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Long Trail 
(T .Shue)
The Long Trail runs the 
length of Vermont. Good, 
long hikes have a way of 
distilling life down to the 
essentials--food and shelter--with 
no agenda other than walking. 
Sometimes exhilarating, 
sometimes monotonous, 
much like life off the trail. 

It’s a long, long trail of up 
and down
A long, long game of lost 
and found,
A no frills way to lose a 
pound
Haulin’ that 40-pound 
pack around

It’s a long, long trail of up 
and down
A long, long game of lost 
and found,
Wouldn’t mind seeing a 
car or town

In this two-tone world of 
green and brown.

Up at dawn and wet from 
dew
Too sore to bend over 
and tie a shoe
Over rocks and under 
trees, 
see what’s round the 
bend.
Get up in the morning -- 
do it all again.

It’s a long, long trail of 
evidence.
Of documents and mail 
that don’t make sense
Of phone calls, shopping 
malls and more nonsense
Weighing down a pack 
it’s so immense.

Up at dawn, wet from 
stress
Get up, shower down and 
go get dressed

Project’s due, that’s 
nothing new, seems to be 
the trend.
To get up in the morning 
and do it all again.

It’s a long, long trail of all 
the same
No matter if it’s 
wilderness or 4th and 
Main
And each day has its own 
terrain
I guess I’m not the only 
one to complain.

Up at dawn, wet from 
stress
Get up, shower down and 
go get dressed
Project’s due, that’s 
nothing new, seems to be 
the trend.
To get up in the morning 
and do it all again.


