



• OKAY OKAY SO I HIKED MONADNOCK 
(like everybody else) 



It was great- I took the Marlboro trail, which I’d never done before and I saw a 
million things… like: 

A crowd of common ravens fighting with each other. One would dive-bomb the 
other, and the one on the bottom would flip over midair, and kick at the dive-
bomber with its feet. 

I saw many turkey vultures on thermals on the West side of the mountain. I saw 
another raven flying prefectly stationary in the thermals against the wind, like it 
was hovering. 

I saw a little squishy muddy American toad. The trail was pretty muddy today, 
even a stream in some places, Probably wetter than a toad wants. 

Didn’t see any pollinators- or, really, any insects other than ants. We’ve already 
had some reasonably cold weather here, and I’ve seen a distinct drop-off in insect 
life. I did hear crickets when I got back down to the bottom of the mountain, 
though.  



There were lots of cool plants, though. Mostly spruce and paper birch heading up 
the side of the mountain, then once I got out onto the rocks, vaccinia and other 
outcrop plants. Then, on the top, lots of water-lovers, since there are many pools 
and ponds among the boulders on top. It reminded me of the top of Katahdin, 
where Thorough spring makes pools and puddles. Tons of crustose lichen, some 
fruticose, and neat-o cyanobacteria.  

Wildlife…uhm, I saw some squirrels, some songbirds flitting about. And some 
human style creatures. Just about it, though. 

The terrain! Was muddy, and then rocky. This trail was certainly well-traveled, 
though much less so than some of the other trails I’ve gone up Monadnock on. 
It’s definitely used less. 

The sky was clear! And blue! Almost cloudless, not very windy until I got right up 
on top. Bluebird day. The view on top of Monadnock is always incredible, but I 
hadn’t been to the NW side of the rocky top before. Being over there by myself, 
scrambling up onto a tall, dagger-like boulder, not being completely sure my feet 
would stick and carry me up the steep side of the rock- it’s ecstatic. It’s the best 
feeling I ever have.  

I was surprised to see an American Kestrel swoop right overhead on my way 
back down. Not because they’re rare (they’re not), or infrequently spotted (not 
that either), but because I feel like I never see them. I’m always much more drawn 
to the very small (arthropods, mosses, lichens), and often miss things like birds 
and mammals. So it was cool to get such a good look at that one while I lay 
resting on a sun-warmed outcropping.  

It was a beautiful hike, and I stayed up on top later than I ever have before. Today, 
I had nowhere to be, nobody to meet. Just me and the mountain, like the good old 
days. 
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