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OF WALKING—
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I Must Walk
A Shongum Myth
Walking into Life
From a Walker’s Notebook
A Symposium of Findings
The Shared Wisdom of Walkers

Footnotes for the Use of Walkers

This booklet came into being through the inspira-
tion and prompting of Garth Cate, friend of moun-
tains and walkers.

Appreciative acknowledgement is expressed to
Ruth Hall and Margaret Pyle for assisting with the
text, and to Ruth H. Smiley for photography.




I MUST WALK

#
e —  ——

A TIME Magazine article telling of Albert Einstein
during his years at the Institute for Advanced Study
at Princeton, describes him as walking home from his
study room, refusing rides offered by colleagues, and
saying:

“T wust walk. I must walk.”

You must walk also!

These words are written to help those who want to
broaden their modes of walking, as aids to wholeness,
and in the process—feel better, find good company,
travel with little expense, see new sights on a more
intimate basis, enjoy eating without gaining weight,
rediscover the natural use of their legs, come close to
the earth, and regain balance in life.

This booklet is dedicated to the walkers and the
rock climbers who frequent the Shawangunk Moun-
tains. This Indian name is pronounced “Shongum™.
The rock climbers have abridged it. They call our
mountains “The Gunks”. It is a term of real affec-
tion, for they have enjoyed many years embracing the
face of the cliffs!

May walkers likewise embrace the widest exper-
ience of walking in our mountains. To that end, these
words are shared.

Keith Smiley
February, 1971
Mohonk Lake, New Paltz, New York
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Note: I have written this myth of the Shawangunks
to support my own walking experiences, and those of
my contemporaries, as I attempt to interpret b:?th
tnmathar in the fallowine pages. For readers who like

A SHAWANGUNK MYTH
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This chief of the Shawangunks was widely known
for his wisdom. Even when the first white man came
up the slopes over thrce hundred years ago, he
seemed old, though his wisdom could not be mea-
sured in years. His age was timeless in its quality.

The Dutch colonists respected him. They saw a
lithe form, a man fully humbled into kinship with
life. In his face they recognized the look of the
prophet. As he moved along a trail, settlers and In-
dians alike took notice.

After settlers came to the valleys, he was not seen
for a time. Some said he had died in a cave. Perhaps
he was not needed. Perhaps he could rest as long as
men walked the ridges and sought for game in the
hunting grounds of the Shawangunks.

A hundred years ago his sleep was disturbed. Men
from the valleys came to the mountains with other
motives. They burned forest, they stripped hillsides,
and they peeled hemlock bark to sell it for tanning.
The chief was restless. Legend tells us that he was
seen pacing the hills again.

Some say he stood on Sky Top and prayed to the
Great Spirit at sunrise, and that his prayer for a



















































