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The Forty Six
by Andy Nitschke
It has taken me far too long to sit down and write this out, not because I can’t think of what to
write, but because there is far too much to write about. Even now as I write this, I am not sure
how to summarize 46 mountains, four years of hiking, a couple of hundred miles of trail, and
countless nights spent sleeping in the woods. Over the course of these trips I have hiked
with friends both old and new, but no matter who I hiked with I always came home with a
great story. What follows are many of the more memorable trips hiking the 46 Adirondack
High Peaks.

The Barefoot Backpacker (Giant and Rocky Peak Ridge)

Many of my entertaining stories from college revolve around my friend Jeff. Quite a few of
them are from hiking trips in the ADKs; however, one in particular stands out in my mind. It
was the week after finals, Jeff was still on campus for his graduation and I was staying on
campus for a summer internship. We decided to hike Giant and RPR since we both wanted
shorter day and also wanted to be back on campus that night.
One of the (many) distinctive things about Jeff is he frequently goes barefoot, both around
campus and hiking as well. He did this around campus with enough frequency that it would
seem out of place to see him with shoes on. Our hike that day was no exception, Jeff brought
boots with him, however he left them in his pack for the entire hike. While on the ascent up
the Giant, we encountered Boy Scout Troop, both being Eagles, Jeff and I stopped and
talked to them for a minute. Shortly into our conversation we earned the nickname “The
Hobbits.” I think this was primarily due to Jeff’s barefootedness, but also partly due to my
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curly hair. They even went as far to give us the names Sam and Frodo, although I forget who
was the ringbearer.
After we were given our new names, we continued our hike and eventually summited
Mordor, oh sorry, I mean Giant. Once we reach the summit Jeff announced a little louder
than necessary that that he was getting thirsty and needed a drink of water. I turned around
to get my typical peanut butter and banana sandwich lunch out of my pack. I turned back
back and discovered Jeff drinking out of a two gallon glass wine jug of water he had pulled
from his pack. Many of you may ask why; there isn’t much of an answer aside from because
it’s Jeff. If you know him then you completely understand this explanation. I was amazed as I
had no idea that he had carried this up the mountain. What made the situation even more
surprising is Jeff and I were housemates at the time so he somehow managed to fill a two
gallon jug of water and pack it that morning without me noticing. To this day I am still not
sure if I was just not quite awake that morning or if he somehow did a really good job of
concealing it from me.
I had already hiked Giant a year ago with my sister via the Ridge Trail so we took the
Roaring Brook trail on the way up to check out the waterfall. While I enjoyed the waterfall on
the Roaring Brook trail, I remembered from my previous hike that the views from the Ridge
Trail were spectacular. For that reason Jeff and I decided we should take that trail down
instead. As an added bonus Jeff also mentioned that he has been wanting to try hitchhiking
for a while. I wasn’t too concerned about finding a ride, as personally I had given fellow
hikers a rides several times.
Unfortunately, it turned out to be more difficult to get a ride than we expected. Once we got
to the road, we did the typical stand by the side of the road with a thumb out. Over the
course of the next 10 to 15 minutes we had several cars pass us with no success. I knew at
some point we would be able to get a ride, but it was very discouraging to stand there
without cars so much as slow down as they speed by us. Eventually a French Canadian
couple came out of the trail behind us. We asked them for a ride but they apologized and
said they couldn’t give us one because there car is too full of camping gear.
Jeff and I went back to standing by the side of the road with our thumbs out, after some time
waiting the French Canadian couple called us back to their car. After watching us struggle
getting a ride and had actually repacked their car so they would be able to give us a ride
back to our car at the Roaring Brook trailhead. The ride back to our car was uneventful. We
talked with the couple who were down in the ADKs from Quebec for the weekend. Once we
got back to our car we pulled out a map and pointed out a few good trails for our saviours to
try over the remainder of the weekend.
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Old Friend in the Great Range (Gothics, Saddleback, Basin, Haystack,
Skylight, and Marcy)

This last summer I got the chance to go backpacking for a long weekend in the High Peaks
with one of my childhood friends, Liam. We grew up on the same street and went through
scouts together, staring out in the same Tiger Cub Den and eventually getting Eagle at the
same court of honor. Throughout all this time in scouts we grew up exploring the outdoors
together. Once entering college it became more difficult for us to hike together since Liam
now goes to school in a different state. Often times when I go on an overnight trip in the
ADKs, at some point in the trip the weather deteriorates, and I end up getting rained on.
However on this trip we had some of the nicest consecutive days I have ever had while
backpacking in the ADKs. Throughout the entire trip I never pulled my rain coat out of my
pack!
It was a long trip, however it was extremely rewarding as we summited many of the more
impressive bald summits in perfectly clear weather. Over the course of two days we hiked
Gothics, Saddleback, Basin, Haystack, Skylight, and Marcy. At one point we even
considered hiking Gray after Skylight; however we still needed to hike up and over Marcy
that day in order to get back to the car in the Garden parking lot. Liam is now down in
Kentucky working on his law degree, so it may be some time before he gets back to the
ADKs. I hope at some point in the future we get to do some more hiking together in the High
Peaks. After this trip he repeatedly told me that he wants to get is 46 some day, so I have a
good feeling I will get to hike with him again in the ADKs some time soon.
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Snow in the Headlights (Gray and Skylight)

On of the recurring events in my adventures is relying on my headlamp for hiking in the
dark. Somehow over the course of hiking in the ADKs, I have pushed the boundaries of my
hikes such that it was not uncommon to start hiking when the sun comes up and get to my
destination after it was dark. This of course means that I have spent increasingly more time
relying on my headlamp as a vital tool on hikes. I have a nice LED headlamp that I have
come to love, however, there was one cold winter night where it just became a pain to use. I
was skiing both Gray and Skylight with my friend Andrew Yale. He had a pair of XC skis for
the approach to the mountains and a pair of snowshoes for the accents. I was using my
telemark skis and climbing skins. It was our goal to move fast and do the entire hike in one
push and we were expecting to skiing out in the dark.
Winter hiking has a lot of great advantages: there are no mosquitoes, you can just slide
down the mountain, and so on. One of the great advantages of this trip was that instead of
skiing around the Flowed Land (name of a lake/marsh in the ADKs), we were able to ski
directly across it on the snow and ice, cutting off some mileage and giving a unique view of
the surrounding area. In the picture above Andrew is standing on the ice that covers the
Flowered Land a little ways ahead of me.
The hike itself was nice, and using skis for the trip in and out speed up our progress. The
climbing skins I had on were just able to hold on to the snow going up the steep stuff,
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although I will admit there were a few steep sections where I had difficulty. Unfortunately, it
was overcast and snowing lightly the whole day so there wasn’t much to see from the
summits. I could tell from the summit of Skylight that we would have had really nice views
and was disappointed we didn’t have better visibility with snow coming down.
The descent itself was good, the hiking trail made for an interesting ski down, although my
decision to ski down that narrow trail was questionable at best. A little bit after we skied
across the Flowed Land it started getting dark and for a little while using headlamps wasn’t
bad. However, about an hour from the cars it started snowing. I am sure if you have done
any driving in the northeast you are familiar with the annoyance of snow lit up by car
headlights. Now imagine that same effect while skiing down a narrow hiking trail. Although
it was necessary to have lights on so we could see the trail and not go careening off into the
trees, I am not sure how much the headlamps improved our visibility with all the snow
lighting up right in front of our face. We were quite happy to ski out of the storm and see
our car waiting for us in the upper works parking lot.

Three Attempts on Three Mountains (Algonquin, Iroquois, and Wright)

Three of my favorite peaks in the High Peaks Region are Algonquian, Iroquois and Wright.
They are relatively short hikes and have gorgeous views from the summit. The first time I
hiked these, it was a gray and dreary day. My expectations weren't very high, but once we
climbed three quarters of the Wright, I noticed that the sun was starting to peer through the
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clouds. At that point we had climbed through the clouds and were looking out to a view of
mountain tops poking through the clouds. It was as if there were dozen little islands floating
in the clouds. It was because of this spectacular view we weren't able to make it all the way
to Iroquois that day. We spent so long sitting on the summit and enjoying the view from
Wright and Algonquin that we didn’t have the time to push on to Iroquois.

The second time I hiked Algonquin, the conditions were far less favorable. In fact, it was not
just less favorable, it was completely hostile weather that day. We summited Algonquin as
part of a backpacking trip over spring break my sophomore year of college. Although it was
my spring break, it was still the dead of winter in the High Peaks. When we started the day,
the weather was nice, but by the time we summited Algonquin it was cold, snowy, windy,
and whiteout conditions on the summit. Since we could see very little on the summit, we
decided it would be unwise to blunder around in the whiteout searching for the unbroken
trail to Iroquois. Additionally, it was starting to get late and this decision would have forced
us to come back up and over Algonquin in the dark, in the middle of a whiteout. Even
without pushing for Iroquois we still only just got to our leanto before dark. So yet again I
was forced to leave Iroquois unconquered.
I finally submitted Iroquois last summer. There were three of us hiking that day, myself,
Jacob, and SteveO. We got a late start to the day but we were all experienced hikers and
didn’t have second thoughts about descending in the dark. Conversely to my other attempts
we successfully hiked both Algonquin and Iroquois with no problems along the way. It was a
nice and sunny day, the view was phenomenal, and the hike was not hard. The late start to
the day ended up making the hike even better, as we sat on the summit and watched as the
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low sun cast long shadows from the mountains across the valley. Although we started
descending before the sun dipped below the horizon we did get the chance to see some
beautiful colors from the setting sun. Eventually it got dark so we pulled out our headlamps
and continued heading down the trail. After hiking in the dark for half hour or so, I noticed
something along the trail off in front of us. I couldn’t quite tell what it was, it looked as if it
was animal’s eyes lighting up in the beam of my headlamp. Once we got closer we
discovered that it was reflective tape on the backpack of two hikers. They had done the long
trek from the Loj to Marcy that day and were trying to follow the trail back to the Loj in the
dark. They were without a headlamp and had little more that water and a snack in their
backpack. They told us to go on ahead and head back without them since they didn’t want to
slow us down, but we insisted that we hike the rest of the way with them. There was no moon
that night and it was getting close to pitch black. I am not sure how they got as far as the did
without a light and what exactly they were thinking when they told us to continue on without
them. As our crew of now five approached the Loj, it started to drizzle some. As luck would
have it, as we walked into the parking lot of the Loj the skies opened and it started to
downpour. When I say downpoured I mean it, some of the roads on the drive home had an
inch or so of standing water on them. I am very happy that we decided to get a late start that
day, if we hadn’t it would have been a very long, wet, and cold night for the fellow hikers we
stumbled upon.
Although we were off the trail this was not the end of our adventure; it was late and we had
yet to eat dinner, so we wanted to stop somewhere on our drive home. We immediately
decided on the Noon Mark Diner. If you frequent the Highpeaks and haven’t been there yet,
you need stop by to try out their food. They have
some of the best post hiking food I have ever
had, and even better homemade pie. The diner is
named after Noonmark mountain, which although
it is not one of the high peaks, is a very
worthwhile mountain in the area to hike. Once we
made this decision, we became very concerned;
it was just after nine at night and being a small
mom and pop diner we were unsure when it
would be open till. To our dismay, as we pulled
up to the diner we saw no customers inside and
the waitress sweeping up. As we opened their
frount door the waitress apologized and said that
they were just closing up for the night. Thankfully
we convinced the waitress to open up the
register so we could buy a pie to go and eat it in
the car. That pie is one of the best strawberry
rhubarb pies I have ever had.
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Almost to the Top (Nippletop)

Febuary of my freshman year several of us from the Rensselaer Outing Club(Jeff, Brett,
Garrett, Bill, Jesse, and myself) attempted to climb Nippletop, we sadly did not succeed. I
eventually climbed Nippletop around a year later, but that story is not nearly as exciting.
Our plan was to approach the mountain using cross country skis and then transition to
snowshoes once we got to the steeper stuff.
Instead of cross country skis, I had a pair of telemark skis and climbing skins with me. Since
it was one of the first times I used skins I bought a pair of snowshoes as a backup. One of the
group members had an extremely old pair of wood snowshoes that had no resemblance
crampons on the bottom, I offered him the pair I had and decided to go the whole way using
skins. Since I was still new to using skins I had unrealistic expectations about how well they
would hold on unbroken trail. At the base of the mountain, the skins were holding fine.
However as we approached the summit the trail got steeper and the characteristic of the
snow changed substantially. The snow became more and more dry and fluffy giving me
substantially more trouble getting the skins to stick. Eventually I was forced to take my skis
off and boot pack while the rest of the group went ahead.
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After some time, I heard the rest of the group coming back down to me. This excited me as I
thought that this meant that they had summited and that I was getting close to the top as well.
When they got down to me I learned that further up the mountain the trail markers
completely disappeared under the snow (yes- they are normally at eye level or above that)
and there was no discernible trail thru the woods. To add to that I learned that Bill fell into a
spruce trap and they spent 10 minutes recovering one of his snowshoes from the tree. At that
point we were running out of daylight, a few in the group were starting to get cold, and the
temperature was dropping, so we were forced to descend the mountain unfinished.
The portion of the descent that was skiable was a fun as there was as there was a lot of nice
Adirondack powder to play in, although I was forced to jump over the two feet deep
switchbacks cut into the snow by hikers. By the time we got back to where they had stashed
their skis it was already dark. Although the rest of the trip was a gentle downhill most of the
people in our group had very little experience cross country skiing. This lead to quite a few
falls; as skiing down a road, in the dark, in the middle of the woods isn’t the easiest place to
learn how to handle cross country skis. Despite the falls everyone was in good spirits and it
was better than hiking that miserable road through the ausable club land.
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Doomed from the Start (Gothic)

One of most unsuccessful summit attempts I made in the High Peaks was on a trip up
Gothics. Our plan was to hike to the base of the north slide of Gothics, Ice climb up the
shallow grade slab on the north slide, and then ski down the true north slide.
The first mistake we made is we started the day too late, but I will come to this later. The
next problem we encountered was the ice on the north slide. It was still early in the winter
and due to this the ice hadn’t had the chance to form very thick. Most of attempts to get a
solid hold with ice tools just resulted in them bouncing off of the rock underneath the ice.
Garrett and SteveO decided to give the climb a try while the other three of us ascended via
the snow field on the left side of the slide. Progress for the two on the slide was extremely
slow as they had to daintily place their tools in the ice to prevent them from losing grip
entirely.
This is the point where we come back to the original problem, by the time they got to a safe
point and traversed across to us on the snow field it was dark. At this point we also
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discovered that the two group members that were with me on the snow fields had forgotten
their headlamps. I was frustrated by this as they were both experienced hikers and we
planning on hiking out in the dark from the very beginning. Progress from here in was
extremely slow. We decided that it safest to traverse/bushwack around to the true north
slide and descend that rather than attempt ascend the rest of the way in the dark, or go
down the mix of snow and ice that what we had just ascended. Before we even got to the true
north slide we discovered a smaller unnamed slide and descended that.
After a long hike out with all of our heavy skiing and climbing gear we finally got back to the
car safe, but exhausted. After I got home I examined an aerial photo of the mountain, to my
dismay I discovered that if we had hiked about a hundred yards up the unnamed slide we
descended then we would have reached the true north slide this would have lead to a much
easier time descending the mountain.
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Finishing the Forty Six (Allen, Santanoni, Couchsachraga, Panther)

I summited Panther on September First 2013 thus completing the Forty Six High Peaks,
although I had several plans to finish the 46 on Panther before that day. Most of the previous
times I failed to summit a mountain, I failed to do so while actually on the hike. The
Santanonies however were different, initially I was planning on spending the a weekend
finishing up the 46 by hiking Allen and then the next day hiking the Santinonies with my
friend Chris. Just about the time we got off of the slide on Allen it started to drizzle and once
we got to the flat trail out of the woods it turned into a full downpour. By the time we got back
to the stream crossings a majority of the rocks we used to steep across on the way in were
underwater because of the rising water. By the time we got back to the car we had hiked
around 19 miles, the last third of which was in the pouring rain. We both had good rain gear,
waterproof boots and gaiters, however the pouring rain and to stream fords we were
thoroughly soaked. We decided that starting the next day, most likely in the rain, with
already wet gear would not be very enjoyable so I left my final peaks for another day.
The second plan to hike the Santanonies was the Monday after I graduated from college. It
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would have been an excellent end to my college career as I couldn’t think of a much better
way of celebrating than spending a day in the mountains with close friends. The night before
we were going to leave we checked to weather and discovered that the Adirondacks had
received several feet of snow that weekend. Unfortunately I had just sent all of my cold
weather gear home with my parents as I wasn’t expecting a snow storm at the end of May. So
I was forced to yet again push off finishing my 46.
It was the third plan I had to go up to the ADKs in order to finish off my 46 and this time I was
certain I would at least make it to the trailhead. We were heading up to Adirondacks after
doing some whitewater rafting in Western Mass and we started driving through a really bad
rain storm. At this point we decided to check the weather and discovered that the rain we
were in was the remnants of a tropical storm that it was affecting the ADKs as well. I still
wanted to go for it as I was getting restless to hike this range since I had originally planned
to finish a few months prior. Chris however convinced me to wait for nice day to finish of the
remainder of my peaks so the hike would be a more rewarding finish.
Although I was reluctant at the time, I am now extremely happy that I listened to Chris. That
last trip was overall uneventful, however in this instance that was a good thing. There were
five of us that went on the hike, Chris, Jeff, Tessa, Açmae and I. We started the day late in the
morning, heading up to the summit of Santanoni first via a small lesser used trail rather than
the typical time square route. We had a short break at the summit where we basked in the
sun and enjoy lunch. After that we pushed on past time square, the junction between the
three high peaks in the Sananonies, to descend all the way to Couchsachraga (Couch). It is
impressive that the summit elevations were originally determined as accurately as they
were using only simple surveying tools, however I am surprised that Couch was ever
considered a high peak, we had to descend so far from time square in order to get to the
summit of Couch. We did have to go up a little to get to the summit of Couch but even
looking at it from Santanoni it just appears to be a false summit on the ridge of Panther. After
a stop at the top of Couch we made the final ascent to Panther. Of the three peaks in the
Santanonies I am happy that I saved Panther for last. We arrived at the summit, briefly
celebrated and then sat down to enjoy the view for a while. We then descended via the
typical time squre trail, arriving back at the car a little while after it got dark marking my
successful completion the ADK46.
Thanks to all my friends who joined me on my adventures and to my family for introducing
me to the outdoors and the ADKs at an early age. Sadly it has become a little more difficult
for me to hike in the ADKs and I have recently relocated from the Albany to the Boston.
Although my move may have placed me further from the ADKs, I am now much closer to
many other mountains in New England like the Whites. Even still, I find myself missing the
ADKs as they hold a special place in my heart. Plenty of my friends in ROC (Rensselaer
Outing Club) are working on their 46 and my sister just started actively working toward
hers. I am happy that I have hiked all the High Peaks but I am looking forward to getting
back on the trail with my friends and sister to help them explore the High Peaks.
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Too many more stories to tell
It was very difficult figuring out what stories I wanted to share, there are just far to many. But
by holding off I will give someone else to tell them (and to be honest I have written enough
at this point). So if you ever want a good story about a hike in the ADKs here is a list stories
and people to talk to. (Ryan Magruder these might be good people to bother to get more
carin articles)
● Backpacking up Marshel with Eric when he had his jaw wired shut
● An up and coming book series “Walking With Wood” by Scott Z

● How exactly does Tank stays warm on winter hikes?
● Brian’s friend Knowm Nclature who came ice climbing and on hiking trip with us.

● Walking out on to chapel pond with Jeff and Brian on a clear winter night to look at
stars; then hearing an enormous crack echo off the mountains from some of the ice
shifting.
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● Starting and finishing the entire Dix range under the stars with Ziv, Jordan and
Connor

● Jordan’s walking stick Dixie
● Although it started as a kayaking trip, I ended up hiking out of the woods in the dark
and bumming a ride back to the putin/takeout from some nice strangers with
Connor, Scott, and Andrew C
● Starting a trek in the Sewards twice once just before dark and once about an hour
after dark with James.
● Trying to follow Anna to the Sewards and then using SSH from the middle of the ADKs
to get phone numbers of people in Anna’s car.
● Scott’s delicious(not at all, don’t let him tell you otherwise) breakfast invention
Cherry Wheat Beerios
● Summiting the wrong peak of Allen with Chris and bushwhacking along someone
else's "trail" to get to the real peak

18

ROC Side
by Lucy Naslas and Nayo
We wopplin tonight!!!!
That's right!!
Comes around twice a year!!!
But never fear!
We are prepared with our hangers and brroms
Booooom!!!!
First of may has already passed
But that doesn't mean we won't see your a**.......
Outside
ROC side :P
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Cairn Words
“Pontificate” -

Connor Schleicher

“Juxtaposition” “Apropos” -

Scott Zanar

Eric Newton
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Letter from the Editor
Jordan Simonds
Hello Rensselaer Outing Club members (past, present and future),
I have just adopted the role of Cairn editor. I am very excited to help the club
by running one of the coolest positions on our Executive Board. I mean, just wait ‘till
you see my bat!! This position historically had a lot to do with the image of the club to
its members and other students on campus. The Cairn was a big deal! Looking back
many years, you can see that members were submitting stories, summaries, poems,
and a lot of original content revolving around ROC. The past few years, however, the
club has seen a decline in content written for the Cairn.
Surely, we can relate this to the infusion of web technology and social
networking making it easier than ever to spread the word about the many awesome
adventures we all go on. This phenomenon is happening all around the world;
publishing companies and newspapers are going out of business. This process is
hard to reverse but very easy to adapt! At one of the last EComm meetings of the
S’14 semester, it was decided to augment more responsibility to the Cairn Editor
(That’s Me!!). They are now in charge of maintaining the website and working with
the Secretary and Vice President to develop a running history of the Past ROC, as
well as documentation of the Future ROC. This is easy for me since I built the ROC
Site, but I plan to pass it on before I graduate!
But what about The Cairn? Have no fear, for the Cairn will never die, and the
responsibility of writing articles still lies in the hands of the entire ROC Community
(That’s You!!). The articles don’t have to be long, even one word will do! (As long as
it is a good 10-point word). That’s it, just an update! Oh, yeah, one last thing…

WRITE FOR THE CAIRN!

