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  I'm staying at Shaw's Hiker Hostel in Manson, Maine.  Keith and Pat Shaw own the place and serve up the best dinners and breakfasts I've had on the trail. I need the fuel for the last leg of my journey.

  I have now broken the 2,000-mile threshold. With 2,047.2 miles behind me, it's difficult for me to fathom that I'll be climbing Mount Katahdin in little over a week.

  Maine has been wonderful. These woods really do have a magic all their own. I behold views filled with the majesty of mountains. Nowhere have I seen a sky so blue. I marvel as the loons call to each other across the many lakes and ponds; echoes of the wilderness.

  High in the mountains, amidst the chatter of red squirrels, the shoddily hand-painted sign said it all: Welcome to Maine, the Way Life Should Be.

  The Appalachian Trail's path now passes through some of the remotest sections of its entire length. The terrain has been the most rugged of the entire walk. Steep climbs and descents mark the challenge of an ending. My body is tired and my mind reels. I am tom between just wanting to get this thing done and wishing it would never end.

  The leaves are turning. The forest seems on fire at times with blazing reds and bright yellows. Fall is my favorite time of year. The air is filled with the scent and melancholy in the change of seasons. This most incredible year comes full circle as my journey into soul draws to a close.

  For more than five and a half months, I have silently and diligently worked at a goal. It just feels so dang good to be on the brink of completion. I almost weep as I write this because I no longer have anything to prove. My former life was filled with bitterness and blame. Now my world has become filled with mystery and magic. What a truly wonderful walk this has been.

  I began this trail a diehard cynic. But it’s hard to remain cynical with chipmunks playing at your feet, or watching a butterfly sit on your leg. A quiet moment in Virginia showed me the calls of at least 10 different birds while a salamander warmed itself on one of my boots. Such peace I have never known.

  The ultimate challenge is yet to come: to take this Appalachian Trail magic home with me and make it part of my daily life. I fear that the work of seeking my balance between flesh and spirit will be a lifetime job. But fear no longer stops me. Way back in mid-May at the Trail

Days Festival in Damascus, Va., the many emotions I felt then were just too much for me.

  I'm sure you remember me talking up the gathering for weeks before I got there, but it's taken me all this time to make “sense” of it.

  I listened to Bill Irwin speak. His 1990 thru-hike gained national attention because Bill is blind. His story is probably the most inspirational tale I've ever heard. He showed a movie about his walk, and it brought me to fighting back tears at the moment he took his last step on the trail. He had made it.

  I was dazzled by a display about Grandma Gatewood," who at age 71 completed her second thru-hike. Her famous phrase about the trail was, "It takes more head than heel." How right she was. May she rest in peace.

  Trail Days was an emotional whirlwind. Indeed, the whole trail has been overwhelming at times. It will take me years to realize some of the life lessons I've learned out here. Dealing with the problems and daily challenges of the trail make for a grand metaphor for life. I've found a certain peace with myself and feel I'm a better person for having walked the walk. I feel alive.
  The sharing of food, advice, pain, and victory; the generosity of strangers; all of this give me the hope that life is good after all. J.D. Buck said it better:

The treasures of love, the welcome guests in the "kingdom of heaven” within us( the children, the friends, the objects of our affection(these are our real possessions. The impulse to human kindness, the kind word that springs spontaneously to the lips, the helping hand that is quickly extended, the love impulse that is not calculating but spontaneous and always ready(who is not drawn to these; who does not recognize them and make obeisance?"

  One more week. So little time to plod through the 100-mile wilderness, and then I come back to the world. I must return to your microwave oven stands and air-assisted toilets. TV will be there... waiting and consuming. Jobs, telephones, arguments, injuries all await my return. Perhaps we are cheating ourselves. No?

  I hold no grudges, though. It is not my place to judge. In the end, I will die the same as anyone. I have found a simplicity to life here and can only live my life as I see fit. Thus I leave revolutions and sweeping change to men and women far greater than myself.

  114 miles left.

  Time seems to have flown by, and yet it feels a lifetime passed this summer. The 100-mile wilderness is all that stands between me and the finish. I know now that Mount Katahdin holds no great answer for me. No moment of great wisdom will find me there.

  But that in itself is the wisdom: it's not the destination, but the journey! I cannot know or even imagine what that moment on the peak will mean or feel like to me. But nonetheless, I will push forward and onward. All good things...

  Perhaps endings aren't so bad after all. Without rhyme or reason, the world is filled with beginnings and endings. I no longer seek to know why I'm on this earth. Perhaps I no longer even need purpose only direction. It is enough for me to simply be. I am indeed alive! Katahdin calls me, my friends. Adieu.  

"Sometimes the light's all shining on me

Other times I can barely see

Lately it occurs to me

What a long strange trip it's been."

I am the Scribe

I am the Walrus

Coo Coo Ca Choo

