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To the NOBOs, SOBOs, sections, and thrus,
all lovers of the trail—this book is for you.
A very special "thank you" to Forrest, my forever hiking partner.
And to my nephew, Richard, for inspiring me to create this book
so I can share my love of the AT with all of you.
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Take on the

APPALACHIAN TRAIL

Michelle A. Adshead

ADVENTURE STORIES
by Michelle

A hike up the Appalachian Trail you will find
is a dream many have in the back of their mind.
Our story's about two adventurous twins
who have researched and trained—so our story begins.

There is Molly, who’s known as the sensible one,
and then Folly, carefree, who gets lost in the fun.
Now, the two of them plan on this difficult feat
that will take them through rain and unspeakable heat.
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Beginning in Georgia and ending in Maine,
this achievement will be awfully hard to attain.
They are eager to start on their hike to the north,
but the odds that they’ll finish are only one-fourth.
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SPRINGER MTN, GA 8.5 MI.
MT. KATAHDIN, ME 2,193.1 MI.

So, the twins are now ready to start on the trail;
they begin the approach quite assured they won't fail.
With their packs on their backs and a few pounds within,
Springer Mountain’s the place where their hike does begin.
“We should carry a pebble for all of the way.
We can alternate holding it every day!”

So now Folly and Molly are set for the night.
It’s their first night outside, and poor Folly’s in fright.
“Do not worry, dear Folly. There’s nothing to fear.
We have hung all our food and have packed proper gear.”

Then, the very next morning, they rise with the sun.
Now they’re hiking and singing—the fun’s just begun.
And so, onward they walk, and for several days,
they successfully travel the tricky green maze.

“Okay, Folly, it’s nice that you have a fast pace,
but it’s nicer to practice not leaving a trace.”
“It’s just part of a wrapper,” he says with a pout.
“But if everyone did that, the trail would be out!”
“You are totally right. It’s important to see
I should think about others and not only me.”
“Yes, exactly, it’s vital we all do our part
and clean after ourselves every time we depart.”

As the days turn to nights with so much to admire,
they capture it all as they write by the fire.

But meals become hard as they go through their food.
“I’m so tired of oatmeal. I’m not in the mood!
Pepperoni and cheddar are not all that bad,
but it feels quite like oatmeal is all that we’ve had.”
“Yeah, I totally hear you. It’s time to refuel.
But eight miles to town seems remarkably cruel.
My blisters are hurting. They’re throbbing so hard.
I’ll be lucky to make it another whole yard.”

Now, without some more food, it is quite understood,
they’d be in for some trouble—it wouldn’t be good.
Though this turn of events surely would have been tragic,
a stroke of good luck brings them straight to trail magic!
With fresh snacks galore and a water refill,
their magnificent Trail Angel spreads some goodwill.

So, the two have just traveled a hundred tough miles—
depleted and weary from all of their trials.
“We’ve so much to show, but still so far to go.
We can do this,” says Folly to Molly...“heave-ho!”

So, then onward they go, reassuring each other,
and Molly’s relieved she can count on her brother.
By now, they are hiking long mileage with ease;
as they enter the Smokies, they take in the breeze.

Then, with friends they’ve just met, from atop Clingmans Dome,
they’ll share s’mores by the fire and tales from back home.
They may not have a lot; they’ve brought scarcely a thing.
But in moments like these, they have everything.

As they hike towards Virginia, the rain does increase;
in their bags with their clothes, there is not a dry piece.
Now, they’re hungry and tired, they’re cold, and they’re wet.
But exploring in nature’s as good as it gets.

“I am sure my morale would be quite a bit higher,
if all of my clothes were a teensy bit dryer.”
“Hey, Folly, don’t fret, also wipe off that frown.
Look, my map says we’re only one mile from town.”

So, right there, each decides to become their own hero.
They’ll take the night off, then tomorrow, a Zero.
“These clean and dry clothes truly fill me with glee.
This time off was so needed, Fol, don’t you agree?
Now, let’s go to the trail. I am keen to get back.
I have quite a full belly and food in my pack.”

They have hiked for some time and are dragging their shoes.
“Now, I get why they’re called the Virginia blues.”
“Oh, my goodness, this fierce hiker hunger’s intense!
But it’s worth it because this adventure’s immense.”

What comes next on their trip is a marvelous place.
When they reach Grayson Highlands, they slow down their pace.
They observe from a distance the ponies out grazing,
enjoying the view—which is oh so amazing.

With Trail Days approaching, they head to Damascus,
to break from their thru-hike and savor the practice.
Now, far from the trees and no longer in shade,
the two hikers take part in the yearly parade.
From amongst the large group, they do not see one frown,
and they dance with their friends till the bonfires go down.
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Now the two have moved on, and they’ve hiked quite a distance.
They’re making great time because they have persistence.
At McAfee Knob, the twins soak in the view—
an illustrious landscape and sky that’s so blue.

But the very next morning turns into a toughie,
‘cuz Molly’s poor ankles begin to get puffy.
“My feet—boy, they hurt. Oh, they ache, and they throb,
and we’ve only just finished with McAfee Knob.
Yes, this trail can be great, but it’s not always bliss.
Folly, maybe I’m really not cut out for this.”

“Oh dear, Molly, don’t fret. You have brains, strength, and heart.
Just look back at the trail—you’ve come far from the start.
You can throw in the towel if that’s what you’d like,
but I see it right now; ‘my sis finished the hike.’”
“You are right, it is hard, but I'll go my own pace,
and I’ll finish this hike with a grin on my face.”

So now onward they venture, and soon hit their mark.
They have reached Shenandoah National Park.
“Say, Molly, I’m wondering… what would you do
if a crafty black bear cub collided with you?”
“Well, Folly, it’s interesting that you have asked,
cuz I think that’s a mama and cub we just passed.”
“Black bears, yes they’re big, but they’re also quite shrewd.
They are not into us—all they want is our food.
If you see one approaching, just raise your arms high,
then make lots of loud noise; they will run right on by.”

Now, the two have arrived at the AT Conservancy,
located right in the quaint Harpers Ferry.
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This landmark is one they do not want to miss;
they will add their own polaroid and reminisce.
They excitedly jot down their trail name—Twin Peaks—
to commemorate all they’ve accomplished these weeks.

West Virginia to Maryland then Pennsylvania,
(which wryly, they designate “Rock and Roll Mania”).
“They’re stuck in my shoes, in my pack, and my socks—
this entire terrain is enveloped in rocks!
I am really not trying to spew any hate,
but so far this has been the most challenging state.
With each step that I take, my poor ankle, it bends.
But it’s worth it because we’ve found awesome new friends!”

Now, in honor of finishing half of their hike
with their friends, they begin a fun task they all like.
Eating ice cream—half a gallon—is hiker tradition.
At Pine Grove, the crew proudly takes on their mission.
“My brain has developed a slight little freeze,
‘cuz I swallowed that carton of ice cream with ease.”
“Mmm, my coconut strawberry ice cream was tasty,
but maybe I shouldn’t have been quite so hasty.”
“I wish that our task hadn’t ended so soon…
but let’s go claim our trophy—a small wooden spoon!”

“We have hiked for so long now; it must have been weeks.
We have climbed up high mountains and down their steep peaks.”

“But the farther we go on this difficult trail,
it increasingly feels like a marvelous tale.”

“There were days we were scorching, exhausted, and thirsty,
but seven states in now, we’ve made it to Jersey!”

“And soon to New York, which will be such a teaser,
we’ll need to contort through the famed Lemon Squeezer.”

With fourteen states total, they’re more than halfway,
and the fog in Connecticut’s heavy and gray.
All throughout Massachusetts, they’ve tried—but in vain—
to avoid big black flies that could drive them insane.
As they trek through Vermont, they feel icky and cruddy
because frequent rain makes the trail very muddy!

And now in New Hampshire, they’re focused as ever
while scrambling the rocky White Mountains together.

The two have crossed over the border to Maine!
It’s the last in their journey and tricky terrain.
They are ready to travel an infamous mile;
it is known as the “toughest” and lasts for a while.
It’s Mahoosuc Notch and a tough one for sure,
but the one thing it’s not is a tedious bore.

They’re approaching the end now, and they are quite merry.
Across Kennebec River, they ride on the ferry.
It’s how to cross over the vast open river;
officially sanctioned to surely deliver.
The bright red canoe takes them out of the maze,
and affixed to the bottom, they spot a white blaze.

After crossing the river, they’re back on dry land.
Not a city for days, but for this, they have planned.
“We’ve got many supplies that will last ten more days,
on this Hundred-Mile Wilderness part of the maze!”

APPALACHIAN TRAIL
CAUTION

THERE ARE NO PLACES TO OBTAIN SUPPLIES OR GET HELP UNTIL
ABOL BRIDGE 100 MILES NORTH. DO NO ATTEMPT THIS SECTION
UNLESS YOU HAVE A MINIMUM OF 10 DAYS SUPPLIES AND ARE FULLY
EQUIPPED. THIS IS THE LONGEST WILDERNESS SECTION OF THE ENTIRE
A.T. AND ITS DIFFICULTY SHOULD NOT BE UNDERESTIMATED.
GOOD HIKING!
M.A.T.C.
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“Look at me!” Folly shouts, and then there’s a loud thump.
He had jumped off a rock and then fell in a slump.
“Oh, my dear,” Molly cries, with her words rather terse.
“It does not appear broken, so it could be worse.”
She had researched the injuries common while hiking,
but this one was just a bit rough for her liking.
He limps off the trail, and the two catch a ride;
Folly wants to get help, but he still has his pride.

“It’s not sprained,” says the doctor. “You’ll soon be okay.
You should take this prescription, and rest for a day.”
“Oh, thank goodness,” says Folly. “I don’t want to bail.
We will take a day off. Then we’ll hike without fail.”
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Now a full day has passed, and they’re hiking with care.
They are not pressing harder than Folly can bear.
They continue to hike till they see a great sight.
They can’t stifle their gasps, although try as they might.

There it stands, in the distance in front of the two,
Mount Katahdin, a breathtaking glorious view.

On their last night of camping at Baxter State Park,
they are up with excitement till long after dark.
They awake with the dawn, quickly packing up camp,
and with loud sleepy yawns, they continue like champs.

“We will get to the top, Folly, that is our pledge.
So come on, let’s get going and pass through Knife’s Edge!”

And, although they'd been hiking for so many weeks,
this last mountain is one with the toughest of peaks.
But despite a slight fear that they might face a plummet,
the twins scramble on till they reach their last summit.

“Oh wow," whispers Folly, enthralled by the view.
“I'm so happy I’ve gotten to share this with you."
“Oh, dear Folly, we're finally here on Katahdin.
Just think of the trail and the gifts we have gotten."
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SPRINGER MOUTAIN, GEORGIA via the A.T.
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“But now that we've made it, I've got to admit
that the end's bittersweet, and I don't want to quit.”
“Oh, I fully agree, and that makes me perplexed—
so, what brilliant adventure’s in store for us next?”

