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Have you seen a
McHale & Co.
Alpineer lately?
Check out our new
patented Bypass®
shoulder harness
system and unique

double buckle belt.
Send for our free
brochure.

McHale & Company Backpacks
29 Dravus Street
Seatile WA 38109

206-281-TR61

PO, Box 19132 Bothell, Wa S804
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MOUNT HOOD CLIMBE

A man from the Mazamas read “Mount
Hood: an 1896 Ascent”™ (July, page 20
and phoned me. The Mazamas had a
few of the pictures I have, but most of
theirs were badly faded and they were
excited about finding new ones.

He came out to our place and
brought some scrap books and their
collection of pictures. He was very
pleased with my pictures and is having
them copied,

I got some new information as a re-
sult of his visit. We had always thought
my grandmother had said she was on
the first climb of Mount Hood, but
when we found the letter dated 1896
we decided we had been mustaken.

It turns out that she had gone on both
climbs. The man from the Mazamas
brought lists of names to prove it. He
also had a newspaper article that men-

tioned that Mary Collins had given a
recitation at a camp pichic in 1894,

He said the “hair-combing picture”
had to have been taken in 1894 as they
were on the wrong side of the moun-
tain for the 1896 climb. He said the
lady in the striped dress was lda
McElvain—he had another picture of
her from 1894 in the same dress. ...

He also thought the studio picture
was from 1894 as 1t looks like the
dress in the hair-combing picture. In
the 1896 pictures she was wearing a
white blouse.

I've learned a lot!

Mary Watts
The Dalles, Oregon

SIDE HILL GALLYNIPPER
I was fascinated with Warren Clare's
“Rare But Dangerous”™ animals found

on Boy Scout hikes (August, page 19).
In the early 1930s when Bob and |

were attending Camp Cleland, our Boy
Scout camp on Lower Lena Lake, our
leader, Tom Martin, told us a lot of
similar stories around the campfire. Al
12 years old, we were very impressed.

[ only remember one. [t was the Side
Hill Gallynipper that inhabits the steep
hillsides of the Olympic Mountains,
The animal has a great advantage over
deer as its left legs are shorter than its
right ones so it can graze the slteep
slopes.

There is a problem, however. If the
Gallynipper turns its head and sees a
greener meadow behind that it wants to
graze, it has to walk all the way around
the mountain to get there.

Ira Spring
Edmonds, Washington

WILDERNESS

A senes of four public meetings on the
Alpine Lakes Wilderness was held in mud-
August. | attended the Seattle meeting,
along with almost a hundred other inter-
ested folks.

We were there to hear the Forest Ser-
vice talk about its Environmental Assess-
ment on Alpine Lakes Wilderness use.

The report lists ten alternatives. No al-
ternative has been chosen vet. We, the
users, have until September 24 to tell the
Forest Service what we think of the alter-
natives.

The Forest Service would like to
choose Alternative 9, so they especially
want to know what we think of this one.

Here's what #9 would do:

It would put in place a Wilderness-wide
reservation system for all evernight wre,
and a reservation system for day-use at 19
popular trailheads. The permit season
would run from 5/15 w 10/31.

These trailheads are Lake Dorothy,
West Fork Foss, Tonga Ridge, Surprise
Lake, Snow Lake (Snoqualmie Pass),
Pratt & Granite, Denny Creek, Talapus,
Mason, Gold Creek, Rachel Lake, PCT
North, Lake Margaret, Stuart & Col-
chuck, Snow Lakes (Icicle), Eightmile
Creek, Icicle Creek, and Teanaway,

The Forest Service is considering hav-
ing the permit system handled by a con-
tractor, which means that a permit could
cost you in the range of $6 or $8.

Not all permits could be reserved ahead

USE

of time; about 25% would still be avail-
able for those nice summer evenings
when you decide to run up Granite after
work.

#9 also designates campsites at nine
destinations; closes 165 miles of trail to
horses; prohibits campfires at 105 desti-
nations; designates 190 horse camps;
closes ten camps o horses; and prohibits
hikers from camping in horse camps,

#9 wants over 300 miles of new trail
construction outside Wilderness, (New
trails, however, might conflict with the
grizzly bear recovery program—an en-
tirely different consideration. )

“With the new system, use Wildemess-
wide would be expected to drop by
20%." said Bob Stoehr from the Leaven-
worth District. “North Bend day-use
might drop 50 %, while Leavenwaorth
day-use could increase 10% and still
meet the standards, ™

Many people in the audience felt that a
Wildemness-wide system was just plain
over-regulation. Some suggestions were
to regulate only the high-use areas, only
overnight use, only weekends, and to
make 50% of the permits available for
day-of-use. Many of these ideas were met
with applause.

After the week of meetings concluded,
I spoke with Ron DeHart of the Baker-
Snoqualmie headguarters. “'We heard a
clear message that the folks who showed

A REPORT OF SPECIAL INTEREST

up for the meetings are not excited ahout
permits,” he said. “The study team will
look at all the input from these meetings
and all the written comments, ™

“Nothing is cast in concrete,” he con-
tinued. “We haven't made any decision,
and we were glad to get some really
good suggestions, We might still con-
sider some other approach.”

In Oregon, where use in the Three Sis-
ters Wilderness has doubled in the last
10 years, the same discussion is going
on. A two-year study of use levels
prompted the Forest Service there to
form a focus group of citizens from all
over the state o recommend some ways
to protect the Three Sisters, Mount
Washington and Mount Jefferson Wil-
derness areas,

“We hope to have a program in place
to restrict use by 1995," said Steve
Sorseth, Wilderness manager for Willa-
mette National Forest,

For more information on the Oregon
Wilderness permits, call Steve Sorseth at
503-465-6521.

To comment on the Alpine Lakes plan,
send your letter to:
Dave Redman
Baker-Snoqualmie National Forest
21905 64 Avenue West
Mountlake Terrace WA 98043,
—AM
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INTRODUCTION

See General Comments under Submissions on page

3. All readers are encouraged to contribute to
Backcountry News. Information that is particularly

helpful includes: distance & elevation gain, condition of
trail or route, hazrards such as tidal currents, rockfall,
avalanche danger, washouts, bees’ nasts, ete, and

plaazant or fun things you encountered.

Space is limited; we may have to cut your raport to
fit available space, Typing is not necessary; we can
read just about anyone’s handwriting. We're interested

i ALL tnps, aasy and hard, ordinary and exotic,
‘We uge the following symbols to help yeu plan
your trips.

& —Climbing, scrambling, mountainearing,
trail and cross-country travel,
k —Hiking. backpacking on trails,
ik — Canoeing, kayaking and water trips.

$ —Snowshoeing and cross-country skiing
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SKYLINE TRAIL, ELIP
CREEK LOOP (Qlympic Narl

Park,; Mounr Hoquiam, Mount Chris-
tie, Kimta Peak)—Doug Johnson and |
planned our annual Olympics trip to-
gether to start on the Sunday of what
historically is supposed to be the driest
weekend of the summer in Seattle, July
24-25, Of course, anything can happen
in the Olympics, but this trip caught
three consecutive days of good weather
before the next front of this soggy
summer moved in. We decided 1o do a
clockwise loop trip over three days by
way of the Big Creek, Skyline, Elip
Creek, and North Fork Quinault trails.

The first leg of the trip was the Big
Creek trail to Three Lakes and the
Junction with the Skyline trail. Notable
sights included two log “tunnels”
where the trail passes under huge fallen

BACKCOUNTRY NEWS

DEADLINE: September 21
Submit your trad reports by this
date for the next issue. (Deadiine for
other departments s earlier; check
with us for details.)

trees, and the bridge over Big Creek.
The elevation gain is 2700 feet, two-
thirds coming after the Big Creck cross-
ing. Because the mosquitos were thick
at Three Lakes and another party had
already taken the best campsite, we
camped .2-mile beyond the lakes at a
meadow along the abandoned Tshlet-
shy Creek trail. Exploring the next
morming, we found an even better,
relatively bug-free campsite with views
of Mount Olympus and the Valhallas
on the ridge above the junction of the
Tshletshy trail with the remnant of the
even more obscure Finley Peak trail.
This latter trail totally peters out be-
yond the ndgetop meadows,

On the second day in ¢lear weather,
wie hiked the Skyline trail and set up
our tent at Three Prune Camp. We en-

Jjoyed spectacular vistas of Mount

Seattle and the upper Quinault valley.
We dayhiked about 2 miles up and
down on the Skyline toward Kimta
Peak, This part of the Skyline looked
little visited and was rocky where it
wiasn’l @ quagmire,

We started out about 9am on the
third day under hazy skies on the Elip
Creek Trail, a path of rocks, roots, and
mud during the first 2 miles until we
started the steep descent to the North
Fork Quinault trail. A few light rain
showers encouraged us to finish this 12.5
mile day by 5:30pm._—Jack Lattemann,
Portland, 7/23-25,

ELK MOUNTAIN TRAIL

{Olympic Narl Park; USGS Maiden
Peak)—We had limited time but wanted
to get high to see the Delta Aquarid
meteor shower if the clouds lifted.

The Ohstruction Point road has some
washboard, but not many potholes.
The wind was blowing hard and dark
clouds were massing on the southern
horizon as we started off,

The flowers were wonderful! We
packed in water; the ridge is dry ex-
cept for unreliable snow patches.

When the alarm went off at midnight,
we stuck our heads out to see nothing
but clouds above us. We reset the clock
for a couple of hours later, but before
it went off, the rain started,

No meteors. We'll hope for better
weather for the Perseids.— Ann
Marshall, 7/27-28.

QUINAULT RIVER (Olympic

Natl Park; USGS Bunch Lake)—
Having never had the experience of
hiking or backpacking alone, I decided
to pick a spot that Larry & | had vis-
ited once and promised to retumn to but
had yet been unable to,

The 20-mile drive in from Highway
101 is worth taking slow, not only be-
cause of the elk, waterfalls, and moss
hanging from trees, but also on-coming
traffic. Though this is a high use area
the road is relatively in good shape,
with only minor potholes. At the park-
ing lot | counted 30 cars. Estimating 4
people per car (120 people!) I figured 1
wouldn’t be experiencing much alone-
ness. Also at the trailhead is a warning
of cougar sightings as well as a picture
of that woman who has been missing
since May.

The campsite 15 on the trail that goes
to Enchanted Valley, a mile up from
Pony Bridge, which is 2.5 mules from
the trailhead. The trail leads down to
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the right about 200 feet and roughly 3
to 4 campsites are available that over-
look the Quinault. The beautiful (not
s0 hidden anymore) spot that Larry and
I stumbled upon 3 years ago is well
used now.

| set up my camp in the only spot
left, a one-tent site, and proceeded o
get comfortable. Looking up the gorge,
with rocky cliffs on both sides, the nver
is the most crystal-blue, clear water that
I've seen.

On this trip | tried out my new ultra-
lite hanging lamp that | purchased from
Campmor. It holds 2 ounces of citron-
ella oil that will burn & to 8 hours per
ounce. [t worked great.

At dusk the bats flew about for
awhile, and | finally saw some fish in
the river. I don’t think [ was ever alone
for more than two minutes. People
coming and going ranged from age 3 to
T3.—Kerry Gilles, Westport, 8/7-8.

UPPER DUCK SHELTER

(Clympic Nl Park; USGS Mount
Steel)—The old shelter, damaged by a
fallen tree, has been completely re-
moved by the Park Service, Joe Weigel
tells us. There's not a trace of the
structure left. —AM, 8/9,

MOUNT ELLINOR (Mount Sko-

komish Wilderness; USGS Mount
Skokomish)—1 started out in a dnzzly
fog but after only 15 minutes up the
ridge trail, | broke out into sunlight.
Just as the trail neared the base of the
gully which is the popular winter and
spring route, | found that it had been
re-routed to the south,

The trail continued up with several
short switchbacks over benches,
through boulder fields and meadows
brilliantly clothed in a variety of alpine
flowers. In only 1 hour and 12 minutes
I was at the summit which | shared
with a mother goat and kid. —Bill
Nickell, Bainbridge Island, 8/8,

MOUNT ELLINOR (Mounr

Skokomish Wilderness; USGS
Mount Skokomish)—The lower trail-
head is the place to start. You can save
a mile or so by using the upper starts,
but you'll miss a truly beautiful stretch
of wooded ridge. The trail is smooth,
and at one point is like climbing a long
staircase. After reading Robert Wood's
description, we wondered if he was
talking about the older trail.

As we climbed past the upper two
trail junctions, an outrageous flower
display began. We stopped to study the
bees—their buzzing at times was so
loud we thought our ears were ringing.

At the top we were alone with a 360-
degree view, the clouds below filling
all the valleys to the south. Cther

Lee MeKee / Arn Marshall

Camp near Mount Eik Lick,

people arrived, ages ranging from 9 to
TO—about 200 in all by the time we
moved on. We decided to follow the
branch creek drainage down off the
mountain, for some adventure. After
about 20 minutes into the descent we
came upon the skeletons of two goats.
A wood-wise friend later explained that
goats and elk often get trapped in deep
snow and die,

We've decided this route is very
similar to being 8 inches tall and climb-
ing down 40 flights of stairs. We walk-
ed the 2 miles down the road to the
truck, eating huckleberries along the
way and talking about doing Mount
Washington next.—Larry Schoenborn
and Kerry Gilles, Westport, 8/12.

UPPER MAYNARD BURN

TRAIL, MOUNT BALDY (Buck-
horn Wilderness; USGS Tyler Peak)—1
arrived at the trailhead at noon; this
was a deliberate late arrival since the
weather forecast was for a sunny after-
noon. | had just looked at Robert
Wood's description of the trail which
indicated that one must travel over 1.7
miles of forest road by foot in order to
reach the real trailhead.

It took me about a half hour to reach

the original trailbead. The trail was

Just as steep as | had remembered (1 did

this hike 11 years ago with my then 9-
year-old son), climbing straight up un-
relentingly. Most of the trail follows
an old cat track which i1s now covered
with 4- to 6-foot firs and all of these
small trees generously dumped their
rain-laden needles onto my shirt, shorts
and shoes,

I kept waiting for the sun to come on
out but skies darkened and gradually
turned to heavy mist. By the time |
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reached the summit (6500 feet—I didn't
travel the added '4-mile north to the
true summuit), the mist had tumed to a
drizzle which kept a steady patter all
the way down. | understand that the
views from the summit are supposed to
be fantastic.

When I arrived back at the Forest
Service road (the original trailhead), |
noticed that the trail continued down
just across the road. [ decided to take
this short-cut and was delighted when
it dropped me off on the road just
about 200 yards from my car and re-
quired only about 10 minutes. This
short-cut is very faint at the bottom but
otherwise better that any of the upper
trail. Someone has attempted to mark
its start with a single bread-box-sized
rock.—BRN, Bainbridge lsland, 8/15.

QUILCENE LOOP (Buckhorn
& Wilderness; USGS Moune Towns-
end, Mount Zion}—My wife dropped
me off at the Upper Big Quilcene
trailhead at about 7am. 1 started out
under cloudy skies which continued to
look more menacing with each step up
the trail. About | mile, the trail was
rerouted for several hundred vards to
skirt a washed-out segment. This new
trail is pretty rough. As I moved
through Camp Mystery, the weather
was still holding and [ felt pretty confi-
dent as [ glided through the alpine
meadow to Marmot Pass.

| turned north onto the Tubal Cain
Mine trail. After a traverse of about 14
miles and across two small but steep
snowfields (which 1 circled since I was
not carrying my ice axe), | arrived at
Buckhorn Pass. The sun finally broke
through and since it was now almost
noon, | decided this was a very pleas-
ant place for lunch,

As [ enjoyed my fig bars and gorp, 1
noticed several white spots near the
summit of Mount Buckhorn. Just as 1
gained the saddle immediately below
the summit, 1 spotted a billy, four nan-
nies and two kids. As | scrambled to
the summit, the seven goats moved up
a short distance ahead of me and disap-
peared around the comer.

I then retraced my steps down the
ridge to Buckhorn Pass. | continued
down the 7+ miles through acres of
alpine meadow and brilliant flowers
past the Tubal Cain Mine to the Tubal
Cain Mine trailhead.

During the last 24 miles, [ was
struck by the hundreds of wild rhodo-
dendrons on both sides of the trail and
extending back under the evergreen
canopy as far as | could see. The sun's
rays filtering through the thin layer of
clouds created an eerie effect as they
reflected off the brilliant blooms. The
whole forest seemed to be aglow with
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Al the Tubal Cain trailhead, | tumed
nght ontoe a Forest Service road for
about 200 feet and found the Little
Quileene trail. 1 headed up Dirty Face
Riudpe toward Mount Townsend, This
trail was actually in better shape than |
=% pected.

By the time | reached the long ridge
uf Mount Townsend 1 was so tired that
fosr the first time ever (1 usually hike
up Mount Townsend six or more times
cach year) | didn't bother to walk the
added 50 or 100 feet to the highest
point. [ continued down the Mount
Tevamsend trail and at 6pm was happy
to find my wife waiting for me at the
trailhead. —Bill Nickell, Bainbridge
I<land, 7/4.

LAKE CONSTANCE, MOUNT

CONSTANCE (Olvnpic Narl
Pak,; USGS Mount Deception, The
Hrathers)—The Tral: Reservations and
wermits required. Steep, Big Boulder!
Jisderate. Really steep. Wet, The Lake!

The Lake: Small. Trees to shore,
“iat hair everywhere, Pretty. Many
iny fish. Full moon. Bats.

The Ranger: Adnan.

The Chimb: Scree. Mone scree. Views,
seep scree. Notch, Snow, Scree. Notch.
wnow, Scree. Ternble Traverse, Scree.
Yllow lava, Summit. 3 hours 15 min-
ies to lake: 2 hours 20 minutes up top,

hours down.

I'he Epilogue: More snow would be
wetter. Adrian gave the climb an “offi-
ial™ feeling (he went with), Fred from

Flallock got the *Mr. Olympus™ award.
Ye went from car to summil in one day
peined us below chute's notch).—The
“ostman and Shirley, Seattle, 7/31-8/1.

MIIHPE ISLAND (Srare Park,
NOAA Chart 18443)—We all met
at Percival Landing in Olympia,
huttled cars to Arcadia, and about 9am
set oft up Budd Inlet.

Although most of the boats were
kKayaks, Lee and [ were glad to see two
sther canoes in the group. Lots of har-
hor seals were out splashing around
near us, and lots of jellyfish made it
seem like we were stirnng jello.

At Hunter Point, the outgoing tide
picked up speed. We stayved close to
shive on the south side of Syuaxin Pas-
age, then cut across at its narrowest
ponnt, paddling steadily against the
urrent.

At Hope Island we had a hug-: pot-
luck lunch and a sunny aftermnoon.
L=aving the island, some of us paddled
ot the east side. The feeling here
is mch more wild, as Squaxin Island
s et developed at all.-- Ann Marshall,

a2

NORTH FORK SKOKOMISH

{Olvenpic Nail Park,; USGS Meount
Skokomish)- -We picked a loop hike of
17.6 miles. Starting at Staircase we
hiked up to the tum-off to Black &
White Lakes.

A lone hiker returning from Gladys
Divide informed us he was able 1o
walch (through binoculars) three cou-
gars playing in the meadows around
the divide—how exciting! When cross-
ing Madeline Cresk, Larry was stung
twice by wasps.

At Black & White Lakes the flies
were out in full force, as well as the
mosguitoes. We headed down to Smith
Lake, then back to Black & White
(good campsites). After a dip in the
lake we ook the 2.3 male wav-trail
{read Wood's descrniption) dowa to Big
Log Camp. This trail is full of hlue
huckleberries, worth picking to bring
home. The path is well used but has no
outstanding characteristics amd our kness
were sore from the constant downhill.

Big Log (North Fork Skokomish
River) 15 a great place to camp, with a
hollow tree tor kids, beautiful camp
sites, and privacy. The hike out (5.3
miles) is an easy stroll with numerous
campsites along the way, plenty of wa
ler.— Ku:rr}' Gilles and [,.'n:r}' Schoen
born, Westport, 8/19,
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WEST FORK DOSEWALLIPS
r'ﬂ'f_\lmp;'(: Nail Park; USGS The

Brothers, Mousnt Steel)—The Dose
Ranger said High Bridge will probably
be replaced next year, either closing the
trail or limiting use for a short period
of time, Not allowing horses across the
rotting bridge for the last couple of
years has greatly improved the trail,
mainly ahove Diamond Meadows,

Watched a hiker hang this enormeus
hag of food. We wondered what was in
it and got to talking to him. Turns out
it was P& Per DW. Swapped a lot of
stories; we could have talked all night.

Next day we did a day hike up to
LaCross Pass. In the open meadows
was a mud slide that had traveled quite
a distance down the hillside. A very ac-
tivee bear in the area peeling bark on
many of the trees. Great views from
the pass.—SB, Silverdale, July.

HAPPY LAKE (Olympic Natl
Park: USGS Lake Sutherland,
Meount Carrie)—We've been up this
trail many times but always as a day
hike:; this ime we carried full gear up.
What a difference—it took us almost
3 hours to go 5 miles with 3000 feet to
gain in the first 3 miles. Met two other
groups who said it had taken them 5
howrs too, so we didn't feel so bad,

fravalers!

of square miles!

Don't be withouf fhem.

SEVERAL GOOD REASONS TO USE
PARGETER MAPS

W They provide an economiceal BIG PICTURE for mountain

u They ore beautiful bird'’s eye view oblique angle images
illustrated in full color from USGS quads.

w They are large, info packed formats averaging 24" x 32"
covering the Olympile Mountains, North Cenfral Cascades,
North Cascades Fost and Nerth Cascades West - Thousands

W Richard Pargeter's popular pictorial relief maps delightfully
poriray our mountains more quickly for most users.

u They are excelleni planning tools - find hundreds of lakes,
peaks, sfreams and valleys across the breadth of the ranges
in their uncul relationships.

®m Copious overprinfing gives road and frail locations,
1D numbers, frail point-to-point distances and elevalions.

B Greal quantifies of really usable info for less money.

Please ask for PARGETER MAPS at map and sporting goods
stores or at stores along the Cascades and Olymplc highways.

Or send 6.50 each (ppd) for quick delivery, to:
R.A Pargeter, POB 844, Kent, WA 98035. Thank you!

R ——
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Clouds were in and out all weekend
long and for July it was COLD. Next
day we day hiked 9 miles just so we
could connect 2 miles of new trail to Au-
rora Divide, From the intersection where
the trail up Boulder Lake and from
Happy Lake meet with Aurora Divide,
which now has a new sign, the tread be-
comes fainter,

Across one of the small open meadows
it is hard to tell which direction the trail
goes. Within a few seconds you'll pick it
up again. This area does not see a lot of
people. We continued to the next inter-
section with Aurora Ridge. Trail follows
the nidge line with a few minor ups and
downs.—3B, Silverdale, July.

HAMMA HAMMA ROAD—Wark con-
tinues on the Cabin Creek bridge through
10/18. Follow detour signs to reach the
Lena, Mildred and Putvin trailheads. —
Ranger, 8/20.

FLAPJACK LAKES—Bear closure has
been lifted; see this issue, pape 26,

DUNGENESS ROAD 2860 Bridyge
over Silver Creek 15 out. Tubal Cain,
Upper Gold Creek and Little Quilcene
trailheads are inaccessible from this
side.,—Ranger, 8/20.

NORTH

(s T TECET
CRATER MOUNTAIN (Pavay-
ten Wilderness; USGS Crarer
Mountain)—=Walk in by way of the
Canyon Creek trailhead off Highway
20 or use the Ross Lake Resort water
taxi to the Ruby Creek Trail. Ascend
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3400 feet from Canyon Creek using
d-mile swirchbacking trail,

Reach a junction and go lef? to Cra-
ter Mountain or right 1o continue on
the Devils Loop Trail. It s less than a
mile 1o a couple of ideal campsites,
This 15 an amazingly beautiful area!

The sharp face of Crater Mountuin
has several dark paths where the water
streams down to a shallow clear pond
called Crater Lake. The wildilowers
such as columbine and heather are a

Jjoy o see in the cirgue.

There are two summits, each about a
2-mile hike away and one the site of a
former fire lookout, Both offer incred-
ible views as you nise above the mar-
mots '-'allt.'}' and into the realm of the
mountain goats,

My preference is the castern peak of
the mountain at 7054 feet. This trail
doesn’t need the rock chmbing <kills
advised for reaching the 8128-fout
western sumimit of the mountain, The
site of the former Ipokout is easily iden
tified due to the debris left in the rocks
The view of Jerry Glacier melting into
4 preen poold as vivid as a cartoon oy
wiis the highlight of the hike.
Oakley, Ross Lake Resort, 7/9- 100

PARK BUTTE LOOROUT

rﬂ-fmmr H:J’u':.:'r' ."-';r.'." h:l ¢« A
USGS Buker Puvv)—This is a wonder-
ful hike of about 3.5 nules to the look-
out and 2100 feet up {and down!) most
of which is done in one streteh. T0s
meadows, up, then more meadows and
moderately up.

The views are dramatic and in my
opinion hiking doesn’t get much pret-
tier. Still plenty of water fo be had,
lots of bugs out, and lots of people on
this heautiful sunny day, The tnal 15 10
excellent condition, — Mystery Hiker
and Mr. Maphead, Granite Falls, 873,

On the nartheast shore of Clark Island: Lummy Island in background

Ally=on

Darren ."-'r'.l.l.'l'.-'r!;l(:lad

CHOPAKA MOUNTAIN (DNR,

USCGS Hurley Peak) and CADY
PASS (Okanogan Nail Foresi; USGS
Slare Peak)—Twa trails in the present
edition of 100 Hikes in the North Cas-
cades are no longer available to hikers.

Hike 78 —Cady Pass (not to be con-
fused with the orler Cady Pass in
Wenatchee National Forest). The his-
toric, narrow gauge road over Cady
Puss has been bulldozed into a full-
sized mining road. The scenery 15 the
same and hikers have a legal nght to
walk the road, but most of what made
this hike worthwhile is gone.

Hike 95— Chopaka Mouniain, Those
who have been there are aware of the
unigue and fragile nature of the plant
lite and the need to protect it from
vears of cattle grazing,

With the help of the Nature Conser-
vaney, 2600 acres of Chopaka Moun-
tain have been turned over o the De-
partment of Natural Resources as
Chopaka Mountain Natural Area Pre-
serve. Instead of creating public inter-
esban presemving the area, the DNR has
chosen to torbud aff recreational use,
perivdd.

From my viewpuoint, closing the area
to hikers is a mistake. While hikers go-
ing every which way would create al-
most as much havoe as the cows, a des-
temated trail nunimal impact and could
create public support for more natural
preserves,—lra Spring, Edmonds, 8/5,

METHOW VALLEY—A damp

report on soae Winthrop area trails,
Sunday, started from Winthrop in sun-
shine. arrived at Bemhardt Mine trail-
head w spot an aute for a one-way trip
on Tiftany Mountain. Celd rain, new
snow visible on Freezeout Ridge.
Mavhe another day.

Hiked trail o Black Lake, wind and
showers at the lake, lots of most veg-
ctation. The Winthrop ranger is seek-
ing information on major vandalism
done 1o the camp area during second
halt of June,

Monday, started in sunshine on the
Twisp Pass trail. Very wet and brushy
on lower part, lots of exposed south-
facing :-i!up:::—i on upper part, but it was
now very cloudy. The wildflower dis-
play in the rocky areas was very im-
pressive; our pace slowed way down in
admiration. Cloudy, windy and show-
ers dl Twisp Pass: only partial views to
the west. Still sunny and warm on
leswer part of trail,

Tuesday. Hard, steady rain in Win-
throp all du)-.

Wednesday. Started out o hike to
Stiletto Vista trail by way of Bridge
Creek. Sunny in Winthrop, new snow
on montains at Washington Pass.
Bridge Creek trail was wet and muddy
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at start. AL first junction, we met a
group of Scouts drying out from rain
and snow of the previous day. At sec-
ond “junction” on trail to Stiletto, tum
left—that downed log was not missed
by trail crew. If you reach the old mine,
you're on the “old™ {wrong) trail! Past
third junction, Copper Creek must be
crossed. No boulder hopping today;
the stream 15 everywhere. It's getting
cloudy. We decide to abandon the trip.

Drove and then hiked to Goat Peak
Lookout, Short and steep walk through
a nice flower display including western
pasqueflower. Partly sunny at the look-
out. All the mountains to the west are
enveloped in clouds. It starls raining as
we leave the lookout.

Thursday. Steady, hard rain—let’s
go home, —SHA, Seattle, 7/18-21.

PARK BUTTE—Lookout will be
closed from 9/8-15 and 9/22-29 for re-
patrs.—Ranger, 8/17.

NORTH CASCADES NP—Many bears.
Nasty vellowjacket nest in ground %-
mile from Easy Pass trailhead, just past
first switchback. —Ranger, 8/16.

NORTH CENTRAL

ro-Wonley

MOHATH CENTHAL

E i ="
behin 4 Giacier Pk

MEADOW MOUNTAIN (Gla-

cier Peak Wilderness; USGS Pugh
Mountain, Lime Mountain}—We spent
two days doing the length of Meadow
Mountain, going in by way of Crystal
Creek and out to the White Chuck
River Road. This was a long hike, re-
ally to long for me in two days and [
think it would be much more enjoyable
done in three,

It begins with a 4.5-mile road hike to
the trailhead and then up, up to the
meadows. We stopped at a little over
the 7 mule marker as | was pooped and
it began to rain. [t poured all night and
rained lightly the entire next day. The
meadows are pretty but we've seen
them much more ablaze with color, as
if the flowers are also waiting for sun.

The trail through the meadows is
easy enough to follow but 1s really bhe-
coming grown over and will be gone in
spots before long. Going out on the
Fire Creek trail was one huge mud bog
after another. The bugs weren't too
bad, very few people out there, and
plenty of water.—Mystery Hiker and
Mr. Maphead, Granite Falls, 7/27-28.

PIRATE PEAK, aka SPURR

PEAK (Henry M. Jackson Wilder-
ness;: USGS Monte Cristo, Bedal)—
This peak 15 at the southem end of Ad-
dison Ridge and overlooks the townsite
of Monte Cristo.

Since there are many differences in
the terminology used by Beckey (Cas-
cade Alpine Guide) and Majors-
McCollum (Monte Cristo Area; a Com-
plete Outdoor Guide), let's set up a
dictionary before giving an account of
the climb.

Start at the north: Everybody agrees
that Sheep Mountain is Sheep Moun-
tain, The gap at its southemn terminus
is called Pearsall Pass by B and Senti-
nel Gap by M-M.

Next, what B calls the North Peak of
Gemini is referred to as Gemini by M-
M. and what B calls the South Peak of
Gemini 15 referred to as Coney Peak by
M-M.

In addition, what B calls Pirate Peak
i5 referred to as Spurr Peak by M-M,
its southerly neighbor being unnamed
by B but referred to as Eagles Nest
Peak by M-M.

Finally, what B calls Sentinel Gap 1s
refernad to as West Seattle Pass by M-M.

To compound the confusion, the
1986 Green Trails map (Monte Cristo)
mistakenly calls this pass [da Pass
which, of course, 15 on the other side
of Foggy Peak. [Ed. Note: the 199]
Green Trails map shows the pass cor-
rectly, as does the Pic-Tour Monre
Crista map. |

The approach to Pirate Peak is
simple. Leave the road a couple of hun-
dred yards south of the Monte Cristo
campground and, as Beckey suggests,
ascend the “thin talus gully” to heather
and open trees, emerging on rubble a
few hundred feet below the summit.

It 15 not a good idea to continue to
the col (hindsight and all that). Instead,
climb the wall defining the north side
of the col, aiming for the line of scrub
trees about halfway up (Class 3—blocky
and loose). Top out on the ridge just
below the peak. The compact summit
block is a bouldering problem. The
crux is a power mantle move off of
rock of questionable integrity (Class
5). Time: 5% hours,

(MNote: The description of the summit
of Eagles Nest Peak by M-M is really
that of Spurr Peak.)—Garth Wamer
and Mark Owen, Carnation, 8/8,

SILVER and TWIN LAKES

{Henry M. Jackson Wilderness;
LUSGS Monte Cristo)—Lew, John and [
headed up the Monte Cristo road from
Barlow Pass at 9am Saturday in light
rain. The road is in good shape, except
for one bridge. About five cars passed
us on the way to the town. Walking
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was pleasant: flat with some views
blocked in part by fog.

The 2-mile/2-hour trail from town
up to Silver Lake (and on a mile to
Twin Lake) is not in wonderful shape.
It is mostly loose and fixed rock, ex-
posed slippery roots, steep, muddy, a
river, overgrown with wet brush and
lacking switchbacks to rest and enjoy
the views blocked by the dense fog.

We came upon a total of seven people
on the trail and at the lake, so the trail
did serve to filter the crowds. The area
around the lake was very heavily signed
for plant recovery to the point that it
was difficult to find a spot to pitch a
tent for people recovery.

The lake was beautiful, when we
could see it through the fog, and the

CLASSIFIED
ADS

CASCADE DESIGNS, makers
of Therm-a-Rest mattresses, is
looking for a few OUTDOOR
ENTHUSIASTS to participate in
a panel discussion. Please call
Bob Schoonmaker at 206-583-
0583, There is a nice incentive
program for panel members.

MORMING HILL NEWS —Read
about self-sufficient living in
the pine woods of eastern
QOregon: wilderness exploration,
homestead management,
public land information. Pub-
lished bi-monthly; $9/year.
Checks payable to Jennifer
Stein Barker:

Morning Hill News

lzee Route

Canyon City OR 97820.

JUST OUT —revised June '93:
Discovering the Wonders of the
Wonderland Trail Encircling
Mount Rainier. $12.95 plus
$1.05 tax, plus $1.50 shipping
($15.50 total). Wonderland,
Box 321, Issaquah WA 98027,

jes— 50 cenis a word (address, city, stalz
and ZIP count as ONE word). Payment must
accompany all classified ads.
Dreadline - First of month for next month's
magazine (September | for October 'miu-:]l.
Send 10— Adventising Manager, Pack &
Paddle, PO Box 1063, Port Orchard WA
9R166. No classified ads taken over the phone,
Mon-commerg igl—For npon-commercial
subscriber ads, see Bullztin Board in this issue.
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fog lifted for two 15-minute periods so
we could see all the way across it! Our
tents were close enough we could talk
and, although difficult to explain to
non-back packers, we actually enjoyed
the day in our tents,

A ranger from South London came
by with a survey. It helped pass the
time and we enjoyed the questions
about adequacy of the RV facilities and
restaurants at our campsite,

The hike out was steeply down so
care was required not to slip or strain
knees and the fog was still with us. We
saw a few glimpses of peaks on the
road out and were at the car by noon
when it, of course, began to clear. —
Tom Karasek, Stanwood, 7/24-25,

MARTEN CREEK (Bowulder
River Wilderness; USGS Silver-
fon)—Onece again (what a summer!) the

weather was not 50 good so we chose
Marten Creek. We thought it would be
a low, easy hike along the creek,

It's not high, never above treeline,
but it's quite a bit steeper than we an-
ticipated. Basically this hike is several
miles through forests and swamps
heading toward Granite Pass. It ends at
a now destroyed “cabin” just after
crossing Marten Creek itself,

Though everything we'd read or
heard wamed of lots of brush, this trail
has been maintained and wasn’t brushy
at all il the very end.—Mystery Hiker
and Mr. Maphead, Granite Falls, 8/9,

WALT BAILEY TRAIL (DNR;

USGS Mallardy Ridge)—This was
a Sierra Club hike led by Randy
Patterson and Lisa Darling on the first
nice weekend of the entire summer.
Walt Bailey was along, too,

The Verlot Ranger Station has a
helpful handout for the WBT; stop in
and pick one up since the trail 1= not i
any guidebook or on any map yet (offi-
cially opened just last year).

Road 4032 to the trailhead 15 in
fairly good shape, although narrow
once pavement ends. Since ours was a
fairly large group, we left most of the
cars back at the wide spot about %-mile
from the road-end.

The first part of the trail goes across
a very wet hillside. In %-mile the trail
crosses a tiny rivulet, then climbs, In
%4 miles we entered the Big Meadow,
and reached the upper Cutthroat Lake
at 3% miles.

The elevation gain is 1500 feet in
and 300 feet out—sounds easy, but ex-
pect narrow, rough tread, roots and
rocks, and lots of mud. The meadows
and views were delightful.—Ann
Marshall, 8/1.
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Bonanza Peak from Lyman Lake.

NORTH LAKE (Baker-Snogual-
mie Narl Forvest; USGS Helena
Ridge)—We left the Lake Independence

trailhead (3600 feet) at Sam for a
planned two night stay at North Lake
(4100 feet).

leff, Fred and | soon reached Lake
Independence (3700 feet) encountering
only large trees and a good trail. There
were four other camps at the lake, most
of them still asleep. We took the North
Lake trail at the end of the lake for the
1200-foot climb to the ridge above
both lakes. Views were incredible!

Dropping into North Lake was event-
ful because of lots of snow and no
former knowledge of the trail direction.
We did lots of exploring. The weather
was hot till about 9pm when the rain
hit like there was no tomorrow,

Wext day we packed up wet and
headed out through fog and snowflakes
al the ridge above the lake (4800 feet).
The rain followed us all the way out to
the Verlot Ranger Station.—J. Bingham,
Marysville, 6/28,

BARLOW POINT (Baker-Sno-
qualmie Narl Forest; USGS Bedal)
—The 1-mile hike starts from the park-
ing lot at Barlow Pass, where the
Mountain Loop pavement ends and the
gated road o Monte Cristo begins.,
Barlow Point evidently once had a
lookout, and the prospect of views Lo
the Monte Cristo peaks was attractive,
as was the fact that the route up to the
lookout site would be mainly in shade.
The trail is in fine condition on soft
forest duff with very litile undergrowth,
except for a sidehill trek around a cliff,
Three other trails branch mysteriously
off the left.
This would have been just the right

hike under the circumstances, 1 ol o
the fact that when you get to the lop
you're standing on a rock inside a
green box! The minor views are only
in the dull directions. The trees have
grown up arcund the lookout site and
there's hardly anything left o see.

Are we such purnists that we couldn™
stand 10 see a little trimming here or
there? The same degree of exercise can
be had in other, much more rewarding
ways, — Terry Rockafellar, Scatile, /4

[Barlow Paint is a trail that I hiked
as a child, [ remember the old lookow
and the wonderful view acriss e Sheep
Mouniain and down the Suun vullev,
Hard 1o believe it's the same teail!
AM]

SULPHUR CREEK (Gl vy

Peak Wilderness, USGS Do e
Mountain, Lime Mountain)- From the
Sulphur Creek campground, we walkuld
across the road and up an unsignzl
trail. The map said the trail was 1.6
miles long, and Roures and Rocka pives
the mileage as 4 nules.

The trail has not been cleared ol
downed trees, but has been brushed 1
15 & beautiful path above Sulphur Caeck
through virgin forest. Most of the log
crossings were easy lo get over or un-
der. About 2 miles in, however, was a
huge downed cedar thal wis a real chal
lenge. When we got over it we found
more trees down and, a short way fa
ther, no .\'igl.'l of the trail.

We decided 1t was time (o turn back.
My knee is not quite healed from « tall
3 weeks ago and was ]"ﬂfl'rt:.'hlj!'.l:-__' INANS
some of the ohstacles, —Linda Rostad,
Bothell, 8/5,

SUIATTLE RIVER TO CAN-

YON CREEK (Glacier Peak Wil-
derness; USGS Gamma Peak, Lime
Mountain)—We walked from the Sul-
phur Creek campground to the end of
the road. The parking lot was at least
half full—lots of folks are making pood
use of the re-opened road.

The trail is in excellent shape. Trees
have been cut away and minor teal re-
pairs have been made.

This trail goes up and down along
the muddy Sujattle River thiough a
beautiful forest. It was pleasant and
cool on a hot, sunny day.

At Canyon Creek we marvelud at the
suspension bridge. A huge campsite 1s
on the north side of the creck, We had
lunch down at the creck before return-
ing the 6.5 miles out.—Linda Rostad,
Bothell, 8/6.

MINOTAUR LAKE (Hewy M,

Jackson Wilderness; USGS Laby-
rinth Mouwnrain)—Lee and 1 decided o
take another shot at meteor-watching
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from Minotaur Lake,

The trailhead is a little over 7 mules
from Highway 2 on the Smithbrook-
Rainy Pass road. Ours was the only car
al the trailhead. It is a sreep climb.,

We camped on the heather benches
well above the lake. At sunset we be-
gan to look for stars but saw instead
waves of fog rolling over the crest.

A couple of hours before dawn,
however, Lee announced that there
were definitely meteors out there, We
hauled our pads and sleeping bags out
and watched a good meteor show for
an hour before the sun dimmed the
stars.— Ann Marshall, 8/12-13,

GREEN MOUNTAIN (Glacier

Peak Wilderness; USGS Downey
Mountain)— The marine air was pre-
dicted to cover only the lower west
slopes of the Cascades with cloudiness.,
Getting off to an early Sunday start, we
headed up to Darrington and then out
the Suiattle River Road, which had re-
opened only a few weeks earlier (see
August, page 9,

The side road to the trail was with-
out problems. We entered the cloud
layer near the end of it, feeling encour-
aged because with 3000 feet of climb-
ing yet to go to the lookout we could
be sure of emerging from the clouds o
grand views. But we found the entire
mountain to be under the blanket. Still,
it was beautiful.

I"ve taken this hike many times, but
always early in the season, when snow
blocked the higher reaches. This time
the famous green meadows were in
their fully lush state. The top of the
mountain, a small rocky patch at 6500
feet, had a population density exceed-
ing that of Manhattan, as everyone hung
around in hope that the fog would lift.

We seemed very near the surface of
the layer, and the sun shone through on
us from time to time. Eventually, after
almost two hours of lunching and nap-
ping, the curtains did part in some cru-
clal directions, such as toward nearby
Glacier Peak. Everyone felt rewarded
tor the climb and wait. In coming
down, we found the meadows increas-
ingly in sun. It turned into a fine after-
noon.— Terry Rockafellar, Seattle, 8/8,

ROCK MOUNTAIN (Baker-Sno

qualmie Natl Forest; USGS Mount
Howdard)—Ruth, my daughter, espe-
clally likes substantial trail hikes to
mountain tops, so we aimed at Rock
Mountain by the Snowy Creek route.
This requires driving up Smithbrook
Road and over Rainy Pass to the north
side of Nason Ridge. Sure enough, the
clouds did open up, although scenic
wisps continued to float by.

Generally 1'm not as fond of the dry

SEPTEMBER 1993

PACK & PADODLE 11

forests of the east slopes as 1 am of the
green tangle on the west, but the first
couple of miles of relatively level trail
up the Snowy Creek drainage go
through a lovely garden of trees and
streamside vegetation. Then there's a
dramatic basin at the creek's source, an
open stroll through grass,

The next part is hard work. This trail
gains 3350 feet of elevation in its 4.5
miles to the peak, most of the gain
starting here. At least the trail is well
graded and in excellent condition. After
a while you come into the open on a
wide, steep hillside which seems to
stretch upward forever, the perspective
exaggerated by the small size of the
trees clinging to the upper slopes.

This 1s one of the richest flower
meadows 1o be seen in the Cascades,
and you get to view it from all angles
as the trail switches back and forth.

The summit ridge is rocky but
flowerful too, as well as sheltered in
places by sprawling tree-bushes. This
was very welcome as an escape from
fast-moving fingers of fog that were
intermingled with the sunshine, Below
was pretty Rock Lake, all melted out,
and to the left was a solitary goat
chimbing the crags.

After a brief lunch we ascended the
last few hundred feet to the lookout
site itself, surrounded by tundra. The
lookout is now gone, so nothing ob-
structs the views from this point at
6852 feet, the highest on Nason Ridge.
The whole hike was bugfree. —Terry
Rockafellar, Seattle,8/13,

MOUNT PILCHUCK {Stare
Park; USGS Verlor)—Last year
Kate and 1, speculating on the possi-

Below the summit of Mouwnt Sauwl; Airplane
Lake below.

Ann Marshall/lee McKee

bilities for extended roaming, decided
to try to reach the *picturesque tarmns”
mentioned in [0 Hikes in the Glacier
Peak Region. We thought we might
skip the summit entirely, finding a way
to the east part of the ndge by way of
Frozen Lake. On the appointed day,
however, the mountain was socked n,
making route finding very dubious,

We ascended to the summit in the
ordinary way. At the top we rested,
wishing the sun would break through.
The fog shifted and thinned, but al-
ways closed back in again.

The book says this trail is 2 miles
(one way) and the Green Trails map |
use say it’s 3 miles. How can either of
these be THAT far off? How far is it?
Does anyone know?

From the summit, we dropped very
sharply down to the southeast in a
green gully, then cut back northeast to
the ridge top. The route is plainly
marked with vellow paint, like the ex-
cessively splattered upper part of the
main trail.

We reached the tarns; a sign desig-
nated them the “Bathtub Lakes.™ And
they were not, certainly, as cold as
most lakes, They are lovely, set in the
fractured rock typical of that ridge,
many of them. We were not sure of
t'eir number in the fog. As we returned,
the fog thickened, and we carefully
*followed-the-{yellow)-dots™ hack up
the summit, and down again.

A word of caution: T can't think why
Ira and/or Harvey described this route
as “an easy way-trail. " It is easy to
Sfind, but | wouldn't describe any of its
other qualities as “easy.™ It is very
steep in places, and precipitous in oth-
ers (like many ndge routes), and re-
quires hands and feet to scramble over
some of the rock piles and roots of the
twisted ridgetop trees,

We thought it was really fun, though,
and 1 don't doubt that the views in the
clear weather are magnificent. It seem-
ed to us that a route might be found that
comes out at Pinnacle Lake—has any-
one ever tried that way? The paint dots
continued past our stopping point. What
can they lead to? The pot of yellow
paint at the end of the rainbow? Very
mysterious.—Peg Ferm, Monroe, 8/17.

HIGHWAY 2, Smithbrook road

to Stevens Pass (Wenatchiee Natl
Forest; USGS Labyrinth Mountain)—
An odd hike, you say? Why would we
do this?

We were on our way to Lake Wenat-
chee and a day hike up Dirty Face. We
decided to take the scenic route over
Rainy Pass and turned onto the Smith-
hrook road. Two or three miles later
our car died,

We spent some time peering into the
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engine (hoping to see an obvious prob-
lem), then coasted downbhill to the high-
way. From there we hiked up to the
pass and a phone.

We called several towing companies
and learned they all charge about the
same. We finally chose Josh's Towing
out of Skykomish because they were
close. They charged us $42 to come get
us (they go anywhere to pick you up)
and $2.50 a mile to tow—5$229 later we
were in Everett,

An expensive hike and 1 do not rec-
ommend it. Maybe there should be a
“Ten Essentials™ list for your car; at
least extra food and water, and don’t
forget to leave information with a
friend or family member about your
destination and expected return home,
—Mystery Hiker and Mr. Maphead,
Granite Falls, 7/12.

SUIATTLE RIVER ROAD—AI-
though the road is open, some repairs
still need to be made, At the 5-mile
point, a bridge will be replaced some-
time soon, and the road will be closed
for a day, as yet undetermined, Call
the Ranger Station to find out: 206-
436-1155.—Ranger, 8/21.

PCT, Suiattle Pass to White Pass-
Generally in good condition and snow-
free, but bridge is out at Milk Creck.—
Ranger, 8/21.

GLACIER PEAK—It's your basic
Sep-tember conditions: bare ice, wet
snow above 11,000 feet, and freezing
level around 10,000 10 11,000 feet,. —
Ranger, 8/21.

CENTRAL

waratl

Ellaniburg

TRAP LAKE (Alpine Lakes Wil

derness; USGS Scenic)— A beauti-
ful hike, a little muddy in spots. The
bugs are definitely coming out, but so
are the flowers! 1 did this hike with
some of my Stevens Pass friends in-
cluding our youngest member, Hannah,
who though only 1 year old is in the
middle of her second hiking season!

We all had a great time. ['ve done

this hike twice and neither time have
actually been to Trap Lake. No one
wants to drop down to it only 1o have
to come back up. 1t 15 a wonderful hike
anyway with plenty of pretty spots to
stop for lunch or camp. —Mystery
Hiker, Granite Falls, B/2.
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ANDERSON LAKE (Alpine
Lakes Wilderness; USGS Mount
Phelps, Lake Philippa)—On the spur of

the moment, and despite relatively
poor weather forecast, we decided o
hike in to Anderson Lake at the head of
Lennox Creek.

We left the car at Tpm and began the
strenuous hike up the muddy and steep
trail. The trail descniption in J00 Hikes
in the Alpine Lakes does not accurately
describe the first 2 miles of this trail.
The tranl does nor contour around the
side of Dog Mountain, but instead
switchbacks steeply up nearly 1000 feet
per mile. Several ugly blowdowns re-
quire a bit of gymnastics to get around.
In the dark we found a tiny, dry square
of ground in an open heathery bog.

The next moming we discoverad the
sunshine and a lovely view and after an
early breakfast, we stashed our packs
and entered the immense, beautiful,
granite-slabbed hasin at the head of the
valley, Otter-slide waterfalls, lovely
flowers, and moss-banked rivulets
graced the basin. We meandered 1o the
pass and dropped through beargrass
and rock slides to beautiful Anderson
Lake. Though Treen and Garfield
Mountains were mostly coverad by
clouds, the interplay of wispy fog and
distant cliffs was entrancing,

We left the lake early, knowing we
faced the 2 miles of switchbacks. Sure
enough, with all the mud, root scram-
bles, and logs, it took me the same
amount of time going down as it did
climbhing up. 1 just kept visualizing that
wonderful basin and ignoring my piti-
ful, wobbling legs.—The Bamnowe-
Meyers, Olympia, 7/17-18,

L iy
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Big Heart Lake, West Fork Foss.

Ann Marshall / Lee McKee

UPPER WILDCAT LAKE (Al-

pine Lakes Wilderness; USGS Sno-
guealmrie Pass)—Dave and | started up
the Snow Lake trail at 1:15pm on Fni-
day. The trail was pretty muddy the
entire way to Upper Wildcat Lake, At
Snow Lake we followed the trail
around the lake to the junction with the
Rock Creek trail, and went left to Gem
Lake.

The trail to Gem Lake (4800 feet)
meanders up the ridge, gaining 850
feet in 1.5 mules. From Gem Lake the
trail gains 100 feet to a saddle, th.n
drops 1000 feet to Lower Wildcat Lake
(3900 feet). This section had a few
large trees across the trad and some
parts through the scree/boulder fields
wiere marked by caims.

The official trail ends at Lower Wild-
cat Lake, which is rather unappealing:
marshy with no views. A boot-beaten
trail gains 300 feet in half mile to Upper
Wildeat. We arrived at Upper Wildcat
Lake at 6:30pm where we joined 3 oth-
ers from our party who started m at 9am.

Upper Wildeat s a beautiful lake set
in & cirgue. The cliffs around the lake
prevent you from walking completely
around it. There are a couple of camp-
sites just as you reach Upper Wildcat,
The mosguitos were horrible,

On Saturday we scrambled up the
ridge to the north and then rambled the
ridge west to Lake Caroline (4700
feet). Other than the couple who
showed up Friday night and Jeft the
next day, we saw no one else at Uppor
Wildcat lake. We watched ospreys
hunting for fish at Caroline and Snow
lakes. On the way out Sunday we en-
countered a few people between the
Wildcat Lakes and Gem Lake, a fair
number between Gem and Snow, and
hordes from Snow Lake to the parking
lot.—Joe Buoy, Kent, 7/30-8/1.

CRAWFORD LAKE (Alpine

Lakes Wilderness, USGS Big Snow
Maowntain)—The ridge above Crawford
Lake looks south across the Middle
Fork Snogualmie to the glaciers of Chim-
ney Rock and other impressive peaks,
even Mount Rainier. The strangely
shaped luke itself glistens with its half-
dozen nearby tams, some ideal swim
tanks.

The view to the north into the wpper
Foss basin 15 dominated by Lake An-
geline and, higher and smaller, Azure
Lake. Glacier Peak, the Monte Cristo
Peaks, and others rise in the distance,
The scene was no less thrlling on my
third cross-country tour through the
area, this time with René, a friend
from Alberta,

The Middle Fork Road is again
“open” all the way to the end, the wash-
out at mile 9 just having heen repaired,
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but the last 13 miles of it are as had as
ever—pretly much the worst entry to
the Alpine Lakes Wilderness.

The hike got off to a surprise when,
on the way in, we followed the wrong
branch of Crawford Creek and ended
up for the first night not at Crawford
Lake but a cirque % -mule to the west.
The real outlet stream from the lake
had been too small to seem right.

It's not casy to tell, when deeply
whacking bush, and 1 was trying to
reach the luke by a different route than
the previous times. But surprises can
be pleasint. The cirque, with its stream,
pond, heather humps and grassy flats,
was a lotally untouched piece of wild
nature, a wonderful place to spend the
night,

The next moming we easily climbed
over to the basin of Crawford Lake and
circled behind that to the ridge already
mentioned. Dropping to the other side,
we followed a high bench around Iron
Cap Mountain to get a view of the
weird green-brown lake in s hollowed
out, rubbly center, and to look down
on inaccessible Azurnite Lake (deep
blue) and Otter Lake {greenish).

We camped near a tarn in a high
pocket from which we could see out to
Chetwoot Lake. The next day we cross-
ed the pass hack to Crawford Lake and
went downbush by the originally in-
tended route, which still was plenty of
trouble.

The weather was cool and mostly
sunny the whole tnip, perfect for such
efforts. Mosyuitoes were terrible in the
heather country, but no longer faze me
since 1've learned how to cope. Gulli-
ver and Mojo, my pack dogs, did their
usual skilled job of crashing through
hrush and endlessly jumping from rock
to rock. There's hardly anywhere they
can’t go, and they sure do love a good
roll and slhide in the snow. —Terry
Rockatellar, Seattle, 8/10-12.

“ KALEETAN (Alpine Lakes Wil-

derness; USGS Snoqualmie Pass)
—1 picked up two would-be Mountain-
eers who failed to make the cut for a
Club trip and headed for the Denny
Creek trailhead. We made fast going
all the way to Melakwa Lake. The trail
was quite muddy and we were glad 1o
pet an early start as we knew it would
become quite a quagmire later from all
the traffic that would 5LI|‘|:|}' COMe On
this rare sunny Sunday morming.

We rounded the upper lake and head-
ed for Melakwa Pass. We chose the
first gully instead of the second; it cer-
tainly seemed do-able as we surveyed
the route from the boulders below.

The lower portion tumed out to be
mud and very loose rock, Much steeper
than we had calculated. My ski pole
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turned out to be a great traction aid.
The final 30 feet was a shoulder-wide
chimney on sound rock and posed the
fun kind of challenge we were looking
for.

Once on the final ndge the route
again was tamiliar and we continued to
scramble straight up to the summit.
The view of Chair Peak Lake was re-
freshing with its floating chunks of ice.
It only [ had a long enough straw! We
wiere a bit disappointed to find that
someone had dropped the pencil deep
between the rocks so that we could not
sign the register,

We decided to take the boot path
back to the outlet of the lake to avoid
our steep gully, but we lost the path as
we crossed a boulder field. (Actually
we lost it before that as the path stays
on the ridge!) Rather than look for the
path we decided to traverse around the
ridge. It couldn’t be that far,could u?

Three hours after leaving the summit
we humbled out of the forest and into
the lake. We were quite a bedraggled
sight for the picnicking families sun-
ning around the shore. We took a long,
foot-soaking break before heading back
down the trail to the cars. 12 miles,
4000 feet. —Topographic Tom, Seattle,
T/31.

LAKE ETHEL (Alpine Lakes

Wilderness; USGS Lake Wenar-
chee, Big Jim Mounrain, Chiwaukum
Meuntaing, )J—Having read about this
hike in the guidebook we decided 1o
give it a try, It's an okay hike.

The trailhead is off Highway 2—tumn
at Merritt and drive the dirt road over
the railroad tracks and under the power
lines. 1t's ¢learly marked but parking is
very limited. 1t°s up and up through
pane forests.

We were surprised to cross a road
fairly soon into the hike, not so sur-
prised the second, third and fourth
times! The area has been severely
logged. The lake itself s pretty enough.
Camping i1s limited to one wooded
area; the yvellowjackets and mosquitos
were thick.

The only water available was the lake
itself and there was garhage in it. Even
§wouldn't drink it. The outlet is barely
running as the lake 1s low. If we'd had
more time we would have pone on to
Larch Lake which looks more to our
liking on the map.—Mystery Hiker and
Mr. Maphead, Granite Falls, 8717.

YELLOW HILL & ELBOW

PEAK (Wenarchee Nard Foresi;
USGS Teanaway Butte)—Driving is no
longer allowed on the road to the trail-
head. There is a barricade and a new
tratlhead sign a few yards up the road
after the turnoff from the Middle Fork

Road. We couldn’t figure out why the
road had been permanently closed. The
tread is excellent for driving.

The road and especially the trail are
very steep most of the way to Yellow
Hill. Views of Mount Rainier, Mount
Stuart, and the Snogqualmie peaks
{Owercoat, etc.) are spectacular. The
wild flowers were abundant on the
apen sidehill of Yellow Hill,

We met a guy camping in the trees
between the two peaks. He had a
climbing rope and said he was explor-
ing the nearby canyons.

The 1%%-mile walk from Yellow Hill
to Elbow Peak is a delight along an
open ridge much of the way.—Jim and
Ginny Evans, on the road, 7/27.

SASSE RIDGE TRAIL (Wenat-

chee Natl Forest; USGS Cle Elum
Lake )J—After yesterday's steep and hot
trip to Elbow Peak, we were anxious
for something easier, so we drove road
4315 east from the Salmon La Sac Road
3000 feet up to the ridge top where it
intersects the Sasse Ridge trail at about
5100 feet. Excellent road except for the
last few miles whene it gets a little rough,

We headed south on the trail, and in
about 2 miles reached the top of Sasse
Mountain. The summit 15 tree covered,
but just to the north is a rock outcrop-
ping affording plenty of views.

After the hike, we drove uphill on
road 4315 14 miles to its end at 5500
feet. At the road end there is a new-
looking sign proclaiming:

SASSE RIDGE TRAIL

West. Fork Teanaway Trail 1 mile;

Jolly Mountain 2% miles.

—Jim and Ginny Evans, on the road,
T128.

CLE ELUM DISTRICT —Campers
spotted a young red-tailed hawk hang-
ing from a tree, hopelessly tangled in
fishing line. They reported it to the
Ranger Station and wildlife biologists
Jo Ellen Richards and Charles Phillips
went 1o the rescue.

The bird, which Richards estimates
had been hanging for two days, ex-
posed to full afternoon sun, was 50 feet
in the air. It was still alive when they
reached the scene, but they couldn’t
reach it.

Stan Sovern, a researcher studying
spotted owls, climbed the tree and cut
the line. CWU student interns Ray An-
geles and Matt Pruzan caught the bird
as it dropped.

After giving the hawk a drink, the
two students took it to Mike Fuller, a
wildlife rehabilitator in Ellensburg, It
15 now expected to survive.,

Says Richards, “Fishing line should
be discarded only after it has been cut
into tiny pieces.”™
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In less exciting news, road work
continues on the North Fork Teanaway
road 9737, Highway 903 from French
Cabin Creek to Salmon las Sac, and on
the south side of Highway 97.—
Ranger, 8/17.

SOUTH CENTRAL

FIFE'S WEST PEAK (Norye

Peak Wilderness; USGS Goose
Prairie)—It was obvious the trail had
been recently modified to accommodate
stock travel (flat grade). It went
through a lovely open forest then fol-
lowed the nidge overlooking the Amer-
ican River drainage and Highway 410,

From the trail, I could see the South
Peak with its magnificent sheer cliffs
shooting straight up into the clouds.
Cannonhole Pinnacle winked at me as
if to show me the route,

At the saddle | went cross-country
through a fragrant alpine meadow up to
the ridge. [ followed a well worn trail
on the north side of the crest that seem-
ed to gently lead farther down into the
valley. As the path disappeared before
me | realized that [ was following a
game trail, and sure enough, about 100
yards in front of me were two small
deer laughing at their prank!

I made my way back up to the ndge
crest just below the cliffs of my sum-
mit. 1 carefully surveyed the gullies
and chimneys until [ found one to my
liking and up like Saint Mick [ was on
the lower summit plateau. The last 100
feet was a fun scramble,

The register reports people camping
on the summit. This [ believe as the
summit 15 long with several natural
wind breaks. | sat on the top for lunch
and admired the three goats lounging
on a shoulder below,

On the way back down | made two
startling revelations. As [ viewed south
over the long valley and beyond | real-
ized that not a clearcut was to be seen,
only what appears to be an ever-
expanding forest. This is certainly a
novelty so close to MRNP.

Second, what was a muddy trail in
the morning had, by late afternoon,
turned into a veritable dust bowl. —
Topographic Tom, Seattle, 7/21.

MYSTIC LAKE (Mount Rainier

Narl Park; USGS Sunrise, Mowich
Lake)—This trip was pmmptu;j by the
view of the Winthrop Glacier from
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Third Burroughs. 1 thought I could get
goud photos of the Winthrop from the
Wonderland Trail. Turmed out that 1
got great views of Carbon Glacier in-
stead,

Anyhow, as preface: Distances and
elevations are approximate. Found at
camp that six parties each had one
guidebook and a minimum of two maps
which vielded a total of 19 different
mileages for distance between points if
the sign mileages are included. 1 think
[ will go with the wheeled mileage.

Left Sunrise at 8:20am. People who
know get their permits at White River
Ranger Station; it opens at JTam. Mys-
tic was full so [ was assigned a cross-
country camp. This is a well written up
trail so suffice to say it took me 7
hours with the big pack. Trail gener-
ally in pood shape but segments be-
tween Granite Creek and Winthrop
Glacier are lousy: very steep pitches,
mud, roots and rocks make for treach-
erous footing.

On arrival at Mystic Camp | asked
the ranger for directions to the cross-
country camp area. The ranger had
never been there so we figured out
where 1t ought 1o be,

An hour later | emerged from the
avalanche trails, talus slopes and rock
faces of Old Desolate bloodied and
howed. There wasn't a spot big enough
tor a deer bed. 1 managed to pet assign-
ed to another area by an understanding
ranger.

The next morning | was up to the
ranger cabin at Tam for photos of the
mountain. Thence up to approximately
6400 feet on the west ridge of Old De-
solate; easy walk up to headwall, Nice
views of the mountain but Winthrop
Glacier in line with the sun and hazy.

From there to Curtis Ridge Trail and
about 6800-foot overlook of Carbon
Glacier. Good spot, nice views and
cool breeze,

In the morming, out to Sunrise. |
must have looked like quite a charac-
ter: two people stopped me to take my
picture but in accordance with Park
rules did not attempt to feed me. —Paul
Schaufler, Olympia, 8/1-3,

COUGAR LAKES (William O,

Douglas Wilderness; USGS Chin-
enrk Prsy, Cougar Lake)—Headed
south on the PCT from Chinook Pass.
In 1% miles we came to the loop trail
Jjunction, and shortly after that, the
new Wilderness register box. It had no
pen, so we dug one out of a pack to fill
out our permit.

Then we started the descent on an
open south-facing slope that was heat-
ing up rapidly in the moming sun.

From Dewey Lake the PCT mean-
ders gently up and down between 5200

and 5600 feet, through beautiful wild-
flowers and with wonderful views.
When Lee and | traveled this section
10 years ago, it was in rain and fog;
today there wasn't a cloud in the sky.

At 3 miles from Dewey Lake we
turned east and in "4-mile or s0 came
to American Lake. Past here the trails
become confusing because they have
been rerouted the maps haven't
caught up. The new trail 9584 to Cou-

gar Lakes crosses several old trails,
bl::ncl-cud off with logs.

At Little Cougar we set up camp al
the west end above the lake on a level
bench below the talus slope. It would
have been a perfect spot except it was
in full sun with no shade. Like a
couple of weary coyotes, we collapsed
in the false shade of our tarp and
growled at each other until the sun went
behind the ridge and the cool evening
made life bearable again,

Our camp caught the first brilliant
rays of the momning sun. The talus
bowl became a reflector oven and we
were out of camp with day packs before
Bam, vowing not to return until sunset,

First we went over to Big Cougar
Lake. We had already explored the
west end the previous afternoon, so we
wenl lo the east end, crossed the outlet
on a log jam and explored several old,
unused camps in pretty meadows.

Then we made our way, bushwhack-
ing, to Wildcat Lake. Once we were at
Wildcat Lake, it was easy to find the
actual trail that leads to it, which we
followed practically in a straight line
back to the main campsite at the zast
end of Liitle Cougar.

Then we headed for the PCT connec-
tor trail at the upper end of Big Cougar.
We sat in the cooling, bug-chasing
breeze on the ridge above the PCT for
a long time, then headed slowly back to
camp.

Mext moming we were up extra early
to hike out in the cool air. At the first
main intersection of new 958A with
old 958A, we took the old trail, find-
ing it no more muddy or chewed-up
than the new tral, and a lor more scenic.

Just north of Anderson Lake we met
a party of four with light packs going
at a good clip: they wene doing Chinook
to White in a single day, about 27 miles.

We donated our pen to the register box
on the way out.— Ann Marshall, 8/5-7.

CARBON RIVER [Muount Rain-

ier Narl Park; USGS Mowich Lake)
—Drave and | had to retnieve a car left
at Ipsut Creek by some friends who
were doing the Wonderland Trail, so
we decided to take a short hike up the
Carbon river. We got to the trailhead
at 6:30pm. The cool mountain air was
refreshing compared to the 90-degree
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Suarse - Mount Adams from Mount Saint Helens.

temperatures in Kent,

About 1.5 miles up the trail we
heard a loud bang. We puessed it was a
gun, or sumeone hlew up a stick of dy-
namite. We shook our heads—crazy
tourists. We hiked the Carbon River
trail up to the junction with the North-
ern Loop trail, taking this trail down to
the Carbon River. Al the river we took
a hreak, enjoying the views of Mount
Rainier and listening to the boulders
crashing down the Carbon River.

On the way back to the car we dis-
covered the source of the loud bang we
heard earlicr. A tree, 4 feet in diameter
and partially rotten, had snapped at its
hase and fallen across the trail into the
river. The furce of the tree hitting the
tranl created a large fault line in the
trail. We were counting our lucky stars
tilay —we had passed this spot less than
a minute hefore we heard the loud hang.
We got hack to our cars at 8:30pm.

Jow Buoy, Kent, 8/3,

MINERAL MOUNTAIN (Mount

Rainier Nall Park; USGE Mowich
Lekie ) - This Mountaineer trip would
have lef the Ipsut Campground prompt-
ly at Tam had not one of our vehicles
been stopped by the friendly police in
Wilkeson.

I'he Carbon Glacier is quite dirty by
summer but 1"m always struck with
awe when | see it. The long expanse of
lifeless rubhle snakes its path down the
mountan o become the muddy river
helow. The tail was still cool as we
hiked mostly in the shade, but as we
moved into the meadows by afternoon
it vertainly began to warm up. The
breeze was refreshing and also helped

How to sontact us
Yrite: Pack & Paddle
PO Box 1063
‘ Fort Orchard WA 98366

Fhone: 206-B71-1862

Ann Marshall / Lee MeKee

to keep the flies and mosquitoes away,

The alpine meadows from Moraine
Park to Mineral Mountain to Curiis
Ridge rolled from one into another.
We had a delightful afternoon explor-
ing the whole area. The summit of
Mineral Mountain is an easy scramble
on large boulders. We looked straight
down on Mystic Lake and the ranger
cabin in the clearing. Across the valley
we sized up Old Desolate and imagined
the difficulty we would have on the
loose rock there, We were all glad we
settled on our lovely peak.

I was glad to be returning to the
trailhead by late afternoon. Several
backpackers and day hikers were wilt-
ing heside the trail in the heat of the
day. Even the Carbon Glacier softened
up a bit and we watched rockfall plum-
met down its snout and into the river,
It was a long day and we all had pretty
tender feet when we returned. We had
a good visit and a good dinner at the
410 Cafe before heading home. 16
miles; 4400 feet.—Topographic Tom,
Seattle, B/4,

SOUTH

Yakvma

rat

GIFFORD PINCHOT NATL FOR-
EST—Permits are now required for
anyone to pick edible berries in this
Forest. There is no charge for a per-
sonal use permit. Anyone over the age
of 16 must have a permit in their pos-
session when pathering berries, It can
be obtained from any Ranger Station or
the headguarters office in Vancouver,
Snow level 15 above 6500 feet, all

trails are open, and mosguitoes are
plentiful. —Ranger, 8/6.

TRACT D, Bird Creek Meadows—
This area is administered by the
Yakima Nation and is now open to the
public for the season. It includes Mir-
ror, Bird and Bench Lakes and Bird
Creek Meadows.

Entry permits are $5 per vehicle for
day use; $10 per vehicle for overnight
camping. Fishing permits are $5/per-
son for one day; $10/person for 7 days.
Flowers in Bird Creek Meadows are
Just starting to bloom.—Ranger, 8/6.

OREGON

ANEROID PEAK (Eagle Cap

Wilderness)—Four years ago | saw
what looked like a pleasant loop of
trail and cross-county and now | had
the opportunity to find out,

From the end of the road I took trail
1804 up a fork of the Wallowa River,
li climbs, with a few views of the lake,
for several miles then passes a small
rustic diversion dam. Here the trail
goes through meadows and lots of
flowers. Beautiful meadows between
high peaks lead first to a small pond
then, a little higher, to Aneroid Lake,

Al the pond [ left the trail and started
an ascending traverse to the top of An-
eroid Peak (9700 + feet). Clouds parted
and views of most of the Wildemness
Area were visible along the Hells Can-
yon and the Seven Devils arcas in
ldaho. From here the route was direct-
ly down the ridge up and over Hidden
Peak, East Peak, and Howard Peak.

Howard Peak is the terminus for a
gondola—a welcome Lift back after a
long day.

My original thought was to do this
loop the other way and would next
time.—David Nondstrom, Tacoma, 7/16.

BEND DISTRICT—Most higher el-
evation roads are still closed by snow,
Road 370 from Todd Lake to the junc-
tion with 4601 looks like it will remain
closed until perhaps the end of August
of early September—just in time for it
Lo snow again.

Snow level is about 6500 feet, with
patches remaining in the shade at lower
elevations. Several bridges along the
PCT near Irish Lake are in hazardous
condition; crews will be out repairing
them.—Ranger, 8/10,

IDAHO

CRATERS OF THE MOON—A
windy place reminiscent of parts of
the Big lsland of Hawaii.
Erk and | hiked the 1.5-mile North
Crater Trail from the campground, a
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nice hike that gave us a good sample of
the area: pumice, across the sharp and
broken pahoehoe, along the lip of the
cinder cone vents and down to the road
where there were several splatter cones.
MNice views from the high points. —
David Nordstrom, Tacoma, 7/5.

CANADA

MOUNT GARDNER (Bowen Is-

land)—The first sunny day of the
summer! Quick, on with the hiking
boots, check the ferry sailings (604-
669-1211) and off to Bowen I[sland
from the Horseshoe Bay ferry terminal
north of Vancouver. We caught the
9:50 sailing; next time we'll take the
8:55 to allow more time. [t's a fabu-
lous 20-minute ride to Snug Cowve.
{Park at Horseshoe Bay and walk on
the ferry.)

We decided to “cheat™ by thumbing
a ride to the starting point 2 uphill
miles from the ferry. Look for pole
number 420 and take the gravel road
going left, Pink tape lures you up the
gravel road (beware of taking the South
Trail that takes you left along the east
side of the mountain—see Fasy Hiking
Around Vancouver.)

After 20 minutes’ walking, ignore
the pink tape and follow the red metal
markers as you climb past a pond and
across a bridge. The path vou see to
the right is your return route. There are
tremendous views as you crest a treed
ridge out into an open bluff overlook-
ing Keats and Gambier Islands and the
Sechelt Peninsula beyond. This was
our turn-around point. We had hiked
up for 2 hours (elevation gain 1650
feet) and were ready for a picnic.

The trail continued for another 40
minutes to Mount Gardner's north peak.
The trail down is steep and requires
careful footwork,

Yes, we thumbed back to the snug
pub in Snug Cove and sat outside with
a well-earned pint.

Two days later [ put my ocean kayak
in at Horseshoe Bay and paddled across
in leisurely fashion and walked around
Killarney Lake (2 hours round trip
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from the dock). This was a fine trip: 5
hours paddling, 2 hours walking.—
Garath Hill, Vancouver, B/9,

ELSEWHERE

TAFT TUNNEL (Monrana)—We

hiked and waded through the Taft
Tunnel, 5 miles into Montana on the
ldaho border near Lookout Pass, This
1.B-mile tunnel is scheduled to be
“sealed™ this fall.

We encountered Jarge ice formations
near the entrance, mountain bikers, and
numerous stalagmites caused by the
constantly dripping mineral laden wa-
ter. A good camp is on the west en-
trance heside a large meadow among
large trees and a nice stream.—James
Keenan, Spokane, 6/5.

MOUNT TEEWINOT (Grand

Teton National Park, Wyoming)—
This was my consolation hike after
finding out that my climb of *The
Grand" was cancelled. Storms had
plastered the upper mountain with ice
and dangerous loose snow,

Find the Apex trailhead near the
north end of the Lupine Meadows
parking lot (near Jenny Lake). The trail
15 not marked. It goes a short way
across a meadow, through a scrub/
boulder field, then climbs, All of the
east side of the Tetons rises quite ab-
ruptly from the valley floor.

The trail disappeared under snow
above 9000 feet. From here | followed
the steps of others whom [ had seen
another 1000 feet above. Past the Two
Spires the snow became steep and slushy.

After T struggled to 11,000 feet, a
person appeared just above, He de-
scended and stated he tumed back 800
feet below the summit due to continued
wet rock and the steep slushy snow,

That was enough for me and soon
Don from Seattle and | were quickly
descending. — David Nordstrom,
Tacoma, 7/9.

k]ENN"I’ LAKE {Grand Teron Na-
tional Park, Wyaming)—The five
of us took the boat across Jenny Lake

to hike up to Hidden Falls. Beth, Enk
and | went ahead and Grandpa and
Grandma Hamborg were left to make
their way at a more leisurcly pace.

The falls themselves are hardly worth
the hike. While pretty, they are not
spectacular, Enk and [ went back on
the 1.5 mile trail around the south end
of the lake. The trail is shared by
horses on various sections so it is bro-
ken up and dusty (or muddy).

This is one end of a popular loop
trail that goes up/down Cascade Canyon
to the west side then up/down Paint-
brush Canyon.—David Nordstrom,
Tacoma, 7/11.

SWAN LAKE, HERON POND

ﬁ’ {Grand Teton National Park, Wyo-
ming )—We were told about these two
small lakes, a short (mile or less) hike
from Coulter Creek campground, by
fellow campers. We went in the even-
ing both times. On the two trips we
saw bull, cow, and calf moose, a pair
of trumpeter swans, deer, beaver, and
Osprey.

This was the best short hike we have
been on.—David Nordstrom, Tacoma,
TI0 &13.

GATES OF THE ARCTIC

{Brooks Range, Alaska)—All of
July was beautiful summer weather in
the Brooks Range until | showed up. |
spent three days in Bettles weathered
in, then managed to get in to Lonely
Lake for several days.

[ followed the advice in Pack &
Paddle (January 1993, page 21) and
took with me one of the Kodak pan-
orama disposable cameras. | was very
impressed by its ability to take such
wide-angle photos in what are really
quite tight quarters. The upper Easter
Creek/Lonely Lake valleys are quite
broad—over a mile wide—yet a 28mm
lens just isn't wide enough to do justice.

There was only one arctic tern on
Lonely Lake, therefore | presume it
was a bad one, Everyone knows one
good tern deserves another!—Dale
Graves, Kent, 8/93.

OSAT—A clean and sober climb-
ing and mountaineering club. Call
206-723-9864.

INTERESTED IN HIGH LAKE FISH-
ING? Washington State Hi-Lakers
meets third Wednesday of each
month at Mercerview Community
Center, 7:30pm. For information,

call George Bucher, 206-821-
5752 (Kirkland).

EASY RIDER two-person touring
kayak. Yellow with white cowling.
Includes 2 life vests, 2 paddles,
tlotation system, and roof rack
saddles. Used only 4 times. $800
0OBO. 206-6393-3020; can leave
message (Snohomish).
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DEBORAH RIEHL

RESCUE EPICS

BOARDMAN LAKE: DEJA VU

This summer is one of the nicest
MNorthwest winters [ can remember. On
Saturday, July 24, we were lying
around the house while the rain pounded
down. We were hoping for nicer
weather on Sunday for hiking,

At 10:30pm the pagers erupted. We
looked at the rain running down the
windows and called back anyway. The
report was a lost 40-year-old woman at
Boardman Lake on the Mountain Loop.
A year apo we had found and rescued a
lost hittle girl at Boardman Lake in
what [ consider one of the highlights of
my 20+ year rescue career (see Pack
& Paddle, August 1992, page 26).

We got a few hours of sleep, rising
at 3:30am for a Sam rendezvous at the
Swamp Creek Park & Ride.

One of the sleepy rescuers com-
mented that he'd rather be locking for
a little girl than a 40-year-old woman,

I said, *Watch it, buster—/I"m a 40-
year-old woman!”

By the time we arrived at base camp
it had stopped raining but was stll
heavily overcast. Snohomish County
man-trackers had been out looking
since the day before and had painstak-
ingly followed her trail down the
Boardman Lake outlet drainage.

We were driven down an old logging
road to a point 400 vertical feet above
Boardman Creek and downstream from
the outlet. The road was extremely
rough and overgrown. One truck lost a
side mirror to a low-flying tree branch.
No cushy (but scary) helicopter rides
this time!

Our mission was to sweep down to
the river and then work our way up the
banks. [ peered over the edge down
very steep logging slash, deadfall and
all manner of thomy vegetation and
wondered about my sanity in actually
returning voluntarily to this terrain. |
pulled on leather gloves, helmet, and

rain gear.

We took a tracker with us who was
going to try to intersect the trail. We
spread out and began the labonious pro-
cess of swimming downhill through
Class 5 brush,

The laws of gravily are very strict,
Maost of the time we couldn’t see vur
feet. The few solid footholds were wet
and slick. The terrain steepened to ver-
tical just above the river.

The first rescuer to drop out of the
brush and land on the river bank wias
greeted by the sight of a bedraggled
figure on the opposite bank attempting
to get up and lunge into the river to get
to him.

Her frantic screams could be heard
in the background when he shouted
into the radio those electrifying words,
“We have voice contact!™

The rest of us picked our way down
to the river and shinnied across an ex-
tremely slippery log. We found a soak-
ing wet, chilled (96.1°) woman dressed
in parka, slacks and size 4 sneakers.
Her unusually small feet had made it
easier for the trackers to follow her.

She was soon dressed in dry clothes,
had hot packs al prime heat loss points,
and was sipping hot cider bundled with
me under blankets. That way 1 could
not only monitor her medical condition
but also share body heat. When she be-
gan to warm up and rehydrate she de-
veloped a need to urinate. One of the
Tacoma Mountain Rescuers, Franci,
produced an ingenious funnel-and-hose
device that saved the chilled patient
from having to undress and stand on
her sprained ankle.

In addition to the sprained ankle she
had bruises and abrasions on her face,
and her hands were a mass of scratches
and thoms. Her buttocks were raw be-
cause she'd spent part of the last two
da}'ﬁ. seoaling down the sleep hill on

her rear. The seat of her pants had
worn through the day before, so she'd
turmed them back to front to try to pro-
tect her tender hind end.

I asked her how she had ended up on
the far bank of the river from where
she had started. She had fallen in the
river the day before, she said, and no-
ticed the far bank appeared more shel-
tered from the weather, so she waded
0N ACTOSS,

She looked at me and her eyes filled
with tears: “[ thought I was going to
die here.”

She had accompanied her son on a
hike to Boardman Lake. He was stay-
ing overnight but she left to hike back
to her car at dark. Partway back her
flashlight failed and she was reduced to
fecling her way along the path with her
feel.

She stumbled, fell off the trail, and
couldn't regain it. As most lost people
do, she headed downhill untl she
reached the nver, and was trying to
follow it out to civilization,

Reinforcements carried in a litter and
we packaged her up. The weather ap-
peared to be improving so we decided
to wait an hour and see if a helicopter
could make it in. This would save the
patient (and us) a long and arduous
carry out. Looking upriver as we
waited, I could see the spot where the
helicopter dropped us off last year to
search for the lost Little girl.

In an hour we heard the welcome
thump of the helicopter rotors. We car-
ried the patient across the river, getting
soaked in the process. We huddled on
the bank under the rotor wash, waiting
for the helicopter to drop the short haul
rope.

Bill yelled, “Look out, Deb!™ I flat-
tened myself against a boulder, won-
dering if the helicopter were crashing.

continued page 19
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KERRY GILLES and LARRY SCHOENEORN

ESCAPE TO THE WILDS

TEMN DAYS IN THE GLYMPICS

Our spring escapade Was @ cross-se
tional study of “the wilds™—from val-
ley to mountain top, ram to sun, hot to
cold, from the misery of the shelter, to
the intense bliss of evenings on a moun-
tain pass. We spent June 11 through 20
hiking up the Dosewallips River, climb
ing to Lost Pass and Graywolf Pass
and exploring Cameron Creek and Lo
dar Lake, all in Olympic National P00

We spent the first four nights of oo
trip moseying up the Dosewallips to
Dose Meadows. One particularly beau-
tiful campsite is at lower Twin Creck,
about 3 miles in, where a little water-
fall, a fallen tree (for hanging a bear
bag), and pink rhododendrons mude a
perfect camp.

The third night, at Bear Shelter (wan
ing for the rain to stop), and fourth
night, at Dose Meadow (still waiting
for the rain to stop), were spent read-
ing, sleeping, writing our daily jour-
nals, and lListening for future weather
reports.

Bear Shelter was our first and last
shelter. Besides the sensation of heiny
in an insect and rodent zoo, and the
claustrophobia, the discovery of pounds
—of hundreds—of fat nighterawlers
clumped under all the log-round seats
gave 2 fever-dream quality to our se
ond night.

At Dose Meadow we had set up camp
down on the creck hut by the third day
it had risen to a height that encouraged
us to pack up and find a meadow camp
on higher ground. Monday evening we
walked up toward Hayden Pass to just
past Camp 3 (see Olvnpric Mountaing
Trail Guide), to the second crossing of
the Dosie before the trail climbs, Too
snowy for us beyond that.

Snow comices over-hung the pass
and Mount Fromm. The south-facing
slope was entirely snow free, however,
as we found out on Wednesday, when
we climbed Lost Pass.

Dose Meadow had five deer that

checked out every move we made, and
a nurod that let us know of approach
ing lkers. With hinoculars it was fun
fur scan Che nurantain b s, |__’|._'[ a close-
upr wnf the marmet, study the trees
hlonwrne in the wird, and lowk at the

Larry Schoenbiorn

sky and clowds,

The high arca between Lost and
Cameron Passes i< schingly beauntful, a
sensory overload, with Three Sons
camp as the tocal point. Lots of mar
mots whistled at us onoour hike up, amd
wie saw one mother bear who sent her
two cubs climhing the nearest tree. The
snow Badd st melted, and all 0oty
ers were petting ready 1o bloom

Returning to Doese Meadow, packing

up tor our hike back tes B o mp, we

ran into Lee and Aon (o P b £
Poelelley but hecause f ‘b tesoga 4
the day we were mot able o stay aml
chat with them as mpch go e wnolid
have liked o,

|i1ur.-i:t.-|} mornng, the |ith, we
wtaried 1Ii| ":liq'\_\ il Mase  Recanes of
the amenint of brush, we went up the
creck bed a little way betore we real
1zed we were it on the traud, Vhe veald
tranl 15 a mcely graded incline that teok
ahout three howrs o ke,

There were three blowdowns, one

privitse, lols of [ L R LI il ana

TV Sonoenborn

il a1

Lagking owrn an

wiar Lake from near Graywaolf Pass
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interesting tree abnormalities to ob-
serve. The flowers were farther ad-
vanced than at Lost Pass, making the
hike a colorful picture-taking event.
We camped right on top of the pass, in
the lee of a little saddle near a huge (at
least 9 feet deep) snow bank,

Water was lugged up alternately by
Kerry from the south side, a 600-foot
climb, and by Larry from the big tarn
on the north side, about a 500-foot
climb, Melting snow on a space blan-
ket worked, but it was a slow process
and millions of bugs went swimming
and drowned, adding an unusual flavor.

Billions of ants (all vaneties) crawled
around, but as soon as the sun set, they
magically disappeared. The wood there
has turned white, and the grains, holes,
and texture of it made some beautiful
pictures, especially since we were into
blue skies and hot weather by this time.

It was an awesome experience to sit

there, looking at the snowclad peaks,
with our headset on listening to classi-
cal music, feeling the heat of the day,
being the only ones there, and having a
cup of tea, At night we had the joy of
watching the sunset fade, and the stars
appear. The birds seemed to feel the
twilight was a wonderful time to visit
their relatives on the other side of the
valley, and would sometimes beeline
straight across. There were also sights
of fog wrapping itself around the lower
parts of the mountains, The clouds
were always turning into something
you could put a name to, with a little
bit of imagination.

We spent two nights of beautiful
lookarounds and day-hikes, climbing
the slopes to the east and west, cross-
countrying it to Cedar Lake, which
still had some ice on it, and scrambling
on some shale that made us think twice.

Plant life was abundant and we made
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fop P
- Pass
3 ¢

Cameron #
Pass - ;{
Lost Pk 2Baar Camp
Mok
a5 i o
Lost Pass \1,"':’ -
- 1 4
Loar  THvay
Cose Meadow
Kt Fromm i
iy
Hayden ~ . =~ f\.,

Pass Sentinel

S

Deception

-~

-&- ¥ Mystary
¥ } A
3
W Little Mystery .7
PN

i

1

a pame of counting how many different
varieties we could see in a square yard,
Prime time 1s lying on your belly in a
meadow and examining everything in
lazy range—plants beneath plants under
plants.

When we climbed the slope to the
east, we had a good view of Gunsight
Pass. We noted a flat stone in an up-
right angle that has what looks like an
arrow (in stone) right next to it.

Saturday, the 19th, we hiked back to
Deception Creek, another wonderful
campsite right by the water, making
another game of listing our favorite ten
campsites, as well as our least favorite
(with a shelter being at the top).

At Deception creek two deer ate my
motel-size bar of soap and the sand-
wich bag lying next to it. They didn’t
seem Lo have any il side effects from
it, but we told the ranger anyway.

We have yet another game we play
on our final hike out. We start listing
what foods we are craving the most.
This trip, for Larry, it was peanut but-
ter and rye tack; for Kerry, it was a
crunchy apple and a crisp green salad.
The nine nights and ten days went by
all too quickly and though we were sad
to see i end, we are already planning
our next adventure. As all you hikers
know ... 50 many trails to hike—so
little time!

A

Kerry Gilles and Larry Schoenborn
live in Wesiporr.

BOARDMAN LAKE: DEJA VU
continued from page 17

There was a loud thud ten feet from
me—the rope bag. [t slid off the bank
and into the river.

Then Bill yelled, “Grah it, Deb!™ |
plunged into the river, thrashing down-
stream until 1 caught it T carried it
back, feeling like | was leading the he-
licopter on a leash.

The litter and attendant were quickly
tied in. The helicopter slowly lifted un-
til the slack was out, then they were off
the ground and on their way to the log-
aing road.

“Short haul™ 15 a technique where
rescuers and/or victims are carried sus-

pended on a fixed rope of varying
length under a helicopter. 1t's very
dangerous, but 50 is a lot of rescue
work. When rescuers practice the tech-
nigue we call it “dope on a rope.”

When we heard the patient and atten-
dant were safe on the ground, there
were high-fives, elated cheers and
hugs. Gaing back uphill was actually
casier—we were tunneling up under the
brush and could see the terrain hazards,
There was much happy chatter despite
the arduous climhb.

The drive home was livened up by
the pagers going off two more times—

one for a broken leg on Mount Adams,
the other for a broken leg on Mount
Washington in the Olympics. A ham
radio patch provided the details. Both
of these rescues were also facilitated by
helicopters.

I woke up the next morning a mass
of bruises. | don’t remember specifi-
cally acquiring any of them, but |
know how they happened. And once
again, it was worth it,

A

Deborah Richl, AATRW, is a mem-
ber of Searrle Mountain Rescue's board
of trustees. She lives in Bothell,
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TARA WATERS

CANOEING THE

RIVER of GRASS

When my friend Steve Hinchman
picks me up at the Florda airport, he
reminds me that ['ve sworn I'll never
canoe with him again. Those words
were spoken just two years ago, afler
we made a desperate trip down the
North Fork River outside Paonia,
Colorado.

During that trip, we wrapped a bor-
rowed aluminum canoce around a rock.
When the canoe’s owner found out that
we'd used his canoe (meant for guict
stream fishing and lake paddling) in
whitewater, he was furious; and rightly
50, Memories of that disastrous tnip
come back to me: capsizing in the rap-
ids, almost losing Steve's dog Gypsy,
the two of us and Gypsy close to hvpo-
thermia when we finally dragged our-
selves and the gear from the water.

Well, it hadn't been my fault, | re-
mind myself, still feeling guilty about
the canoe. | hadn't known a thing about
canceing. | had just followed Steve’s
instructions,

Now Steve, his brother-in-law Todd
Liehler, and | plan to canoe the Ever-
glades” Wilderness Waterway. At least,
[ think, there 1sn’t any whitewater in
the Everzlades, just alligators and
snakes. We have the requisite old alu-
minum cance, this one patched up by
Steve and his tather, who expresses the
haope that it “might be water-tight™ and
who hlj:!u]tunﬂm.ﬂ_}' insists we borrow
his hand pump for the trip.

We pile our gear inlo Steve’s pickup
truck and tie the canoe on top, and then
we drive for three hours down to Ever-
glades City at the northernmost edge of
Everglades National Park. Here, we
unload the canoe and gear. Todd and |
are going to plan the trip’s route while
Steve continues driving south to Fla-
mingo Yisitor Center, where he’ll
leave the truck and then hitchhike back
up. We hope to set oftf early tomorrow
HWming,

The Park Service doesn't have camp-
grounds, so Todd and [ pay for an
overnight camp spot behund the only

Tara Waters

Tent on a chickee.

store in Everglades City.

Here, among campers and motor
boats, we pitch our tent. Brown peli-
cans hover above a man gutting fish,
Insistent, hungry gulls dive-bomb the
pelicans. A little blue heron, its fine
yellow legs thin as chopsticks, pa-
tiently stalks the waters of the opposite
shore, Turkey vultures sit in thick,

Jungle-like growth, drowsing in the

sun. The Everglades,

Chatting with rangers, Todd and |
discover that most people allow ten
days to paddle the Wilderness Water-
way, a 99-mile route with numbered
markers running sequentially from Fla-
mingo to Everglades City, In the fine
print on the National Park hand-out
map, we read: “The route requires a
minimum of six hours with outhoard
motor or seven days by canoe.”

Steve has told us that the trip will
only take seven days, so I've booked
my non-refundable return flight home
seven days from now. We're going to
be paddling hard. Then a ranger men-
tions that the last time a person tried to
hitch-hike from Flamingo, it took him
two days. Todd and | look at each
other: Yup, this trip might be a killer,
especially if Steve turns up late,

Before the Park Service will 1ssue a
backcountry permit, canoers and
kayakers must map a route picking out
each night's campsite. There are
twenty-eight primitive sites near the
Wilderness Waterway—hoth ground-
sites and chickees. Chickees are open-
sided, roofed, wooden platforms big
enough for a four-man tent and gear.
The canoe is tied up alongside the
chickee, leaving enough rope to allow
for tidal ebb and flow. The modern
chickes's design 15 denved from the
open-sided, thatched-roofed huts the
Evcrg]a.d-.:ﬁ' Indians used to use,
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Todd and [ spend an hour trying to
map our roule. Because we have to
cover a lot of territory, it's important
to plan perfectly, Once we've finally
established our time-table, a ranger ra-
dios the station in Flamingo for verifi-
cation.

“No," the answer crackles back,
“South Joe River chickee will be full
up that night.™ Back to the drawing
hoard.

An hour later, we've come up with a
new route and this one checks out, The
only really difficult day will be the
last: a 21-mile paddle to take-out.
Toddd and [ figure that the canoe should
be light by then and that visions of res-
taurant food and clean clothes dancing
in our heads will keep us paddling.

We return to camp and begin prepar-
ing dinner. Clouds roll in, their soft
bellies turning orange and golden. Still
no sign of Steve. 1t's 150 miles from
Flamingo to Everglades City. If Steve
makes it back tonight, we'll put in here
LOMOrTOW Morning,

Inside the local store, a guide offers
o ferry us to Chokoloskee for a fee,
thus saving us 3 miles of tedious pad-
dling in waters plowed by motor hoats,
which would still leave us with 164
miles to paddle our first day.

I tell him we'll consider his offer,
then look again at the multi-colored
Park Service map, each color repre-
senting a different vegetation zone, and
follow the red line marking the Wilder-
ness Waterway with my finger.

Everglades National Park encom-
passes 1. 4-mallion acres of marshy
land, It is a freshwater river 6 inches
deep and 50 miles wide that creeps sea-
ward on a sloping riverbed, finally
emplying into Florida Bay.

The Park has seven vegetation zones:
marine and estuarine, mangrove, cy-
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press, coastal pine, fresh water slough,
pinelands, fresh water marl prairie, and
hardwood hammocks. Every zone 1s
environmentally threatened. Large
scale draining and damming for such
varied uses as city drinking water, sew-
age dilution systems, irigation, flood
control, frost protection, pest control,
and the creation of arable land has
brought the Park to the edge of extine-
tion.

Water, the life-hlood of the Ever-
glades, is being siphoned off: the salty
ocean s making inroads into fresh-
water estuaries; and pollution is de-
stroying habitat. An aerial view of that
region known as the Everglades (which
is far larger than the Park itselt) reveals
a watery landscape cut by a nightmare
of canals, air-boat paths, and two as-
phalt roads—the Tamiami Trail and Al-
ligator Alley,

This mess was created under the su-
pervision of the Army Corps of Engi-
neers and Florida's water managers,

Now these same people are trying to
undo the havoe they have wreaked,

The federal government, the Army
Corps of Engineers, the South Florida
Water Management District, and envi-
ronmentalists have finally united to try
to rescue the endangered Park. Ever-
glades National Park is only a small
prece of what was once a river of grass
stretching 100 miles south from Lake
Okeechobee to the Gulf of Mexico.

Mike Finley, Park supenntendent
from 1986 to 1988, called the Park's
decline “a death spiral.” Since 1930,
its wading bird population declined by
93 percent. Since 1980, only half the
roseate spoonbills remained. Endan-
gered wood storks had not nested in
the park for two yvears. Six Florida
panthers remained. 50 to 30 percent of
the alligator hatchlings were killed in
1988 by prematurely elevated water
levels.

In the saltier Everglades coastal wa-
ters, only a score of female American

PLANNING A VISIT?

The major visitor season for Ev-
erglades Mational Park is from
mid-December through mid-April.
This is the dry season and it is
generally clear with moderate tem-
peratures.

Wildlife is abundant and concen-
trated around available water
sources. Although they appear to
be slow and awkward, alligators
can move with amazing speed.

They are in their natural habitat
and they eat anything they can
catch. Keep a respectful distance.

A year ago Hurricane Andraw
struck south Florida and caused
extensive damage to the Ever-
glades. The Park was closed for a
while but most facilities have re-
apened

The Park's ecosystem was dras-

tically affected by the storm. High-
land Beach lost B5% to 90% of its
mature mangroves. Birds, alliga-
tors and freshwater fish were also
affected.

For information, contact:
Everglades National Park
PO Box 279
Homestead FL 33030
305-242-7700,
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crocodiles continued to breed. And
manatees, those pentle sea cows who
had no defense against motor boat pro-
pellers, are expected to become extinet,
but no one dares set aside areas where
motor boats can’t be used. You can
even drive a motor boat right down the
Wilderness Waterway as long as you
obey a few speed-limit signs that have
heen put up along waterways known to
be frequented by manatees.

But there is hope that the Ever-
glades, designated by the United Na-
tions as a World Heritage site and In-
ternational Biosphere Reserve, may
suUrvIve.

Steve arrives in Everglades City
shortly after sunset, having been picked
up by two German tourist couples, a
Park ranger, and a state trooper. The
trooper regaled him with stories of
pulling dead bodies from the canal run-
ning alongside the Tamiami trail.

“It’s rough out there at night,” he
warned Steve. *Drug runners, drunk
drivers. People get killed along this
road all the time. You're lucky | picked
you up." The Tamiami trail runs
through the Everglades alongside part
of the Miccousukee Indian Reservation.

We rise before dawn the next mom-
ing and are ferried to Chokoloskee,
where we pack our canoe, placing a
large cooler in the middle of the boat
that will serve as my uncomfortable
seat for the trip’s duration. We also
pack a gallon of water per person per
day, totalling over 21 gallons. Then
there are sleeping bags, tent, clothes,
lantern, stove, kitchen and other odds
and ends,

When the canoe is packed, it re-
sembles one of those overpacked cars
photographed in the days of the dust
bowl exodus from the Midwest to Cali-
fornia. It is entirely unsafe. The three
of us climb in. Water immediately rises
to within four inches of the gunnel.
Entirely unsafe. I look out across
choppy Chokoloskee Bay, thinking,
“We're going to sink.”

The guide looks at our overloaded
canoe, laughs, tells us he set out on his
first Everglades canoe trip twelve years
before in a similarly overloaded canoe
and then recommends that we rent a
larger threg-person canoe from him:
“If you were my clients or children,”™
he told us, I wouldn't let you paddle
like that, but you're adults, so you can
make your own decisions, ™
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My heart sinks into my stomach,
What if the wind comes up our third
day out and we sink? Would anyone
find us out there among the mangrove
swamps and hordes of hungry mosgqui-
loes? Steve insists we'll be fine. 1 re-
member that he insisted we'd be fine
paddling the North Fork river in an

aluminum canoe.

We paddle. After an hour or so, 1
became less concerned that the boat is
going to sink immediately. At least, it
isn't leaking. Everything is up to the
gods of wind and rain. We paddle
through Lopez River, across Sunday
Bay, across Oyster Bay, Huston Bay,
and Last Huston Bay and pull up at our
first campsite, a double-chickee on
Sweetwater Bay.

Along the way we see white pelicans,

snowy egrets, white ibises, anhingas,
cormorants, and two dead baby sharks.
Three bottle-nosed dolphins swim with
us for a while. We unload the canoe at
the chickee and then paddle up a nar-
row river looking for alligators, find-
ing five black, rough-skinned, water-
shined alligators almost immediately. 1
am failing in love with the Everglades,

After an early breakfast next morn-
ing, we paddle 11'%% miles through
Chevalier Bay, Cannon Bay, Alligator
Bay, and Dad’s Bay to Plate Creek Bay
chickee, nestled next to an island, fac-
ing east toward the rising sun.

Today's pace is more leisurely,
Flocks of vultures loudly flap their
wings as they fly from branch to
branch, keeping their beady eyes on us
as we paddle narrow rivers. We pass a
dead manatee.

That same night, 1 discover that the
navigational map we have for the
middle part of the trip does not have
any chickees marked on it. All we have
for chickee locations is the Park
Service's generalized map. It is pretty
much useless.

After conferring, we decide to ask
any canoeists we run into where the
chickees might be located. But it's hard
to worry beneath the stars and waxing
moon.

The third day is a 13 mile paddle to
Roger's River chickee. We meet a
woman from Michigan and a man from
West Germany in a canvas two-person
sea kayak who tell us where our next
chickee will be located. The chickee is
clear across the bay from where we'd
guessed it would be.

We cross Lostman's Five Bay, Two
Island Bay, Third Bay, and Big Lost-
man’s Bay. Along the way two dol-
phins swim beside us for half an hour,
their curved gray backs arching above
the water and then vanishing.

After setting up camp at Roger’s
River Bay chickee, Steve and [ decide
to swim. Fifteen minutes after we
crawl out of the water, an alligator
swims by not twenty feet from where
we were bathing. We laugh—afier all,
alligators, unlike crocodiles, are not
supposed to be aggressive. Neverthe-
less, our laughter is uneasy,

The following day—day four—we
paddle through a narrow unnamed river
to Broad River,

At Broad River the current runs
against us as we canoe westward to-
ward the gulf. Three-quarters of the
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gronmd-site campgiound. The ey
toes and sandflies are vicious, We
guickly unlowd the canoe, set up our
tent, pack dinoer, and then paddle
down Broad River to the sea.

Atler |'|-l"j:"U“H|-|]|P around =ome man-
grive aslands, we run north along the
shore ks yping Highland Beach, finally
wading the canee o shore. Here we
discover 4 = *highway imprinted
with raccoon tracks  Dater, we prass

severdl raccoon feanlies out combing
the beach for dinner

As the sun sets upon the gulf™s wa-
tery horizon, we eat avocado-tofu
spread sandwiches, then wait for the
almwost-full moon o rise and guide us
back upriver to camp

Fhe peal nrwaniag we lace whal we
have been told by the rangers can be
the most difficult part of the trip The
Mightmare The Nightmare is 4 dense
mangrove ares cut by small rivers that
van be pegotiated only at hogh tide.,

Stow, panntul death-by mosguitoes
awiaits those who miscaleulate the tides
and are left stvanded in the black muck
wintil high water. We have our lide
chart. We have planned a thorough and
thoughtiul assanlt.

Al Tam. we awaken and pack. The
micsapuiitoes g sandtlies are so bad
that we breakfast in the canoe and then
dlecnde 10 paddle eanly 1o the entrance
of The Mightmae o check it out, Onee
there, we discover tiat the Gide has al-
ready begun to dse onr tde chart
must have been off.

The Mightmare, however, turns out
tos be sweet dreams, We wind down the
meandering rivers, mangroves closing
i above ot heads hiltering oul sun-
fight. ln only 2'% hours we reach
Harney River.

On the way we've seen the usual

i ' T -r_ fﬁf ‘-?: r-‘.
P Ll Ty AN

oy

Aligator

Tara Walers

SEPTEMBER 1993

PACK & PADDLE 23

Ar g chicker Tara, Todd and 5°

glt'd.l blue hervmns, ledast blue hevons
and white thises, as well as a wwre un
usiial ereen-backed heron and kKing-
fisher. As we paddle up Harmey River
iy oar chickes, we pass a pair of ospaey
pr |'||:;'[i]'ll: therr nest.

The chickee, although still wnarked
o onr map, s easy bo locate qlong the
river bank. At camp we lounge, caling
hummuos on torallas with maddy Ylech
spusts. Then we swin, talk, read, cul a
lersurely dinner, and tall sleep

The tollowmg day s our second to
last day. We padidle 15 mules inland up
Harney Hiver te Tarpon Hay and then
solhweest down Sharck Baver to sty
Bav. Fortunately , we have o difforent
navigation map for the last part of the
trip that marks the clickees, becatse
today s chicker 13 hidden behind an s
lamdl. “_‘. sier H.I_‘L ST cnonmenls aller
the close river bank -

I seems cavidoesd
as well—we meet up with a bouschoat

We wiahe up early on vur last morn
ing with a 21 mile paddle alicad of us
We have planned our route 1o n
down Joe Biver, ralner thai aoess the
Ll.ly:' tpwen Whitewatur Hay

When plannmg, the hay appearcd

i s lowen

i.'.lll':_‘r_‘llllﬁ For a vifidic '-\.EI S
the water as ours, I would Lave been
dangerows:, we thought, Lo capseze o
an expanse of wiler as large as Whit
witler Ban Hur t -d.:}, showilder ald
necks aching, we decide 1 pavigal
Whitewater Bay and hope for the hest
We follow the Wilderness Waterway
markers exactly, cutling straeht across

Tara Waters

the huge bay, The wind 15 strong,
blowing sideways, making steering and
paddling difficult, Once we've made it
to our first island, there 1s no luming
hack, but we are worried and wonder if
we've made a bad judgement call.

The three of us are tense and ner-
vous, One nustake and the boat will
swamp. Somehow we make it across
the hay without mishap. Then we
paddle through Tarpon Creek into Coot
Bay and down the Buttonwood Canal
1o Flamingo, 18 hard miles.

We unload the gear and tie the canoe
tgrom top of the truck, Tired and
thirsty, we check in at the ranger sta-
tiom and let them know we've com-
pleted the trip safely.

Then, back in the pickup truck, reggae
music blaring, we head north, We
don’t talk much, just experience that
yuiet, tired happiness of a tnp well done.

It 1sn't until night falls, the white
lines of the highway lit up by Steve's
headlights, that | wonder: What will
Steve come up with next year? Perhaps
paddling the Hawaitan Islands ... in an
uld alunmuinum cance, of course.

A

Tura Waters teaches ai Lovola Col-
lege in Baltimore, Maryland. She is an
eathusiirie paddler who also enfoys
mierty ather outdoor recreations.
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WARREN CLARE

RARE BUT DANGEROUS

—a unique series of wildlife observations, part two—

We now continue our study of some
of the ferocious animals of the Pacific
Northwest. Most of them are very rare;
all of them can be dangerous. Scouts
on 50-Milers are especially prone to
encounters with these creatures (see
August, page 19 for Part One),

THE SPLINTER CAT
(Felynr arbordiffisus)

A widely distributed and frightfully
destructive animal is the splinter cat. It
is found from the Great Rain Forest on
the Peninsula, through Mason and
Thurston counties, and parts of King
and Pierce counties in the heavier for-
est lands,

The splinter cat inhabits the parts of
the forest where wild bees and rac-
coons are found. These are its natural
foods, and the animal puts in every
dark and stormy night shattering trees
in search of raccoons or honey.

The splinter cat doesn’t use any
Judgment in selecting raccoon trees or
bee trees, but just smashes one tree af-
ter another until a hollow one contain-
ing food is found. The method used by
this creature is simple, effective and
very destructive.

It climbs one tree, and from the top-
most branches it bounds down and
across toward the tree it wishes to de-
stroy, When it has reached maximum
speed it strikes the target tree squarely
with its hard head; the splinter
cat passes on, leaving the tree
broken and shattered as though
struck hy lightning or snapped
off by the wind. In some parts of
Thurston County, appalling destruction
has been created by the animal,

Mason Manning, Scoutmaster of
Troop One, has been trying to take pic-
tures of a Splinter Cat for years, but it
moves so fast, his negatives only show
the streaks and flashes of the creature.

=

THE SLIDE-ROCK BOLTER
Macrostoma saxiperrumpius)

In the central mountains of Washing-
ton, where the woods are becoming in-
fested with tourists, a good deal of un-
easiness has been caused by the pres-
ence of the slide-rock balter.

This frightful animal lives only in
the steepest mountain country where
the slopes are greater than 43 degrees.

It has an immense head, with small
eyes, and a mouth somewhat on the or-
der of a Scoutmaster, running back be-
yond its ears. The tail consists of a di-
vided flipper, with enormous grab-
hooks, which it fastens over the crest
of the mountain or ridge, often remain-
ing there motionless for days at a time,
watching the gulch for tourists,

[t can hang head down for days at a
time. [t recognizes tounsts by their
polo-shirls and cameras, and Tender-

'
John Gorman

The Whirling Whimpus
Turbinoceissus nebuloides
zes August, page 19

foot scouts when their uniforms are not
complete.

At the right moment after sighting a
victim, the slide-rock bolter will litt s
tail, thus loosening its hold on the
mountain. With its small eyes riveted
on the unfortunate, drooling thin -k -
grease from the comers of its mouth to
accelerate its speed, the bolter comes
down like a toboggan, scooping up its
victim as it goes. [ts own impetus car-
ries it up the next slope, where it again
slaps its tail over the ridge, hangs head-
down and digests its dinner.

Whole parties of tourists and unaware
Scouts (out of uniform) have heen
gulped at one swoop by the slide-rock
holter, and Scoutmasters are becoming
cautious about taking parties far back
into the hills.

The animal is a menace to the woods
as well. Many pine-covered slopes
have been destroyed, the forest trees
knocked out by the roots or mowed off
as if by a scythe where the bolter has
crashed down through the woods from
the peaks above.

THE AGROPELTER
(Anthrocephalus craniofractens)

Leading a vengeful existence, resent-
ing the intrusion of the logger, the
agropelter deals misery to the Boy
Scout who fails to keep a sharp eye on
the trail ahead. The Scout who attempts
lo pass a hollow tree in which one of
these creatures has taken up its home
may be flatiened to a pancake.

The unfortunate Scout is usually
found smashed by a dead branch and
reported as having been killed by a
falling limb. So unerring is the aim of
the agropelter that despite diligent
searching, | have been able (o locate
only one Scout who has been the target
for one of their missiles and survived
to describe the animal.

Old Dr. Clare, when cruising on a
fifty-miler with Troop One, was

continued next page
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ROBERT M. KINZEBACH

ELUSIVE TRAPPER LAKE

—TRIPS FROM THE '50s—

[ can't remember exactly when [ first
heard of Trapper Lake located in the
upper Stehekin above the head of Lake
Chelan. | believe it may have been
from heaning about the great fishing
experienced by those transported in by
air from Chelan in the early fifties.

It was reported that, though costly
and sometimes dangerous because of
erratic winds and turbulence, this was
the way to go. The land routes were
supposed to be difficult, if not almost
impaossible

| managed to become acquainted
with some of the local seaplane pilots,
especially the new owner of the local
airways. | was especially interested in
getting photos of the route, as well as
landing at Trapper Lake, but did not
have the money required.

After hanging around the place off
and on {*hanger flying™) for some
months, coming all the way over from
Seattle, 1 was finally promised a re-
duced rate (maybe free) during a slack
period. The day finally came, and we
headed uplake on a clear morning. This
was the day | had been waiting for.

In the next few minutes, however, |
had an experience | hadn’t anticipated
that set the tenor of the flight, Al-
though alive with expectations, 1 felt
something tickle my right ear. | didn"t
think much about it, but it happencd

again—so | turned and looked ... right
into the eyehalls of a dollar-sized spi-
der, struggling for a position on my
ear.

Snakes [ don’t mind, but I never
liked spiders. With probably the fastest
reflex known to man, | brushed it
down into the lattice Aoorboards. Be-
tween photos [ anxiously watched for
its re-emergence. About thirty minutes
later, it made an appearance, and 1 dis-
patched it with relief.

By the tume we were opposile Trap-
per Lake, the pilot, sitting up front,
indicated the air was too rough for
landing. It didn’t seem all that bad to
me. Maybe he had noticed my gyra-
tions and thought | was going berserk.
He didn’t know ahout the spider.

We circled near the higher peaks
near Park Creek Pass and McGregor
Mountain, and returned to base. That
was the only chance | had. These days,
arrcraft are not allowed to land at Trap-
per Lake.

But this was not the end of my at-
tempt to reach the lake, On August 11,
1952, two of us decided to find what-
ever way-trail there might be from the
Stehekin River, We drove up in my old
1935 Dodpe stored at Stehekin.

We had to pile logs in the proper po-
sition for walking across the river.
Onge across, we had a fair view of

Horseshoe Basin as we crossed rock
slides before delving into the brush-
infested way-trail the rest of the way
up to the lake.

Fortunately, 1 had just replaced a roll
of film that showed three photos of the
lake and route before 1 slipped crossing
the outlet and put an end o photo-taking.

[ could see where landing an airplane
at the lake could easily become critical,
Boats and other fishing equipment had
been cached for use when landing was
possible.

As an anticlimax, 1 discovered an
easier, and just as spectacular, route.
Nine days later, | took a solo one-day
trip from Seattle over Cascade Pass,
and soon was enjoying an open ridge
view just above Trapper Lake. 1 had to
return to Seattle by early evening, so |
had no time to go down to the shore-
line.

Though reaching Trapper Lake was
ultirmately accomplished, 1 had been
deprived of the experience of a landing
at the lake by aircraft. Maybe it was all
for the better. Who knows? It could
have become my nemesis.

A

Robert Kinzebach, of Federal Way,
is the owner of Pic-Tour Maps and the
aurhor of many high lake and back-
couniry articles,

RARE BUT DANGEROUS continued from previous page

knocked down by a partly rotten limb
thrown by an agropelter. The limb was
so punky that it shattered on Doc’s
head, and he had time to see the ras-
cally animal before it bounded from the
trees and whisked off through the woods,

According 1o Doc, the animal has a
slender, wiry body, the villainous face
of an ape, arms Like muscular whip-

lashes. It can snap off dead branches
and hurl them through the air like
shells from a cannon. It feeds upon
hoot-owls and wondpeckers, the scar-
city of which will always prevent the
agropelter from becoming numerous,

A

Warren Clare was Scoutmaster of
Olvmpia's Troop 1 for fourteen years,
During his tenure, he re-wrote these
myrhs of the West nor only o enteriain,
but alse to teach abour dangers of the
wilderness. These stories, he says, are
as much fun to tell as to hear.
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LEE MCKEE

The bear, like a hig black dog on a
rug in front of a fire, lay with its head
on outstretched paws, staring at me
from a meadow about 200 feet off the
trail.

Travelling solo in June of "92, | had
shortly before reached a flat about '4-
mile from Black and White Lakes in
Olympic National Park. When 1 first
spotted the bear it had been standing in
the trail ahead seemingly unaware of
my presence. Making some noise, |
fully expected the bear would high-tail
it into the forest.

Instead, the animal glanced in my
direction, then continued to slowly
wander in the general vicinity of the
trail. Being late June no berries were
ripe, 50 [ couldn’t figure why the bear
was staying around,

| tried talking aloud, tapping rocks
with an ice axe, and generally making
noise—all the while expecting the bear
to move on. [t didn't.

Dropping my pack and digging into
it for extra clothes 1 could don to keep
wiarm, | pondered the situation. When |
glanced at the trail ahead again, 1 could

the BEAR

—AN UNEASY ENCOUNTER —

no longer see the bear, Aha, 1 thought,
it finally got the message and moveed
on.

Shouldering my pack, [ started up
the trail, alert for where the bear might
have gone. | had no desire to gel be-
tween a mother and a cub if such were
the case.

| had taken only a few steps when |
saw the bear again, this time off to the
left 1n the open meadow. 1t had posi-
ticned itself on the ground about 200
feet off-trail with its head on its paws
and looking directly down the trail |
WHS D1,

I've encountered many other black
hears but none like this one, Others
have run off as | approached, or, if
feeding on berries, have continued
feeding while totally ignoring my pres-
ence. But not this one. This one was
studying me.

| stopped again. Heavy brush to one
side and clitfs to the other made trying
to hypass the situation undesirable, The
a:ng_l-: of the trail ahead would HCIHJI“}'
bring me closer to the hear before |
Was past.

As 1 weighed my choices, | heand 4
cry from somewhere in the distance
ahead. Another bear! Another animal
of some sort? A bird! Now my imagi
nation was in full swing., Alowe, with a
bear brazenly sizing me up, and an un
recognizable sound in the distance, |
decided to backtrack to an aliermate
destination.

As [ turned and headed back from
where [ had come, [ nervously glunced
over my shoulder several times won-
dering if 1 were being tollowsd. N
wasn't until | was down the trail o
ways that | fully relaxed.

Did | make the right choees? Who
can say? Given the circumstances, |
made the safest one. Bot [ can't help
u,.'nnd;:r:inj; what would hoooe fagooo
had 1 pushed ahead.

Perhaps the bear was only ben;
sociable—or perhaps it was theed
the grocery man had just aro
never know,

Lee MeKee (v Pack & Paddl
NESE HINAReT.

BEAR CLOSURE LIFTED

At the end of July, Olympic National
Park closed the Flapjack Lakes, Gladys
Divide, and Black and White Lakes
trails because of several hiker-bear en-
counters.

The bears in question are a mother
and cub. The mother bear has learned
over a couple of years that backpackers
provide food, according to Francis
Kocis, Hoodsport Subdistrict Ranger.
In fact, it's possible that the bear in the
1992 story above is the same bear that
caused the closure.

The closure lasted about 2% weeks
and was lifted in mid-August. Most
hikers understood the reason for the
closure, and were willing to accept the
restriction, said Ranger Kocis, Back-
country rangers spent the closure time
installing three new bear wires at Flap-
jack Lakes, and one each at Big Log
and Camp Pleasant on the Skokomish
River trail. The wires allow campers (o

hang their food and garbage bags about
15 feet off the ground.

Earlier in the summer, the bears fine-
tuned their raids. They took food from
camps and packs, climbed trees to pet
at food hung on limbs, and “cleaned up™
kitchen spots where food had been left,

The area is thick with wildlife, ob-
served Ranger Kocis. Besides bears,
elk, poats, deer and cougars live in the
drainage. Two cougars, he told Pack &
Paddle, were seen recently at Gladys
Divide.

The hear and cub are still in the re-
gion—after all, they live there—but
they are finding other foods. The berry
crop is getting ripe, said Kocis, which
encoursges the bears (o forage naturally,

Bears are present in all backcountry
areas of Washington. At Hannegan
Pass in the Mount Baker Wilderness,
camping 15 now prohibited because of
hiker-bear encounters, Other spots such

as the Stehekin apple orchards wnd
Honeymoon Meadows are known for
frequent bear encounters.

Tips for Camping in Bear Country

1. Hang your food, garbage and tod:t
ries, A bear wire 15 best; a high,
sturdy tree limb s okay. Don’t comp
right under your hanging cache.

2. Avoid smelly foods such as sardines,
salami and peanut butter (ask me
how [ know!).

3. Keep food odors from contammstne
your pack. A paddling dry hae
works great for food stomage,
in plastic.

4, Keep a clean camp—don’t he
sloppy. Spilled food should he
picked up and packed out n sk
Mever, ever leave food or wiapping:
in a fire pit. or seatter leftovers in
the wouods. 0
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KARL ULLMARN

on the PCT:

MEXICO T0O YOSEMITE

August 11, 1993, tumed out to be a
landmark day, as ['d walked halfway to
Canada from Mexico on the Pacific
Crest Trail-—about 1320 miles.

A trail marker proclaimed this near
the North Fork Feather River just
south of Mount Lassen, the first Cas-
cade volcano that marks my journey
northward. Here 1 sit reflecting on the
first 950 miles of my trek: Mexico o
Yosemite,

To be certain, the PCT led me to
some remote areas of Southern Califor-
nia, giving me the feeling of being in
the wilderness. In addition to a wilder-
ness experience, however, my trek has
been a people experience, stamped with
the personalities of those who have
helped me along the way.

During my walk, | have chosen to
follow the PCT almost exclusively, as
opposed to taking an alternate trail or a
road, and | have also chosen to be so-
ciable and accept the hospitality that
people have offered along the way, My
experiences reflect these choices,

The Border

Nervous, | was hard on myself for
being nervous. After all, | was only
hackpacking, a relatively safe outdoor
activity compared to other things 1'd
done.

But, as | would soon learn, nervous-
ness on the PCT stems from two
sources: the long-term pressure to walk
to Canada before the winter, and the
one other issue that the mind decides is
most pressing (Will that seasonal
spring be flowing? Am I on the trail?
Will that pain in my feet go away?).

| found it remarkable that as soon as
the pressing issue is resolved, my mind
would immediately seize the next is-
sue, as if wailing in queue,

At the border on May 14 my press-
ing issue was twofold: protect myself
from the sun and find water. This in-
deed was foreign land, devoid of trees

IR

PACIFIC-CREST

TRAIL -
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-

and nivers, and complete with a new
set of critters,

Later, | would find water to be rela-
tively plentiful, thanks to a wet winter,
and the days were never terribly hot.
But off | walked with these thoughits,
away from my friend who had deliv-
ered me to the border, and away from
the fences and guard towers that mark
the border of nations.

The Prophet

The first two days seemed long, even
though I walked only about 12 miles
per day. I learned the ways of rattle-
snakes, grappled with the guide book
and topo maps, and became familiar
with chaparral, the dominant Southern
California vegetation.

All activity, however, was overshad-
owed by an ankle injury that 1'd had
several months before that refused to
heal. After all my preparation and
training, | truly feared that this injury
could prevent me from making my
trek.

The third day brought increased pain
deep in my ankle. More concern. Later
that morning, | crossed a swollen creck
on a road bridge. At the far end of the
bridge, literally before he’d had time to
see me around a bend, an older man

had pulled his pickup to my side of the
road.

The weathered, foreign-accented
man offered a brief greeting and
quickly pointed in the distance. “Over
by the oak tree, near the cows, you’ll
find a path. From there, you go to
Canada.™

I hadn't even introduced myself, let
alone told him what [ was doing. 1 felt
that | was only supposed to listen.
Strange for me, usually talkative with
strangers.

After he finished talking, [ offered
my thanks, then scrambled down the
banks of the highway to the creek. As |
followed his directions, [ looked back
to see that the man was still there,
backing his truck slowly so that he
could see me through the trees.

| then realized what a strange meel-
ing we had had. He didn't ask what |
was doing, he knew. We didn’t have a
conversation—he spoke and 1 listened.
And he addressed the two issues heavy
on my mind: 1) refinding the trail (the
easy one) and 2) will I be able to walk
to Canada with this injury?

Indeed, he showed me how to find
the trail and he said ... then you go to
Canada.”

Soon after, [ soaked my foot in a
strangely cold creek, hoping to ease the
pain. While 1 didn’t get immediate re-
lief, by afternoon the ankle felt better,
and each day it improved,

Often, [ think back to the meeting
with the strange man in the truck ...
*And then you go to Canada.™ He
seemed to know that | would heal.

Gracious Hosts

Through the Southern California
desert 1 walked, from creck to spring,
worrying about water. | soon learned
that divading by four the number of
miles between waler sources gave me
the number of liters of water to carry
{approximately 2mph, drinking % liter
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per hour). The most | ever carried was
eight liters.

[ carried these eight liters over the
San Felipe Hills, an infamous section
with northbound PCTers because it is
the first long stretch (23 miles) without
water.

As | lumbered along with the bur-
dened pack, 1 saw something about 12
miles into the section: two [-gallon
plastic water jugs. Immediately |
thought someone had stashed them and
would be along shortly.

Then | noticed that a date, along
with a message, was written in pen on
the plastic; the date on the jug was
5/3/93, and it was now the end of May,

Closer inspection revealed that a
sympathetic resident of the next town
had left them there for thirsty PCTers.
Wow! “Was it safe to drink?” [ then
saw the peace sign drawn on the jugs
... must be,

One jug was empty, one half full. [
guzzled a quart, left a quart, and car-
ried the empty back to the owner as re-
quested on the jug. This earmned me a
shower and a night at the owner's
house. Just an example of many people
who help along the way.

Terrain

A quick note about Southern Califor-
nia lerrain for those who aren’t con-
vinced that mountains do exist near
Los Angeles and San Diego.

The general trend from the Mexican
horder to the Sierra Nevada on the
PCT is to walk through some desert,
climb into some mountains, descend
hack to desert, then ascend back into
mountains, and so on. The mountain
ranges from south to north are: Lagna,
San Jacinto, San Bernardino, San
Gabriel and Tehachapi; some of them
are quite impressive,

Also, I should clanfy the term
“desert.”™ Most of the desert that the
PCT traverses consists of chaparral—
clothed rolling hills, with water
sources 10 to 25 miles apart.

Seldom do you find yourself in a ste-
reotypical sandy, shadeless desert, but
when the chaparral does give way, of-
ten it is to intriguing cactus and Joshua
trees, Often, shade can be found (just a
bit) if you look hard enough. Astonish-
ing variety in the southern part of the
Golden State.

Summer in the San Gabriel

As | grew accustomed to the terrain
and weather, and after | decided that a
rattler or a scorpion probably wouldn't
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crawl in with me for the evening, 1 be-
gan sleeping without my tent. My next
thought, of course, was o get the tent
out of my pack. Why carry what you
don't use?

So 1 sent it home from Big Bear City
and asked my parents to send my bivvy
sack to Wrightwood, the next town, |
would have only my sleeping bag for
four days.

As you probably guessed, Mother
Nature called my bluff. On June 5th,
typically hot summer season in South-
ern California, low clowds accompa-
nied the fog that had been rolling in
every day.

By 3am a light mist was falling, |
figured it would clear by morning and
I'd warm up. Wrong again.

After walking through a cold, windy
rain for a couple of hours, | was in
trouble. Starting to get the Big Shakes.
Onee | decided that [ needed shelter, |
turned a switchback only to see houses
below me.

Down the ridge | scrambled, picking
my way through dense chaparral, only
to find the houses locked and unoccu-
pied.

Soon, | found a dilapidated old
structure that was more dry than wet,
and [ studied my maps. A nearby road
paralleled the trail all the way to Inter-
state 15 and Cajon Pass, my original
destination for the day. So | put on all
of my clothes and set off, to arrive at
the pass, complete with a warm, dry
restaurant, as it began to snow,

Lesson? Be wise and carry the gear
you need,

Artificial Water

Sandwiched hetween the sometimes
smogey San Gabriel and Tehachapi
Mountains is Antelope Valley, a far
western arm of the Mojave Desert. As
[ amhled into the valley at 5:30am for
my crossing, my senses seemed 1o be
extra perceptive, as they usually are in
a foreign place.

Surprisingly, the most feared place
on the Southern Califormia PCT 15 one
of the most developed, having some
houses and relatively busy roads, al-
though spread far apart. It also con-
tains two huge man-made rivers, the
California and the Los Angeles ague-
duets,

The PCT follows the LA aqueduct
through the Mojave, providing water
to hikers through the previously for-
hidding land.

After walking several miles, 1 had
my first opportunity to lift a small
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manhole from the cement-covered ag-
ueduct and try my skills at dangling
my water bottle down three feet to the
rapidly flowing water. Success!

Off to the next manhole | hurried, a
critical one because it would be 12
miles of hot walking to the third, On
the way | noticed a crack in the aque-
duct’s cement cover that 1 could fit my
bottle through. | remember wondering
if 1 should tank up here, in case the
next manhole was defective.

| pressed on, only to find the next
manhole coversd with a steel plate that
was holted into the cement. Surround-
ing the steel plate was evidence of fu-
tile attempts to pry it open. Perhaps the
faint, illegible note at the first manhole
warned of this.

| was in no mood to walk 3 miles
back to the last manhole through the
midday Mojave heat. | then looked east
and saw an old car approaching on the
uql.lm]uu[ service road (in the middle of
nowhere!). 1 hurriedly explained my
situation to the aged man at the wheel
and asked for a ride back to the first
manhole. He told me that he didn’t
pick up hitchhikers and drove off.

He must have seen me shake my
empty water bottle in frustration, for
he then stopped the car and asked if [
were out of water!

He searched through the rubble in
his car for the water he thought he had
but didn’t. Reluctantly, he told me 1o
get in the car. He must have thought
that 1 was crazy to be oul there.

The crack that | had seen earlier was
big enough to squeeze my bottle
through, and my new friend Frank
brought me back to where he'd found
me, On the way, | asked him why he
was driving around the Mojave.

He told me that he was looking for
things to collect and sell at the market.
Figure that!

Sierra Spirit

Finally, the tall mountains, The big
boys. The springs and Joshua trees
vielded to rivers and pines. No river
ever looked so good as the South Fork
Kern River, In the distance, from the
ridge tops, | could see the snow-cov-
ered High Sierra. Finally, time to use
the axe and boots.

| stumbled into Kennedy Meadows
two days after my 28th hirthday, glad
that friends would arrive that might
from LA for a southern Sierra celebra-
tion. From Kennedy Meadows north to
Yosemite my good friend and climbing
partner Jon Fleming would accompany

KARL'S
SCHEDULE

Although Karl was running a
few days behind, he managed
to do 84 miles in 3 days com-
ing into Castela in mid-August
—maoaving like that he should
be back on schedule in no
time.

The following timetable is
Karl's planned itinerary. If you
happen to be hiking on the
PCT this month and see a
hungry guy with a big pack
heading for Canada, offer him
a granola bar ... it might be
Karl.

August 29: Hyatt Lake

September 2: Crater Lake

September 6: Cascade
Summit

September 13: Ollalie
Lake

September 18: Cascade
Locks

September 26: White
Pass

October 1: Snogualmie
Pass

October &: Stevens Pass

October 12: Stehekin

October 16: Manning
Park

me for 250 miles,

The ascent from the desert of Mojave
to the 13, 200-foot Forrester pass is
spectacular. | found the mountains sur-
rounding Big Hom Plateau near Mount
Whitney the most scenic of the whole
trip.

The amazing mountains, in addition
to having company (left Kennedy
Meadows with three friends, two of
whom split of f afier three days), revi-
talized me. Hiking in a group is a com-
pletely different experience than hiking
alone, and | was ready for the change.

Fishing for Poles

After Forester Pass we resupplied,
picked up a fishing pole, and then
clambered back into the Sierra and
glissaded through mucky snow on the
backside of Glen Pass. Time to try out
that new pole—first cast, first fish.
Easy,

With my usual sense of urgency, 1

say we must push on, cook and fish at
the next lake, then hike some more.
After dinner and fishing, [ hoist my
pack only to see a big problem. No
tent poles where they usually are
strapped on my pack.

My first reaction was to push on,
Then [ thought about the hoards of
mosquitoes and possible Sierra storms.
I change my mind, We must find them.
I set off with my headlamp to the foot
of Glen Pass. No luck.

At 6am the following morning, Jon
makes the Herculean effort of climbing
back up Glen Pass, finding the poles
Iying in the snow. They came off on
the glissade. Although now half a day
behind schedule, we are happy to sleep
comfortable.

The rest of the trip through the
Sierra was uneventful, but spectacular.
Ditficult physically, requiring more
food. The wonderful terrain, views and
mountaineering sense that we enjoyed
provided plenty of incentive to push

on.

Quiet Violence

We arrived in Tuolumne Meadows
on July 15, We were almost observant
enough o wonder why no one was on
the trails in this summertime cathedral
of granite,

Upon arriving at the Park road, we
were greeted by police and soon had
TV news microphones in front of us
with reporters asking us how we felt
about gunmen in the Park. A ranger
had been shot the night before.

Because the Park was closed, we
probably had the quictest walk in
Tuolumne Meadows since John Muir's
days. Never know what you'll run
into in the wilderness,

Thanks

Mow that I"ve carried it halfway to
Canada, 1'd like to thank Dan McHale
for loaning me a wonderful pack for
this trip. It fits perfectly and looks new
after three months on the trail. Many
thanks.

Look forward to sending stories
from the next segment—MNorthern Cali-
fornia.

A

Karl Ullman, of Orinda, California,
set out on a S-month PCT hike in the
spring. This is the second in his series
of articles written on the trail about his
EXPEFIENCes.
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- REST STOP EQUIPMENT, RECIPES, TIPS

WET BRIDGES—Be extra careful on
wet wooden foot bridges in the Olyvm-
pics. The ones on the Bogachiel trail
have large spikes sticking up in several
places where the bridge side rails are
missing. | took a hard fall there and
Just missed landing on one of these
spikes.—Ralph Turman, Seaitle.

GAITER SAVER—The weak spot in
most gaiters is the neoprene strap that
fits undemeath the boot. About 5
inches of tubular webhing from a re-
tired sling will act as a sleeve and slide
right over the strap to protect it from
wear and extend its life! —Topograph-
ic Tom, Seattle.

VAL'S RAISIN OATMEAL COOK-
IES—These are our current favorite
cookie. They hold up fairly well in the
pack as long as they last (not long).

There is no flour in this recipe.

1% cup raisins

Y cup butter or margarine

1% cup peanut butter (1 use

Adams Crunchy)
I teaspoon vanilla
1 teaspoon dark or light corn
Syrup

1 cup white sugar

L3 cup packed brown sugar

3 eggs or egg substitute

2 teaspoons baking soda

L4 teaspoon cinnamon

Y4 teaspoon nutmeg

4 cups old-fashioned rolled oats

Yz puckage peanut butter chips
Steam rasins in veggie steamer for ap-
proximately 10 minutes; set aside to
conl. Use a very large bowl. Beat but-
ter until soft, add peanut butter and
mix until blended. Add vanilla, com
syrup, white and brown sugars. Add
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eggs one at a time. Mix spices and bak-
ing soda, breaking up any lumps, then
add to dough. Stir in catmeal, then
cooled raisins and peanut butter chips.

Use a quarter-cup measuring cup to
scoop up dough. Pat into rounds ap-
proximately 'A% thick and 24" across.
Bake at 350 degrees for 15 minutes. (1
use insulated cookie sheets.) Cool a
few minutes before removing to wire
rack. Makes about 24 large cookies. —
Valerie Brown, Arlington,

PIC-TOUR MAPS—A whole set of
color maps has been produced by Pie-
Tour Maps. They cover most popular
areas of the Cascades and include topo-
graphic maps with road, trail and
cross-country route information. For
ordering information, contact Pic-
Tour, 29118 23rd Ave S, Federal Way
WA 98003,

-~ PANORAMA

CLIMBING ACCESS—The Park Ser-
vice and Forest Service are proposing
new regulations to control climbing.
The Park Service has issued an *Ad-
vance Notice of Proposed Rule Mak-
ing,"” and the Forest Service will soon
issue draft regulations for climbing in
Wilderness Areas.

According to a Climbers” Alert,
climbing in designated Wilderness is
threatened by these proposed regula-
tions. The Alert points out that 90% of
the climbs in Yosemite, 85% in Joshua
Tree, and many in the Cascades, in-
cluding Snow Creek Wall and the En-
chantments, are in Wildemness Areas.

The issue common to both the Park
Service and Forest Service is the use of
fixed anchors in Wilderness, The Ac-
cess Fund, based in Colorado, main-
tains that use of fixed anchors predates
the Wilderness Act, and that climbers
should be allowed to replace and up-
grade fixed anchors. The Fund sup-
ports the use of power drills in Wilder-
ness under a special use permit for this
specific purpose,

Anather issue is the regulation of
climbing equipment, such as chalk, aid
hardware, and removahle protection.
The Access Fund maintains that equip-
ment should not be the subject of na-
tional regulations, but that certain prac-
tices such as gluing and chipping
holds, “gardening,™ and fixed ropes

NEWS FROM ALL OVER

should be addressed in new regulations,

The Park Service comment period
for the Advance Notice ends on Sep-
tember 14, Climhers' responses are
needed! Send to:

National Park Service

Division of Ranger Activities

Attn: Climbing Docket |

PO Box 37127

Washington DC 20013.
While you're at it, make a copy of that
letter and send it to the Forest Service
{you don't have to write a different let-
ter):

US Forest Service

Director of Recreation

Attn: RCR & WM

PO Box 96090

Washington DC 20090,
For more information on local climb-
ing issues, call Elden Altizer at 206-
643-5175; leave a message or call in
the evening.
MOUNTAINS TO SOUND GREEN-
WAY—Mountains to Sound Greenway
Trust President Jim Ellis has an-
nounced the appointment of Nancy
Keith as Executive Director of the
project, Keith was the founding man-
ager of a new public radio station in
Everett, KSER-FM, in 1990.

The Greenway’s original Executive
Director, Donna McBain, is returning
to her position as vice president with

the Trust for Public Lands. The Trust
has been a major supporter and facilita-
tor of the Greenway effort.

WHITE RIVER STAYS OPEN—Last
spring the Forest Service considered
closing the White River Ranger Station
and merging its functions with the
North Bend District (June, page 20).

In early August, Baker-Snogualmie
National Forest acting supervisor Walt
Weaver announced that the White
River District will remain open in
Enumclaw, Due to a shrinking timber
program and diminished funds, how-
ever, the staff will be reduced. In the
future, the office may change locations
to smaller quarters,

FRANK CHURCH LAC—The Frank
Church-River of No Return LAC
{Limits of Acceptable Change)
citizen's task force was formed during
a public meeting May 15 in Boise,
The new task force met for the first
time on June 12 to refine their 1ssues
and concerns. The task force is now
working on developing the most im-
portant or most pressing issues, You
can assist by contacting the following
representatives and sharing your ideas.
Hiking/Backpacking: Margaret
Fuller, Box 148, Weiser ID 83672,
Private Float (Main Salmon): Larey

continued on page 32
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the PCT ahove Dewey Lake.

WORST PLACES TO CAMP-—We
vol & laugh out of Kerry and Larry's
story (page 16) where they list most
and least favorite places to camp.

It remuinded Lee and me of our 1000-
witle PCT trip in 1983, where we made
a swlar list of “Places Not to Camp.”
This mncluded windy passes, shelters
with porcupines, camps next to youth
groups, and motel rooms next to ice
I:Ilnﬂl..'hlllﬂ.'-h.

{In a recent t;ip 1o legar Lakes, we
alded ancther to the list: talus basins
i Tl sun.

BAUKCOUNTRY COOKING—I was
# (udge again at the Backcountry Cook-
g Contest held in August by the Pen-
msuls Wilderness Club., Some ternific
recipes were sibmitted.

| learned from last year's contest not
b eat dinner first because sampling all
the dishes adds up quickly w a full meal!

My three fellow judges were Jennifer
Lowden from the Mountain Constance
Mountain Shoppe, Ron Judd from the
Searrle Times, and Brad Albro from
Clympie Mountain Rescue.

Judging was done hy awarding points
i four categories: laste; vase of prepa-
tation and clean-up; weight; and nutri-
tional value, It was not casy but it was
defimitely fun.

MYSTERY HIKER=After hiking the
Walt Bailey Trail one day, | stopped in
Giramute Falls to meet Mystery Hiker
and Mr. Maphead.

Mystery Hiker runs the Edgewood
Hill Herb Farm during the summer
{works at Stevens Pass Ski Area in the
winter). She and Mr. Maphead pave
me a tour of their pardens, accompa-
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nied by their horticultural assistant
Boots the cat.

Boots supervised the picking of a
large bunch of catnip for Yellow Cat.

ROUTES AND ROCKS—I got a call
from a subscriber who had noticed my
reference to Routes and Rocks in the
last 1ssue.

“My bookstore has never heard of it,™
he said, “Where can | order a copy?™

R&R, by Dwight Crowder and
Roland Tabor, was published in 1965

by The Mountaineers. It is out of print.

If you or someone you know goes to
parage sales, keep this title on your
shopping list and grab it if you see a
copy. The book was produced with
three accompanying 15-minute topo-
graphic maps: Glacier Peak, Holden
and Lucerne. Grab these, too, with or
without the book.

WHAT A WAY TO CELEBRATE—
I talked with Karen Sykes at a meeting
recently. She happened to mention her
hirthday was coming up soon.

Guess how she's going to celebrate?
By running the Seattle marathon in No-
vember!

CRUNCHED—Most of you will find
your reports have been shortened to fit
this month—an unpopular but effective
editorial technique for fitting material
into the allotted pages.

I apologize if 1 deleted your favorite
part.
The “Rest Stop™ and *Panorama”
sections were reduced to make room
for more *Backcountry News,” We'll
do a *catch-up” of those pages in the
fall.

See you in the backcountry,

Ann Marshall

subscribe to
PACK & PADDLE

every month read about ...
» the entertaining exploits of other
backcountry peaple
* interesting outdoor information
from all over
» halpful hints & tips so YOU can
have successful backcountry trips!

- e

name

sign me up for the following:

—_1year at $15
—2 years at $28

addrass

city, state, ZIP

Lﬁuaswns? Call us at 206-871-1862

return with payment (check or money order) to:

Pack & Paddle
PO Box 1063
Port Orchard WA 98366

9/93

i ]




PANORAMA continued from page 30

Remaklus, 2001 W Boise Ave #7,
Boise 1D 83706 (208-342-1318).

Private Float (Middle Fork): Joe
Conrad, 6502 Roberison Dr, Bouse 1D
83709 (208-375-5191).

You are also welcome to attend the
next task force meeting on 9/11 at the
Smokejumper Base in McCall, For
more information, call Kurt Becker,

Payette National Forest, 208-634-0691 .

TRUST FOR PUELIC LAND
TRANSFERS—ITT Rayonier has
transferred almost 900 acres along the
Bogachiel River to Olympic National
Forest, with help from the Trust for
Public Land. The transfer should help

buffer the National Park, which previ-
ously had no public land next to its
boundary at this point. It will also pro-
tect access to the Bogachiel trail.

"n Oregon, 40 acres of private land
within the Mount Hood Wilderness
have been transferred to the National
Forest through a TPL purchase. The
transfer of one remaining piece of land
at the end of 1993 will consolidate
public ownership in the Wilderness,
MEETINGS—The following public
meetings have been scheduled.

Eagle Lake—A proposed new trail
would go from Barclay Lake past
Eagle, Simms, Sunset and Boulder

Lakes and come out near Jacks Pass. A
public comment meeting will be held
September 1, Tpm at the Forest Service
office, 21905 64 Avenue Westn
Mountlake Terrace (west of the 220th
Street exat on [-3). For more informa-
tion, call the Skykomish Ranger Dis-
trict, 206-677-2414,

Hope Island—State Park~ wants
public imput on the future of Hope Is-
lal!ld, C'Ll.frt'nﬂ}' F | I.JH}-'-I.JH:' p;l.r'n in south
Puget Sound. A public meeting has
been scheduled for September 7, Tpm
at Gnthn Elementary School, on Steam-
bowat [sland Road between Olympia and
Shelton. For more information, call
Larrell Cove State Park, 206-426-9726.
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