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  Eric, Marie-Pier, and Caroline Near Entrance to Matane Wildlife Reserve 
 
Then off we went on our separate ways: me and my backpack and they in their double cab 
pickup. I checked in for the Matane Reserve section at ñJohnò Gate where I had been 
expected due to a prior notice from Eric to the park ranger behind the desk. The ñJohnò Gate 
Area seemed mainly set up for summertime fishermen and there were several of them in the 
campground area. Behind the entrance office there was a balance weight scale in pounds. My 
completely loaded backpack with food and water was 57.7 lbs, pretty heavy for me. I usually 
try to keep my full pack at around 45 lbs or less. The trail going forward was mostly level paths 
and road walks so the extra weight wasn't a real problem. I reached Le Ruisseau des Pitounes 
around 1930 and set up my hammock quickly as the sky had been getting progressively 
cloudier throughout the day. The site had tent platforms and what I thought was a refuge under 
construction with a brown tarp covering the front entrance (l later learned this was a 'hut' which 
is a simpler style of shelter from the 'refuges' in the Matapedia and Gaspésie Park sections ).  
I had to eat my messy sardines with their leaking oil by the edge of the stream across the 
bridge to not attract wildlife to my campsite. I went to sleep around 2100 as it was getting dark. 
 
Saturday June 20, 2009     
Destination:  Le Lac Tombereau Hut  
Starting Location:  Le Ruisseau des Pitounes Hut 
Travel time:  8 hrs    Day's miles/km: 8.2/13.6 Trip miles/km: 437.7/713.7 
Departed Le Ruisseau des Pitounes Hut 0700  Arrived Le Lac Tombereau Hut 1500 
I got up around 0500 and saw that the sky was overcast but it hadn't rained all night so I 
spread my sleeping clothes on the tent platform to air for a bit.  While I was having a sardine 
breakfast across the stream, I felt the first fine fall of rain drops. I dashed back to the campsite 
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as quick as I could but my clothes were already pretty damp, not soaking wet but definitely 
damp. The rain continued lightly but steadily so I tried to pack up as dry as possible and left for 
Le Lac Tombereau around 0700. My main concern was not to miss the alternate trail as shown 
on map and not get stuck in the blowdown zone that Eric had warned me about. The trail 
wasn't as good as yesterday.  It wasn't as well marked and around SOS/B Point 442 it became 
harder to follow. I had guessed that the alternate trail would be somewhere between SOS/B 
Points 440 and 438 by looking at the map but I hadn't thought to ask Eric to pinpoint the exact 
location. The trail became a path which had been relocated through a blowdown area. I came 
to large blowdown tree at the south edge of a large clearcut area that had dense bushy growth 
and no trees. I had to leave the trail to get around the blowdown tree and then I couldn't see 
where the trail continued due to the dense overgrowth and no visible trail signs or flags. I 
walked a short way straight into the clearcut area before beginning to cast about for the trail 
beneath the overgrowth. I had a pucker factor moment due to some anxiety about having 
missed the alternate trail and wandering into the fringe of the impassable blowdown zone in 
the midst of the light but steady cold rain. I thought I might have to retrace my steps to the last 
blaze and then search carefully for the alternate trail. If so, I would probably wind up spending 
a damp night in the woods. It's rather tricky to stay completely dry when setting up either a tent 
or a hammock in the rain. But after 3 to 5 minutes of searching for the trail I saw an old blue 
and white plastic ribbon flag on a small tree limb in the distance. From there I could then see 
the trail beneath the overgrowth. The trail was marked by blue paint on medium size rocks in 
the middle of the trail beneath the overgrowth. I followed the blue rocks to a short charred 
black stump marked with SOS/B Point 441. More blue paint on the nearby rocks and trees 
indicated an alternate trail that turned at a sharp right angle to the left from the main trail which 
continued straight on, apparently into the impassable blowdown zone. I reached Le Lac 
Tombereau around 1500. It was still raining but this time I learned to unzip the entrance tarp to 
spend a dry night inside the hut with only moderately damp gear.  
 
Sunday June 21, 2009     
Destination:  La Montagne a Valcourt Hut  
Starting Location: Le Lac Tombereau Hut  
Travel time:  8 hrs    Day's miles/km: 5.5/9.1 Trip miles/km: 443.2/722.8 
Departed Le Lac Tombereau 1015 Arrived La Montagne a Valcourt Hut 1830 
It's Midsummer's eve today. Might Tinkerbell and Bottom appear? 
Selected notes from the Trail Journal outside the Le Lac Tombereau privy . The journal entries 
began on 22-08-04 and included 38 French entries and 7 English entries. 

6/15/06 No spring at Lake Mactane, Dead moose in lake. 
7-16-08 Anyone going south from here, the trail is suicide. Someone is going to 
get seriously hurt. I've walked from Springer Mountain, Georgia, to here. The 
section from Ruisseau des Pitounes is the worst I've ever encountered. Do 
yourself a favor, don't try it southbound unless it is cleared and remarked. 
ñ93 Octaneò, Naples, Florida 
July 31, 08 Arrived from Ruisseau des Pitounes this afternoon. Trail was a bit 
hairy but well marked. The views are spectacular and the camping spots are 
excellent. 
Wayne and Vall, Ontario 
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Sunday 21 June 2009 [my entry] Midsummer's Eve. Rained all day yesterday 
and very glad to dry out in the refuge. Haven't seen a water source sign but will 
look for the spring per the 27 Aug 06 entry. Wish they had given the location. For 
southbounders: Be sure to take the alternate trail to Ruisseau des Pitounes from 
here to near SOS/B Point 441 where it rejoins the main trail. SOS/B Point 441 is 
in the middle of a clearcut area about 200 meters wide where the trail is hard to 
see and not many blazes. Trail continues in a straight line across clearcut area 
which has a blowdown on the southside. Once there, the trail becomes clear 
again. 
Bonne Chance! 
P.S. The SIA has the best damn privies I've ever seen. Many thanks to all the 
bénévoles. Plugger John, Boston, MA, Maine to Gaspé 09/ 
P.P.S The trail to the spring goes between the two tent platforms and parallels 
the lake. There are signs. The spring is a good one at the base of a tree. Almost 
picturesque. 

 
I left Lac Tombereau late around 1015 due to waiting for my gear to dry out. The trail had the 
usual steep ups and downs but there were no particular problems. I arrived at the La 
Montagne a Valcourt Hut about 1830. There was a water source sign by a good stream about 
1.5 km south of La Montagne a Valcourt Hut. The hut is slightly south of Point 426 and is 
across a dirt road from a flooded stream with beaver activity. There was a sign problem in that 
hut is 0.2 km on the left from where the trail crossed a dirt road but the directional sign to the 
hut was lying down on the ground beside the road so that it wasn't immediately visible. It 
evidently had been lying there for some time based on  ñNature's Sonò journal entry of August 
08, see below. Where the trail intersected the road there was a billboard and other trail signs 
to spectacular views and Lac Matane, as well as a Rapid Exit sign pointing along the dirt road 
to the right but the only sign for the hut was the fallen one. Some trail maintenance workers 
seem to have a rather casual attitude toward trail signs.  
ñNature's Sonò entry in the La Montagne a Valcourt Shelter Journal: 
 August 20, 2008 7:15 AM 

How I wish I had found this last night. I walked right past the 0.2 km sign which was 
lying on the ground. I spent the night in the woods under my wet tarp. All my clothes are 
on me. I must bail off the trail for now. 
John N. Calhoun  ñMother Natureôs Sonò Trailjournals.com 

 

Monday June 22, 2009     
Destination:  Lac Matane Hut 
Starting Location: La Montagne a Valcourt Hut 
Travel time: 4 hrs    Day's miles/km: 2.9/4.9 Trip miles/km: 446.1/727.7 
Departed La Montagne a Valcourt Hut 0800  Arrived Lac Matane Hut 1145 
I saw a  moose ambling through a beaver pond area across the dirt road from the shelter in 
the morning. She looked in my direction for awhile and then moved on. I left for an intentional 
short day's hike of 4.6 km to dry out, rest up, and catch up with journal entries at Lac Matane. 
It was an easy to moderate trail and clearly marked  I encountered three mother grouse 
defending their nests alongside trail by dashing along in front of me and then plunging into the 



IAT/SIA Trail Journal 2009 Plugger John 6/02/2010 

C:\Users\Carol\Documents\IAT\Trail Journals\JohnStough.doc  42/96 

bushes to make a racket. I took some photos but a video camera with a good zoom lens 
would have been a much better portrayal. I also saw my first hikers in the Matane Reserve. 
They were a 40ish man and two women who looked like they were taking a day hike to enjoy 
the scenery. There was a fishing camp and picnic area with a privy near where the main road 
(Rte 1)) crosses the bridge over Lac Matane and about 0.8 km from the Lac Matane Hut. I 
thought it would be a good place for a depanneur or a cantine or a rendezvous for a shuttle 
pickup or a hitch hiking spot for a resupply ride to Cap Chat on the coast where Laurel and 
Hardy had resupplied on their hike. I found the cache of extra rice, oat meal, and peanuts right 
where Eric had said he would leave it.  I took only the peanuts and some rice as I wanted to 
keep my pack weight down. I left the rest of the rice and all of the oatmeal in the privy at the 
Lac Matane Hut for other hikers. But later I wished that I had taken more of the rice and 
oatmeal when I was down to 1 ziploc of rice just before reaching the Cascapedia 
Campground.  After Le Ruisseau des Pitounes I went through my provisions faster than had 
intended due to the leaky sardines. I was afraid they would go bad after a week or so and 
wound up eating double portions. But I needn't have been concerned. They tasted pretty much 
the same on the last day as they did on the first day.  I enjoyed an easy day at Lac Matane 
darning holes in some of my socks and other minor gear maintenance. The Lac Matane Hut is 
about 10 feet from the lake and the water wasn't too cold so I had a quick bath and then a big 
dry out while watching the fishermen and their boats on the lake.  
 
Tuesday June 23, 2009     
Destination:  Le Lac du Gros Ruisseau  
Starting Location: Lac Matane Hut 
Travel time:  8 hrs    Day's miles/km 4.4/ 7.4 Trip miles/km:   450.6/735.1 
Departed Lac Matane Hut  0730  Arrived Le Lac du Gros Ruisseau 1530 
I met the first two real hikers C.  and A.  hiking a short distance apart who were going from Mt 
Logan to Lac Mactane and who planned to give a trail conditions report to Eric. I asked C. to 
say hello to Eric and then a few minutes later met  A. who was the more experienced hiker of 
the two and a bit of a romantic. The Matane Reserve was his favorite part of the IAT/SIA in 
Quebec because of its comparatively primitive isolation. He spoke of looking up at the clear 
starlit sky on Midsummer Eve and thinking that he could feel the earth turn on its axis as it 
wheeled through the summer solstice. The area around Le Lac du Gros Ruisseau Hut was 
very buggy with nasty biting midges and the evening was hot and still. I wore my bug jacket in 
defense before retreating to my hammock with its good mosquito netting instead of sleeping 
unprotected in the hut. I noticed that the bear bag cables were damaged and laying on the 
ground. I rather hoped it was due to some idiot vandal rather than a large hungry bear. One of 
my wife's favorite jokes is to remark how much my hammock with me inside resembles a bear 
burrito. She thinks it funnier than I do.  
My note in the hut's journal: 

"Tuesday 23 June 2009 Met A. and C. (they wrote 22 juin hut journal entry) on 
the way from Lac Matane. Both seem to be very fine fellows. Hope A. can realize 
his dream of hiking from Katahdin to Cap Gaspé. A. said the campsite 
mentioned in the Companion book near a spring in the cul between Mt Craggy 
and Mt Blanc was good and another good campsite was at a stream with good 
water at the southern base of Mt. Blanc.  
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I, like most others seem to have done, got my water from the lake instead of the 
official water source 0.6km away. There's also a water source on the way to Lac 
Matane. The shelter there is right next to the lake with a cool breeze. I got water 
from the lake with no ill effects but I always use both chlorine bleach and iodine 
tablets. 
Plugger John, Boston MA Maine to Georgia 09." 

 
Wednesday June 24, 2009     
Destination: Stealth campsite in saddle between Mt. Craggy and Mt. Blanc   
  
Starting Location: Le Lac du Gros Ruisseau 
Travel time: 8.5 hrs    Day's miles/km: 5.9/9.8 Trip miles/km: 456.4/744.9 
Left Gross Ruisseau 0700.   Arrived Stealth campsite 1530. 
Eric had suggested bypassing the Mt. Craggy shelter (because it was not so good and A. had 
said the same thing) and spending the night at the Mt Blanc cabin since it was only 1 km 
further. Ha! That particular km was a long straight steep climb on a dirt trail that Budder Ball 
had thought was pretty tough per her journal entry of 7/23/03: 

"Then we had the toughest few miles of the day ahead and that was to climb to the 
summit of Mont Blanc (3728 ft). In the last 1 mile we had to climb nearly straight up. 
Both of us had to stop several times and felt like we may not make it. Our bodies 
had just about given up by the time we were nearing the top. We were so thankful 
once we reached the peak. I'd have to say that was the longest time it ever took us 
to go a single mile. The views from the top are superb and well worth the work."  

The next peak after Le Lac du Gros Ruisseau was Mt. Pointu; one of those small steep cone 
shaped peaks where the trail unnecessarily deviated from its basic course to go straight up 
and over the very top for a scenic view which consisted of a wide and not very inspiring 
clearcut zone.  When I reached the cul campsite between Mt. Craggy and Mt. Blanc at 1530 it 
looked like rain was imminent so I decided to set up my hammock right away and not try to 
ascend the dirt path up Mt Blanc in the rain. I was a bit gun shy of dirt paths since my knee 
was still a little gimpy from its strain on the muddy dirt path the first day out from Matapedia. 
The reportedly ñnot-so-goodò Mt. Craggy shelter was 0.6 km off the trail which was also a 
negative factor. Like most thru-hikers, I'm usually reluctant to add any additional mileage 
unless there's a good reason.  Naturally, the rain only threatened so I spent peaceful afternoon 
and a dry night. The stealth campsite is easily recognizable as a wide level grassy area near a 
good small spring.  
  
Thursday June 25, 2009   
Destination:   Le Lac Beaulieu Hut  
Starting Location:  Stealth campsite in saddle between Mt. Craggy and Mt. Blanc 
Travel time: 9.5 hrs    Day's miles/km: 4.4/7.4  Trip miles/km: 460.9/752.3 
Left Stealth campsite 0630  Arrived Lac Beaulieu Hut 1600.  
The ascent up Mt Blanc was steep and long but it had switchbacks and wasn't hazardous or 
not much steeper than many other ascents. But it was slow going and I didn't reach the 
summit until 1030. The cabin on top was small and meant mostly for emergency use in the 
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winter but it had bunks, stove and coffee in a hiker's box. There was a good box spring nearby 
as a water source but some idiot had put bits of toilet paper in the water. Might have been a 
joke in poor taste but you never know so I didn't refill my water bottles. A good thing about 
hiking in New England and Canada is that water is rarely a serious problem. My food was 
holding out fairly well except that I had already eaten all of the sardines because the leaking 
oil was making a mess which had soaked into my kevlar bear bag and because I had 
mistakenly thought the sardines might soon go bad . I was pretty glad to burn the last of the 
oily sardine ziplocs in a small evening campfire.  Should I ever resupply with sardines again 
think I'll try those in a tasty tomato sauce instead of oil.  Another plus to getting done with the 
sardines was that the rest of my supplies were pretty much odor free which I thought fortuitous 
in view of the 6 foot high bear claw marks on the outside of the privy. I also noticed that the 
bear bag cables were damaged and laying on the ground like those at Le Lac du Gros 
Ruisseau. I was pretty careful in placing my bear bag for the night and it was undisturbed in 
the morning. I wasn't sure if could make the next day's 15 km to Le Petit Saul in one go since 
it was supposed to be a difficult stretch according to the Companion book and a French entry 
by a southbound hiker in the Lac Beaulieu shelter journal. I tentatively planned to do another 
stealth camp if it looked to be necessary by late in the afternoon tomorrow.  The below entries 
from the Lac Beaulieu and Le Petit Sault shelter journals give further info on the hike between 
Lac Beaulieu and Le Petit Sault. My entry in the Lac Beaulieu shelter journal: 

Thursday 25 June 2009  Glad to arrive and to find good water without too many 
bugs. So many bugs at Le Lac Gros Ruisseau that I slept outside in my 
mosquito proof hammock. Just in case the good bénévoles don't already know it, 
the bear bag cables at both Le Lac Gros Ruisseau and here are out of 
commission. Also someone, as a joke I hope, put toilet paper in the box spring at 
Mont Blanc. Other than that, all is well with the world and the toads are getting 
fatter. Keep gobbling those bugs, fellas! 
Bonne Chance. 
Plugger John, Boston MA Maine to Gaspé 09 
P.S. Hope nobody was in the toilet when the bear used it as a scratching post. 
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   Fat Toad Near Le Lac Gros Ruisseau, Matane Wildlife Reserve  
 
Friday June 26, 2009     
Destination:   Le Petit Sault Hut  
Starting Location: Le Lac Beaulieu Hut 
Travel time: 14 hrs    Day's miles/km: 9.2/15.3 Trip miles/km: 470.1/767.6 
Left Le Lac Beaulieu 0545.   Arrived Le Petit Sault 2000.  
As I was having breakfast on the hut entrance steps, a large cow moose ambled slowly 
through the campsite on the way to her breakfast at the lake. I took some scenic photos of the 
cascade of the outlet stream that drains Le Lac Beaulieu a short distance from the shelter 
before it began to rain lightly but steadily in its typical fashion. It was a good easy trail with a 
gradual ascent to Mt. Bayfair. The trail went along the edge of a small lake or spring fed pond 
and then reached a marked stream water source and a possible stealth campsite much like 
the earlier cul between Mt. Craggy and Mt Blanc. The trail become not so good after the 
descent from the hill 'south' of Mount Nicole-Albert. A series of steep descents was followed by 
a boggy area with few blazes and then the usual steep dirt path ascent up Mount Nicole-Albert 
where I reached the summit at 1400 (which was my planned cutoff time to camp at the summit 
instead of continuing to Petit Sault to avoid hiking after dark). From the summit it was a 
standard steep descent with some old blowdowns across the trail that looked like they had 
been there for a few years. The trail then crossed a fast flowing stream via a ford with blue 
hand cables through a narrow solid rock gorge.  The trail then became difficult to hazardous 
due to sections with loose rock and the proximity of the narrow trail to the deep vertical solid 
rock river gorge. The trail then reached a narrow, rather flimsy footbridge with a metal cable for 
one hand rail and a yellow rope cable for the other. Once across the footbridge, the trail 
widened and was set back from the edge of the gorge so that was no longer hazardous. 
Before I reached the footbridge I had to give the right of way to a fat nearsighted beaver who 
kept slowly waddling toward me on the narrow 2-foot wide trail between the steep cliff face 
and the steep drop into the rapid river. I thought that the beaver was partially blind or maybe ill 
since it kept coming toward me as I squeezed to the right against the cliff face to let it go by. It 
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got its nose about 1 inch past the toes of my boots, then its nose twitched and he or she 
stopped dead in apparent shocked realization of my presence, then plunged headfirst off the 
trail toward the river below. I was pretty glad to finally arrive at the Petit Sault shelter before 
dark. The trail needs better flagging or blazing and should include reflectors in case anyone 
gets overtaken by night. There was no way to get off the trail in the dark and it was so narrow 
that someone could easily slip and fall into the rocky river with the likelihood of serious injury. 
At Le Petit Sault shelter, two couples with cars and bicycles were setting up two large tents.  
One asked if she could borrow a spoon and a pot. She was in charge of the group's food and 
had left all the cooking gear behind. I had no pot except for my aluminum water cup but 
fortunately I was able to give her my backup spoon. 

Le Petit Sault shelter journal: 
Aug 16/07 
-Excellent maintenance near [illegible] of Lac Beaulieu. 
N.B. -Poor maintenance from peak of Nicole Albert to Beaulieu. Many deadfalls 
to skirt around. Kilometers in all sections are not credible. The trail in fact is 
considerably longer than the signage and the maps show. You need to actually 
wheel measure on the ground, not over map! 
The trail needs much engineering or re-design due to washouts and many 
excessive grades. For example, switchbacks should be made to get a more 
moderate grade on the ascent of Nicole Albert from the west. Parts are in fact 
dangerous, such as some of the rocky ascent/descent to north of the footbridge 
over Beliu R. Trail from Beaulieu to Petit Sault took 9 hours of actual hiking time.  
That's excessive for most hikers or they should be warned of this in the 
guidebook, especially since descent from Nicole Alber is so long and difficult it 
takes much more time than a map suggests. 
Someone doesn't like [illegible] trail in area of Lac Beaulieu ï much vandalism to 
signs. Trail guide needs to show new sortie to Etange Taillard and sign at it's 
junction with SIA must show the trail in the direction to the campsite so one does 
not think that Etange Taillard is the way to the site since it is so marked in the 
guide book. 
Unsigned 

My entry: 
27 juin 2009 Trail between here and Le Lac Beaulieu is very time consuming ï 9 
hours for a fast experienced hiker per 8/16/07 entry in this journal, 12 hours for 
an average hiker per Lac Beaulieu journal, and 14 hours for me, a slow hiker 
with a heavy pack. Trail from small footbridge w/ cable and yellow rope to ford 
with blue cable is the only hazardous section, especially when wet, that I've 
encountered so far. Caution is required. South of Mt Nicole Albert the trail is very 
good from the summit of the hill south of Mt. Nicole Albert to Le Lac Beaulieu 
and there are places w/ water for emergency camping. 
Plugger John, Boston MA  Maine to Gaspé 09. 

 
Saturday June 27, 2009     
Destination:   Le Ruisseau Bascon Hut  
Starting Location:  Le Petit Sault Hut 
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Travel time: 7 hrs   Day's miles/km: 5.1/8.5 Trip miles/km: 475.2/775.1 
Left Le Petit Sault 0745.   Arrived Ruisseau Bascon 1500.  
It was mostly a moderate hike with an easy road road walk for the last 1.6 km to the shelter.  
The narrow high falls at Helen Chute are photogenic with some good places for photos from 
different angles . I was feeling very tired from yesterday's steady long march in the rain. The 
last few hours when I thought I might get stuck on the narrow trail along the edge of the gorge 
after dark probably added some mental stress as well. It had been hot and muggy with rain or 
the threat of rain for the last several days since well before Mt. Craggy so I was glad to stop, 
rest, eat, and dry out at Le Ruisseau Bascon Hut even though it was a little early.   I checked 
my remaining food supplies: 9 ziploc bags of rice, 3 chicken fillets, 2 energy bars, 2 ziploc 
bags of peanuts, 2 ziploc bags of raisins, and 2 ziploc bags of cranberries. I anticipated 
reaching the Cascapedia campground in 3 days where I hoped I would find my mail drop so I 
decided to live it up with an extra peanut ration for the day. I was very much looking forward to 
a shower in Cascapedia followed by laundry and maybe a hotel room at the Gite du Mont-
Albert and then a big 2-day layover at the village of Mt. St. Pierre on the coast. I was pretty 
tired of the rain and hoped for sunny days once I was out of the mountains. After sunset I 
could still get the RedSox from the radio station in Presque Isle 
There were only two entries in the shelter journal from 16 and 25 October 2008. My entry: 

27 juin 2009  Very glad for short hike from Le Petit Sault to recuperate and dry 
out from yesterday's long march in the rain from Le Lac Beaulieu to Le Petit 
Sault. If going south, be sure to check Le Petit Sault shelter journal for info on 
difficulties of trail between Le Lac Beaulieu and Le Petit Sault.  
Plugger John, Boston MA Maine to Gaspé 09 

 
Sunday June 28, 2009     
Destination:   Le Nyctale Refuge   
Starting Location: Le Ruisseau Bascon Hut 
Travel time:  11 hrs   Day's miles/km: 8.5/14.2 Trip miles/km:  483.7/790.3 
Left Ruisseau Bascon 0630.  Arrived Le Nyctale 1730.   
I awoke pretty well recovered from Friday's long march fatigue and had more energy. I also 
ate and drank a little more than usual since I thought my food supply would be OK for the days 
remaining to Cascapedia. The Mt Collins trail went above the treeline and then followed the 
top of a long, level, bare, rocky crest like a smaller mountain in the White Mountains of New 
Hampshire. Several IAT/SIA sign posts along the crest had been knocked down or removed 
while others had been cut or broken about 2 feet above the ground and their signs removed. It 
was a bit tricky to see the trail across bare rocks since it was windy day with a fairly dense 
blowing fog but the trail went in a straight line along the very top of the crest.  It was a similar 
situation when going across Mt Matawees. One clue was to follow the edge of a Protected 
Zone marked by ñNo Trespassingò signs which parallel the trail across the rocky crests. I took 
a photo of a bleached white discarded caribou antler which was the closest I ever got to 
seeing any of the wild caribou in the Gaspésie Park area. While rock hopping across the 
boulder strewn crests of Mt Collins and Mt Matawees I twisted my right knee just enough for it 
to flare up with mild but chronic inflammation and tenderness as a reminder to go easy and 
avoid unnecessary strain. Soon after the crests I met a pleasant and fit young bilingual hiker in 
her 20's with plans to go up and down Mt. Nicole Albert. She had been there before and really 
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enjoyed the view.   A little further along I met M. who was a sturdy hiker in his 30's with a fancy 
wooden hike stick given by his father-in-law and carrying a hand ax on his pack. He had been 
section hiking the IAT/SIA 2 weeks at a time for the last few years. He originally started in 
Forillon and for this trip he was the doing section from Mt. Logan to ñJohnò Gate. He hoped to 
finish the IAT/SIA by 2012 then do the A.T. next. He guessed it was about 2 weeks from Mt. 
Logan to the coast. Once I reached Mt. Logan at the southern boundary of Gaspésie Park, I 
was delighted to see a big change in the trail when it became wide and smooth like a Roman 
highway with tall red posts along the sides to mark the way for winter snowmobiles or ski doos 
as they are called in Canada. I intended to stay at La Nyctale refuge as authorized by my 
IAT/SIA passport but I first walked another 100 yards or so to the La Chouette Refuge. A 
friendly man came outside to the entrance porch as I approached and I asked, ñOu est le 
source d' eau?ò (Where is the water source?). He pointed back toward the La Nyctale refuge 
and said ñEn basò (down below) and I replied ñMerci.ò The water source was a warm water 
pond with no sign, but was good enough with my usual iodine tablets and chlorine bleach. The 
sky had been overcast and threatening rain all day; pretty much like every day since Le 
Ruisseau des Pitounes so I ñenjoyedò the usual brief 5-10 minute showers that lasted just long 
enough to get wet while digging out my rain jacket. I used the refuge's dull ax to split firewood 
from a stack of short thick logs to start a fire in the stove to dry out. My boots were wet through 
with mud inside from the split sides just behind the toes and I hoped they would make it to the 
end at Cap Gaspé. The boots were my old comfortable Merrels that had been critically 
wounded among the Pennsylvania rocks on the A.T. Rocky Mountain Resole had done their 
best but the boots were now definitely beyond repair except for emergency duct tape aid. The 
Nyctale Refuge was super clean and well maintained as were all the refuges in Gaspésie 
Park. I later learned that the refuges are maintained by private contractors instead of 
volunteers like the other sections of the IAT/SIA.   
 
Monday June 29, 2009     
Destination:   Le Huard Refuge  
Starting Location:  Le Nyctale Refuge 
Travel time: 10.5 hrs  Day's miles/km: 9.7/16.1  Trip miles/km: 493.3/806.4 
Left Nyctale 0700.    Arrived Le Huard 1730.  
At breakfast I began to get concerned about enough food to reach Cascapedia after all so I 
decided to go on minimal rations for the next two days. It was yet another overcast, gray, misty 
day with wind in the morning and light showers in the afternoon. On leaving this morning, the 
friendly fellow in the Nyctale refuge called out with a smile as I slowly chugged uphill, ñDon't 
hike too fast!ò I replied, ñDon't worry. That will never happen.ò And we both laughed.  It was yet 
another overcast, gray, misty day with wind in the morning and light showers in the afternoon 
and parts of the trail were boggy so that my boots filled up with mud again from their holes and 
splits. Once again I looked forward to getting to the coast and out of the rainy mountains with 
their bogs. I couldn't help but notice the trail wasn't all that well maintained even in Gaspésie 
Park. It looked to me that it had been several years since the last real maintenance since 
there were several old blowdowns and some of the bog logs were rotted through. I also 
noticed that there were no more SOS/B Point signs and this remained true throughout the rest 
of the Parc. But the trail is well worn and easily followed with local trail signs and little 
overgrowth. However, some of the secondary trails away from the IAT/SIA were quite 
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overgrown with tall grass. There was a 30-something French couple at Le Huard (who turned 
out to be M. and P. that I met several times later)  when I arrived and I tried to ask in French if 
there was a place for me in the refuge per the French phrase book with, ñ Est-ce qu'il ya de la 
place pour moi dans le refuge?ò  M. replied in English, ñWe have some water inside.ò So much 
for my pathetic attempt at French. The Huard Refuge was larger than most with room for 8 
downstairs and another 8 or so in single beds in a bunk room upstairs. I had the bunk room to 
myself while the couple stayed downstairs. A pair of loons on the lake were drifting quietly in 
the wind and drizzly rain and I watched them for about 30 minutes from the bunk room window 
as they maintained their stations abreast each other separated by about 20 or 30 feet.  Not to 
be boringly redundant but the sky was again completely overcast and threatening rain with 
occasional showers. 
 
Tuesday June 30, 2009     
Destination:   Le Mesange Refuge  
Starting Location: Le Huard Refuge 
Travel time:  8 hrs   Day's miles/km: 6.1/10.2 Trip miles/km: 499.5/816.6 
Left Le Huard 0630.   Arrived Mesange 1430.  
I had a strange brain cramp in the morning. I couldn't find my water cup and ziploc with the 
bleach and eye dropper on the other bed where I distinctly remembered leaving them the night 
before after an internal debate on whether to leave them on bed or put them in my rain jacket 
pocket where I keep them in my backpack.  I spent close to an hour scouring the bunk room, 
including looking under mattresses, and finally left thinking that I had either sleep walked or 
had a mental breakdown during the night and flung my entire water purification items out the 
window and into the bushes.   But then at 1200, I stopped for lunch, unpacked my rain jacket 
to get at the ziploc of rice in the food stuff sack, and as I lifted the jacket from where I had 
draped it over a bush I heard a metallic clink and there was the aluminum cup that had fallen 
out of the jacket and onto a rock. Then while still holding the jacket I looked at the inner end of 
the right sleeve and there was the ziploc bag beginning to slide out and onto the ground. --
Sheesh! Whether I was asleep or not last night, I must have decided to put the cup and ziploc 
into the jacket pocket as it was hanging on the wall but had accidentally put them inside the 
sleeve. Thrilled and relieved to know that I could purify water and hadn't suffered from a 
blackout but just ordinary absentmindedness. Between 1015 and 1200 the sun sporadically 
shone (or tried to) through the gray cloud cover and then gave up but it was nice to feel a little 
warmth on the shoulders and to see a shadow for a change. It rained again around 1300.  I 
was passed on the trail by the French couple, M. and P., from the night before at Le Huard and 
we met again at Le Mesange Refuge. M. was interested in hiking the IAT/SIA and I gave her 
some info including the hike through the Matane Reserve cautioned her to beware the Lac 
Beaulieu ï Le Petit Sault section but that it would be easier for southbounders because of 
being able to go through the gorge and up Mount Nicole-Albert in the morning with good light. 
I must have mentioned I was running a little low on food because she gave me a ziploc with 2 
strips of jerky, 10 home-dehydrated potato chips, and 1 homemade cookie which she said 
tasted funny (it did) but was nutritious. Around 1530, a large bearded silent hiker appeared 
and gave a brief and quiet ñhelloò so I replied with ñBonjourò (since French speakers also say 
ñhelloò and I had yet to meet another monolingual English speaking hiker) but neither M. nor P. 
responded to the new arrival's greeting. As the silent hiker prepared dinner and got ready for 
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bed, from the look of his trail shoes drying by the stove and the sound of his scraping the 
inside of his food bowl down to the last molecule, I suspected he might be an American thru-
hiker. After he was settled in a top bunk, I approached for a brief chat in English. He was 
friendly but taciturn and appeared to be in his 20's and was large and hairy, with a bushy black 
beard and ponytail. In response to my more or less direct questions, he said his trail name 
was ñTankò and that he was hiking the IAT to Newfoundland. He looked like he might have 
hiked the A.T. before but didn't say so. He did say he thought the IAT was all right so far. He 
had resupplied in St. Vianney for an estimated pack weight of about 50 lbs with enough food 
to get to Mt. St. Pierre on the coast. I mentioned the Lac Beaulieu ï Le Petit Sault section and 
he said he had done it in about 9 hours (the same time as the fast hiker's journal entry at Le 
Petit Sault). I left him in peace and returned to my bunk. M. and P. had retired early and I 
waited until about 2100 when I thought everyone would be asleep and then started repacking 
my pack for an early morning start. Big mistake. The rustle of my internal plastic waterproofing 
bags must have been louder than I thought because it disturbed both M. and P. P. came to my 
bunk and in politely indignant basic English said they couldn't sleep and could I please be less 
noisy. I apologized and knocked it off for the night. I got up before dawn in the morning and 
packed outside on the porch between intermittent spates of light rain.  
 
Wednesday July 1, 2009     
Destination:   Le Pluvier Refuge, Cascapedia Campground  
Starting Location: Le Mesange Refuge 
Travel time:  7.5 hrs  Day's miles/km: 8.9/14.9 Trip miles/km: 508.4/831.5 
Left La Mesange 0515.    Arrived Cascapedia 1245.   
I started out before dawn since I was really interested in getting to a good campsite, a shower, 
and my mail drop at Cascapedia. According to my IAT/SIA passport I wasn't authorized to stay 
at one of the refuges but I could use all other facilities. Cascapedia is a big family friendly 
lakeside campground with 72 sites designed for car camping with large bare tent or RV sites 
adjacent to each other and separated by narrow strips of trees. On the way into the 
campground office, I saw 2 or 3 sites with a sufficient number of well spaced trees for hanging 
a hammock, e.g. sites on or near #51 and #53.  The campground office wasn't identified with a 
sign but it was in a building with a radio antenna by the entrance/exit gate at the north end of 
the campground near a swimming and canoe rental area. A friendly guard reviewed my 
IAT/SIA passport and Gaspésie Park permit and said I could stay at the Le Pluvier Refuge 
which I was happy to accept as what I thought was a fringe benefit for arriving ahead of the 
main camping season. He spoke little English and in response to my ñOu est le refuge et le 
douche?ò [Where is the refuge and the shower] complete with bodily representations of 
sleeping and showering, said ñLe Pluvier a gouche et le douche a droitò [The Pluvier is to the 
left and the shower to the right] and indicated the directions with a smile and dramatic flourish. 
Best of all, he had received both of my resupply packages. I was very glad to get them since I 
literally had only one handful of raisins left. When I got to Le Pluvier refuge, a cleaning 
contractor's white pickup was parked next to the adjacent refuge. I checked the inside of Le 
Pluvier and saw that it had two rooms for four (2 bunk beds each) and one bunk room for eight 
where a backpack was hanging on a wall so I figured the cleaning contractor hadn't finished 
yet. The 4-person room at the right hand corner had a large outside window. M. had said 
before that she liked to sleep in a room with a big window to not feel confined so I planned to 
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take the inner room between the bunk room on the left and leave the room with the big window 
available in case M. and P. appeared. A notice posted on the wall in French said that the Mont-
Albert Nord [the most popular spot for scenic views] trail had been closed due to heavy rain 
since June 27 and that all hikers must use only the IAT/SIA trail over Mont-Albert Sud. Later 
M. confirmed the warning for me in English and said that trail washouts were fairly common 
this time of year. I waited a bit at a wooden picnic table in front of Le Pluvier, opened the 
resupply packages, and feasted on a can of chocolate almonds. In a few moments, M and P. 
arrived and I offered almonds as compensation for their interrupted sleep the night before to 
forgiving smiles. I told M. of the room with a window which she was happy to hear about. The 
cleaners had apparently already finished with Le Pluvier so we moved in, unpacked, and 
prepared for the evening.  About 1800 a bilingual park ranger arrived. He was very business 
like and inspected all our hiking papers. M. and P. didn't have their Gaspésie Park permit on 
them but (they may have had their permit number since the ranger evidently checked them 
against a database). At any rate, they were allowed to stay in the refuge. However, since I had 
an IAT/SIA passport which specified I was to stay at a campsite at Cascapedia instead of a 
refuge, the ranger said I could not stay and would have to move to a campsite. The refuge 
was empty and M. and P.  tried to convince the ranger to let me stay since it was raining and 
getting too late for any other hikers to appear. The ranger replied that six more hikers still 
might show up and no one could tell if there would be extra room or not and then left.  I 
packed up and went to the office in a light intermittent rain. Now there were two guards with 
little English between them. They were very apologetic in explaining that I could only stay in 
one of a limited number of sites that were reserved for IAT/SIA hikers. The senior guard 
suggested site #45. I tried to explain my need for a site with trees spaced apart for a hammock 
and asked for site #51. The guard threw up his hands and said he could only assign me to one 
of the 4 or 5 designated sites even though the campground was virtually empty since it was so 
early in the season. About this time M. and P. arrived to make a radio call for a reservation for 
Sunday brunch at the Gite du Mont-Albert since there is neither cell phone reception nor a 
land line phone at Cascapedia.. They joined in the discussion with the guard and somehow or 
another the solution appeared. Since Le Pluvier had available space with no other 
reservations, I could stay there if I was willing to pay a fee of $27 with my Visa credit card 
which was extremely fine with me. Everyone, including the guards, were thrilled over the 
happy outcome. While still in the campground office, I attempted to follow M.'s example by 
asking the guard  to make a hotel room reservation for me since I thought it would be cool to 
experience my one and only 4-star hotel lifetime experience on a hiking trip. The radio 
reception was full of static and hard to hear. Both guards did their best to help and made 
contact but the cheapest single was $174 ï Trop cher! [too expensive] - we all three agreed.  
 
Thursday July 2, 2009     
Destination:   Le Fougere Tent Platforms 
Starting Location: Le Pluvier Refuge, Cascapedia Campground 
Travel time: 8 hrs   Day's miles/km: 9.0/15.0 Trip miles/km: 517.4/846.5 
Left Cascapedia 0530.   Arrived Le Fougere 1330.  
M. and P. passed me around 1230 and headed for the Le Fougere Refuge. It was too far for 
me to continue on to Gite du Mont-Albert since no stealth camping is allowed in Gaspésie 
Park. I looked at several tent platform options and then slung my hammock at an angle across 
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a platform by using two trees on opposite edges so that I could easily enter and exit my 
hammock without stepping onto muddy ground .  After an early dinner I got into my hammock 
and left it only once for a bladder call in the middle of the night. At one point in the afternoon I 
heard a father and young son arrive and set up at another platform but I didn't make any effort 
to say hello.  That was the only time that I shared a campsite during the whole hike. And I only 
shared a refuge with a few friendly people a total of four times. After further consideration, I 
decided to go ahead and try for a room at the Gite since I never had before and never would 
again stay at a 4-star hotel and was curious about what it would be like.  I got up at 0300 to 
eat and prepare for an early start to get to the Gite by early afternoon to maximize my time at 
a luxury hiking resort.   
 
Friday July 3, 2009     
Destination:   Gite du Mont-Albert   
Starting Location: Le Fougere Tent Platforms  
Travel time: 9 hrs   Day's miles/km: 10.9/18.1 Trip miles/km: 528.3/864.6 
Left Le Fougere 0515.  Arrived at the Gaspésie Park Information/Discovery Center near the 
Gite du Mont-Albert at 1415  
This day began one my favorite hiking sections of the trip: from Le Fougere to La Grive 
Refuge at the Mont Jaques-Cartier campground. The trails were generally good with decent 
signage, no overgrowth, and fine scenic views. The ascent and descent across the traverse 
between Mont-Albert Sud and Mont-Albert Nord was a little trickier than I had anticipated. The 
summit was rocky and tundra-like above the treeline with signs to not disturb the caribou. The 
trail wound between rusty brown ferrous boulders with cairns and wooden signs as guides. 
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  Traverse Between Mont-Albert Sud and Mont-Albert Nord, Gaspésie Park  
 
At the north edge of the traverse, the trail disappeared under a very large section of ice and 
snow. I started to work my way around the edge of the ice and snow but it was time 
consuming to scramble through all the large boulders so I decided to cross the snow pack with 
a seat of the pants toboggan slide. By digging in the heels of my boots and jamming down my 
hiking sticks as brakes I was able to make a reasonably controlled descent and get fairly close 
to where I hoped the trail would reappear. Thanks to the high guide posts, I relocated the trail 
and followed it along the edge of the rocky Ruisseau du Diable stream. At La Serpentine 
Refuge there was an orange-red closed sign across the trail I had just traveled. Backpacking 
is not for those obsessed with precision and clarity at all times (although I admit I come close 
to that myself after a certain amount of vexation). I started meeting groups of middle-aged 
tourists on their way to Mont-Albert Nord via the loop trail which had been just reopened that 
day. A prime example of the day hiker contingent was a plump elderly couple in matching lime 
green shorts and T-shirts. Other couples were panting from the easy trail from the Gite du 
Mont-Albert area to the Serpentine Refuge. I had to give them credit for being intrepid but I 
doubted they could complete the Mont-Albert Nord loop in the remaining daylight since it was 
already 1300 and they had miles to go. I arrived at the Discovery Center and checked in with 
Gregory at the information desk who was smart, efficient, courteous, helpful and a little geeky. 
He efficiently arranged for my $174 hotel room at the Gite. He said there was no resupply 
package for me at the Discovery Center and thought it must be in the storage room at the 
Gite.  I checked in at the Gite front desk where the staff was a little formal but extremely polite 
and dressed up in monogrammed tabard style uniforms like medieval heralds. It was a bit of a 
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contrast between their elegance and my well-worn scruffy thru-hiker outfit. [Other backpackers 
I had met in Gasp®sie Park were apt to give me a careful look and say something like ñBeen 
hiking long?ò].  All was well at check-in but alas, there was no resupply package. The young 
man at the desk looked diligently in the baggage room but nothing was there and he had not a 
clue about what else to do. I went to my room which was nice but not overly spectacular, no 
fruit baskets or fancy nosegays. There was a large TV set but it showed only a endless loop 
video of info about Gaspésie Park. TV reception must be a real problem in the interior of 
Quebec but after sunset I could nearly always get radio broadcasts from Quebec, New 
Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Presque Ile in Maine. I took a long shower and then went to the 
bar for a Jameson's Whiskey and a St. Ambrose pint of stout in celebration of a successful 
arrival.  I returned to the Discovery Center to report to Gregory about the still missing package 
for his further research. At the Discovery Center bistro I had a dinner of  a very good $14.95 
hamburger with salad and pommes frites and an even better $13 pasta dish with smoked 
salmon and a caesar salad along  with red wine and coffee. I saw M. and P. who had just 
finished their dinner and we chatted for a bit. Then it was back to the Discovery Center 
sundries shop for additional provisions to replace the missing resupply package for the 3-day 
hike to the coast and to augment what was left from my Cascapedia packages: a loaf of bread, 
a dozen frankfurters, some candy bars and peanut butter crackers, and a big bag of Doritos. I 
did laundry back at the Gite do-it-yourself laundry room and was in bed by 2200.  
 
Saturday July 4, 2009     
Destination:   La Camarine Tent Platform  
Starting Location: Gite du Mont-Albert 
Travel time: 7.5 hrs    Day's miles/km: 9.5/15.8 Trip miles/km:  537.7/880.4 
Left Gite du Mont-Albert 0945.   Arrived La Camarine 1730.  
I arose from my comfortable bed earlier than I desired to pack up and be in time for the 
bountiful 0700 buffet breakfast in the Gite dining room ï all you could eat for $17.50. This was 
quite a deal for hungry folks when compared to the a la carte menu where selections like eggs 
benedict were around $14 or $15. I had various kinds of fruit, four kinds of pastries, eggs, 
baked beans, sausage, bacon, cottage fries, coffee and toast from an attentive waitress. I 
thought about a round of pancakes but I was already too full for a planned second comparison 
breakfast at the Bistro. When I checked out of my room I had a message requesting that I see 
Gregory at the service center. Gregory was still trying to find my missing package. He thought 
it might have gone to the Cascapedia Campground in error. He said someone was going there 
today and if it was there they would bring it back when they returned in the afternoon. I was 
eager to get on with the hike and besides I couldn't afford the time or money for another day at 
the Gite so I just asked Gregory to send the package back to Boston if it was found.  In 
hindsight, it would have been better to skip the 4-star room and spend two nights in the very 
good and well wooded La Riviere Campground near the Discovery Center for about $26 per 
night. The $26 includes the use of shower and laundry facilities and you can still eat at either 
the Bistro or the Gite. It would probably also be worthwhile to take a day hike to the summit of 
Mont-Albert Nord and maybe even ride the free bus to the coastal village of St.-Anne-des-
Monts with its excellent hostel, grocery stores, and a bank with an ATM (per the IAT/SIA 
Companion guidebook). I thought of slinging my hammock at the La Riviere Campground for 
another day or two but my promise to be at my niece's wedding on August 15 was always in 
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the back of my mind. I wanted to allow for any major delay so that I could be sure to finish at 
Cap Gaspé and then on to Katahdin before heading to the wedding.  It was the usual up and 
down hike to the La Camarine Refuge and campsite except for the stretch up and over Mont 
Xalibu which was an impressive solitary peak almost like a large monadnock. The trail up 
Mont Xalibu was well maintained with well defined borders marked by boulders and had many 
scenic views to make it a popular spot for day hikers. 
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   Ascent up Mont Xalibu, Gaspésie Park  
 
The trail returned to its normal low-maintenance condition north of Mont Xalibu where the day 
hikers seldom go. When I passed by La Camarine Refuge there was smoke from the chimney 
and comradely sounds of hikers from within so I continued to the tent platforms where my 
IAT/SIA passport authorized me to stay. The usual light rain began just as I was ready to go to 
bed around 1900 and it rained off and on all night but I was already snug and dry. 
 
Sunday July 5, 2009     
Destination:   La Grive Refuge 
Starting Location: La Camarine Tent Platform 
Travel time: 6.5 hrs   Day's miles/km: 7.7/ 12.9 Trip miles/km: 545.5/893.3 
Departed La Camarine 0745. Arrived La Grive Refuge 1430. 
It was sprinkling as I packed up in the morning but I was in no hurry to leave because of the 
posted signs saying that no entry was permitted on Mont Jaques-Cartier before 1000 in order 
to not disturb the caribou. The caribou in Gaspésie are a special sub-species which today are 
found nowhere else.  The ascent up Mont Jaques-Cartier was over bare tundra and a stony 
landscape. The trail was faint over rocks and disappeared for a time under a snow pack. The 
visibility was poor due to a chilly windy combination of misty rain and fog. I was fortunate to be 
able to see each cairn one at a time so I didn't wind up wandering among the boulders. I 
reached the summit of Mont Jaques-Cartier at 1200. It was fog-bound and I could barely see 
the observation tower at the top. The base of the observation tower acted as a shelter for a 
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huddle of day hikers led by a friendly park ranger. My hands were so cold I that I didn't have 
enough fine muscle control to write in the guest book. A little later after my hands had warmed 
up I wrote: ñA foggy day on the mountain. Might have seen a caribou if their noses glowed 
red!ò A friendly young duo (S. and a buddy who was more interested in cooking lunch than 
chatting) was on a thru-hike along both the IAT/SIA and the A.T. from Cap Gaspé to Mount 
Katahdin to Mount Springer. They had met ñTankò on his way north to Newfoundland and were 
impressed by his ability to hike through Maine and New Brunswick at the rate of 20 or more 
miles per day for several consecutive days at a time. Fast hiking does have its advantages, 
especially for long road walks. They were aware of but undaunted by the changeable and 
hazardous weather in the White Mountains which they might reach a bit late in the season. I 
explained that once through the Whites they could relax a bit because the rest of the way to 
Georgia they might have chilly days and cold nights but nothing to worry Canadians. S. had 
met a young woman from Florida who invited him to call if he made it to Mt. Springer and that 
was a big carrot drawing him on.  I left the observation tower at 1230 and started down the 
north side of Mont Jaques-Cartier. It was a complete contrast to the southern ascent ð a well-
groomed trail with steps and many signs. There were several groups of hikers coming and 
going, mostly young sturdy couples. Near the bottom one young fellow too full of bravado for 
his own good was hiking vigorously up the smooth path with a large walking staff and wearing 
jeans, a sleeveless white cotton T-shirt, and a cowboy hat. I hoped he had at least a jacket for 
the rest of the ascent. At the bottom of the trail there was a free yellow school bus that shuttled 
the hikers to the Mont Jaques-Cartier campground and the La Grive refuge. I arrived at 1430 
at the office which had a check-in desk and a sundries shop but it was closed. After a few 
minutes another hiker retrieved the park ranger who was a very nice, friendly fellow named 
Gino. He called the Gite to confirm a vacancy in La Grive Refuge and I got a bunk for a $23 
Visa payment. Later in the evening I turned out to be the only inhabitant. Two other couples (J. 
and F. who were very young and cheerful and another slightly more serious couple) stayed in 
the La Grive to dry out their clothes and gear per courtesy of Gino before eventually leaving to 
sleep in their tents. Gino came by before dark to start a fire in the stove for everyone and to 
offer a tin cup of Jameson's whiskey to anyone interested which I certainly was. Quite nice to 
have no chills inside or outside. I had a hot shower, dried my clothes, talked with the young 
folks who liked to practice their English, and so to bed. They were all going to Mont St. Pierre 
in the morning. 
 
Monday July 6, 2009     
Destination:   Les Cabourons Refuge  
Starting Location: La Grive Refuge 
Travel time: 6 hrs    Day's miles/km: 8.2/13.7 Trip miles/km: 553.7/907.0 
Departed La Grive Refuge 0545.   Arrived Les Cabourons Refuge 1145. 
I got up early and passed by the campground area where everyone was fast asleep in their 
tents in the cool and rainy morning. There were some boggy areas after La Grive Refuge but 
the rest of the trail was on old and new logging roads that continued all the way to the outskirts 
of Mont St. Pierre. Someone had done a very good job with the trail signs in terms of 
frequency and clarity showing the trail junctions and the distances to go to the next refuge and 
to Mont St. Pierre.  After leaving the Gaspésie Park area the SOS/B Point signs began again 
at Point 455. I had initially considered continuing on to Mont St. Pierre but my right knee was a 
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little more sore after the chilly and rocky ascent up Mont Jaques-Cartier so I decided to spend 
the night at Les Cabourons Refuge for a rest and dry-out before making an early morning 
dash to the sea and sunshine. I started a fire in the stove for the young couples who were 
behind me. But they had not arrived by 1750 so I thought they must have pushed on to the 
coast. Another couple in their thirties arrived around 1400 from the north on their way to Mont 
Albert. I had a good, hot fire going and we finally had to open the windows before the lady 
perished of heat prostration. By then my gear and I were pretty well dried out, I had caught up 
with my journal, and had figured out a possible daily schedule to finish at Cap Gaspé by 
Saturday July 24. With this as a plan I could make motel reservations for Mary and me in the 
town of Gaspé when I reached Mont St. Pierre for a zero day. J. and F. finally arrived just 
before dark. They had slept late and didn't leave until after 1200. They were pretty sweet with 
each other and sat side by side at a small campfire until late in the night to not disturb the 
other couple or me with their whispers and murmurs.  
 
Tuesday July 7, 2009     
Destination:   Motel Mt. St. Pierre, Mont St. Pierre  
Starting Location: Les Cabourons Refuge 
 Travel time: 6.5 hrs   Day's miles/km: 14.8/24.7 Trip miles/km: 568.5/931.7 
Left Les Cabourons 0545.   Arrived Mont St. Pierre 1215. 
The trail followed a long gradual descent along logging roads and ATV trails (Trans Quebec 
30) and then connected with a river trail to Mont St. Pierre. The trail continued to have good 
signage and at intersections with other roads or trails there were usually two consecutively 
visible blazes to clearly show the direction of the trail from the point of intersection. The road 
walk down a gradual descent would have been just right for my fastest pace, a long Groucho 
Marx speedy lope, except that I didn't want to strain my gimpy knee so I maintained a 
moderate steady pace. Just outside the village of Mont St. Pierre the river trail section was 
theoretically meant for bicycles but some parts were so heavily overgrown with waist high 
grass that riding would be impossible. Grassy dense overgrowth was a chronic problem for 
much of the trail from Mont St. Pierre to Forillon. The Auberge Les Vagues where I had hoped 
to stay was closed with a for sale sign so I stayed at a more standard tourist place, the Motel 
Mt. St. Pierre for $140 for two nights (see Appendix 5).  It also had a good on-site restaurant 
and a bar which made for a good zero day. For dinner I had the Table d'Hote with filet mignon 
and butterfly shrimp for $38 with a glass of Dubonnet as an appetizer and a half litre of red 
wine which made for a relaxing evening and a sound sleep. I also called Mary to coordinate 
our plans to meet at Gaspé and then drive to Millinocket for the finish on Katahdin. I then 
made reservations for two at the Ft. Ramsey Motel/Campground in Gaspé for $70 for July 28. 
Mary said she would would make reservations at the Abol Bridge Campground for July 29 and 
30 as my starting point to summit Katahdin. I also bought groceries for the next five days as 
well as ice and aspirin and Tylenol for my knee which had become more sore and swollen but 
not bad enough to break off the hike. I was asleep by 2100 and slept straight through until 
about 0430. 
 
Wednesday July 8, 2009     Zero Day    
Destination:   Motel Mt. St. Pierre, Mont St. Pierre  
Starting Location: Motel Mt. St. Pierre, Mont St St. Pierre 
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Travel time: 0 hrs   Day's miles/km: 0/0  Trip miles/km: 568.5/568.5 
The village of Mont St. Pierre, also sometimes written as Mt. St. Pierre or Mt.-St.-Pierre or 
various combinations, is typical of most of the coastal villages that I encountered on Highway 
132 as it goes north and south along the edge of the St. Lawrence Seaway which here is an 
arm of the Atlantic Ocean. Each village is situated where a river flows into the sea through a 
wide deep fertile valley between low green mountains. The villagers originally lived as 
fishermen, farmers, and hunters. I didn't see any farmland but there are still a few active 
fishing villages. However, the economy of most villages is based on tourists and retirees 
attracted by the easy pace and low key beauty of the coastal area with hiking in the 
mountains, swimming in the ocean, or salmon fishing in the rivers for the more active. 
 

 
  Approach to Mont St. Pierre Through the Riviere Mont Saint-Pierre Valley 
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    Coastal Cliff Overlooking Mont St. Pierre 
 
I had breakfast at the Le Délice Motel and Restaurant (see Appendix 5) where there was a 
group of local park rangers also enjoying breakfast ï a good sign. The Mt. St. Pierre Motel 
restaurant seemed to cater mostly to tourists. I spent the rest of the morning lying about with 
ice on my right knee.  Around noon while walking through town for a little sightseeing I met the 
the park ranger Gino from La Give Refuge. He was very friendly and introduced me to the 
owner of Mont St. Pierre's delta plane (hang glider) facility which offers guided flights to 
visitors. But $225 was too high for me to fly. I was taking photos in the afternoon when I met J. 
and F. from the La Grive and Les Cabourons Refuges. They were still laughing about being 
caught by the high tide at 0300 where they were camping under the town highway bridge that 
crosses the river where it flows into the ocean. They got pretty wet and went to Les Joyeux 
Naufrages [The Joyful Shipwrecks] bar and restaurant which was still open. They asked 
around and got Gino's address and knocked on his door for refuge. They said he was a little 
upset about being awakened. He let them come inside to sleep on his couch but he wasn't as 
amiable as he had been at La Grive. They were going to a kayak rental place for a spin on the 
seaway and invited me to go with them but I pleaded bed rest for my gimpy knee. In reality I 
preferred the peace and quiet of a motel room since I tend to be sociable for only short 
stretches at a time when hiking. I enjoy days of solitude as much as anything else. J. had to 
leave the trail to return to work but F. planned to go on to Forillon. She probably didn't weigh 
more than 110 pounds and J. wasn't much bigger but they were both intrepidly 
adventuresome. For lunch I tried the Poutine Italienne at the Mt. St. Pierre Motel restaurant in 
hopes that it would be exceptionally well made but found that I preferred regular poutine with 
hamburger at most any cantine. Poutine is not a gourmet dish. 
 
 
 


