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50th Edition, 1st Issue 

www.tidewateratc.com 

PREZ SEZ 
 

Hello, 2023.  After a busy and very successful 2022 and a holiday 

break, TATC is back at it. 

 

January is our election month.  The members attending the Janu-

ary General Membership meeting elected Lelia Vann as our new 

Secretary, succeeding Steve Clayton, and Sandy Canepa as our new 

Counselor, succeeding Kari Pincus.  Congratulations to both of 

you, and a warm thank you to Steve and Kari who have reached the 

end of their respective terms.  Your work is much appreciated by 

the Board and the membership. 

 

Congratulations also to the Board members who were re-elected:  

Andy Grayson, Vice President; Cecil Salyer, Treasurer; Brittany 

Collins, Trail Supervisor; John Sima, Assistant Trail Supervisor.  

Bruce Davidson and Bill Bunch will stay on as Counselors as they 

serve for a longer term.  I was elected for another year. 

 

Dave Plum and Jim Newman led multiple tree planting events in 

the recent months.  Their outreach to the cities of Norfolk, Virginia 

Beach and organizations such as Lynnhaven River Now, help us get 

over 500 trees in the ground.  That exceeds our 50th Anniversary 

target, but they arenôt stopping.  Another planting is scheduled for 

February 4th.  Please check the clubôs calendar (https://

tatc.wildapricot.org/Schedule) and consider joining in.  Itôs fun 

and worthwhile work. 

 

On January 28th, weôll be staffing a table at the Virginia Beach 

Winter Wildlife Festivalôs event at the Princess Anne Recreation 

Center, in Virginia Beach.  Large numbers of Hampton Roads resi-

dents, who love critters and the outdoors, attend this event every 

year.  Our presence will give us the opportunity to tell our story 

and perhaps persuade some of them to join us.  If you plan to at-

tend any of the VBWWF events on the 28th, please stop by our ta-

ble and say hello.  Hereôs the link:  https://www.vbgov.com/

government/departments/parks-recreation/special-events/Pages/

winter-wildlife-festival.aspx 
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(Continued from Page 1 é) 

 

Kevin Du Bois noted that Amazon discontinued their Amazon Smile program.  That program yielded us a small fraction 

of the price of any purchase.  It wasnôt big money, but every penny helped.  We appreciate the contributions our mem-

bers made through this program. 

 

TATC Pub Night/Happy Hiker Hour is growing in popularity.  The last one was at Oozlefinch Beers & Blending in Fort 

Monroe.  It was a fun get together and the truck from FLAME AND PIE FOOD TRUCK offered seriously good pizza. 

 

The next one will be at the Public House on Colley Avenue in Norfolk on February 16th at 7:00. It offers a good selec-

tion of local and national beers and indoor food--a plus if it's cold outside.  The place is similar to an English country pub 

and offers a creditable Shepherd's Pie in addition to burgers, etc.  Here is the link to the menu and directions: https://

www.publichouseeats.com/ 

 

In February, John Sima will lead a team of very experienced cold weather campers on a badly needed Winter Trail 

Maintenance event to our A.T. section.  The recent storms brought down a slew of trees and branches.  Shortly after 

the storms, Pete Burch cleared seven medium sized trees and multiple treetops, but there is much more to be done.  

Go Pete! 

 

The 50/50 Raffle has been a feature of the General Membership Meetings for many years.  We are going to expand the 

attraction by adding a second place prize.  That will vary month to month and will be a thing rather than a percentage of 

the pot.  Weôll announce what it is in the invitation to the GMM for February. 

 

Speaking of the GMM, TATC members filled the Parish Hall at the January meeting.  Latecomers had to hunt for chairs.  

The attractions included the election of new Board members and the handout of 50th Anniversary logo clothing.  A num-

ber of new members and the curious were in the crowd.  Many were attracted by the articles profiling TATC in two local 

newspapers.    

 

Februaryôs GMM will include the always fascinating presentation of the annual TATC budget to the membership.  Once 

through that, long-time member Reese Lukei will make his presentation on Peregrine falcons living among us.  The 

presentation was postponed from November when he came down with COVID.  Reese is back in good health and, 

through a series of stunning photographs, will show how these raptors have adapted to living near people. 

 

Check out TATCôs new group Facebook page (Tidewater Appalachian Trail Club Group Page).  It now has 133 mem-

bers filing fun stories, pictures, and comments about the outdoors.  Janice Millerôs photographs of winter in the Appala-

chian Mountains are magical.  Terry Mannsô recommendation of One Manôs Wilderness (An Alaskan Odyssey) is a 

book that is not to be missed.  Beginning in 1968, Dick Proenneke spent 30 years in a cabin in Alaska--mostly alone.  

He recorded his experience in a journal and on 8mm film.  Click the link for a small sample of a video on his life: https://

www.youtube.com/watch?v=iYJKd0rkKss. 

 

TATC offers a micro version of this experience through our own cabin.  Hereôs the link:  https://tatc.wildapricot.org/

General-Information 

 

Speaking of the cabin, life member Kevin Vipavetz (AKA VIP), who had been inactive for some time, attended the 50th 

Anniversary Event after being encouraged by Bob Adkisson.  He subsequently rented the cabin twice, the last time 

bringing along five friends.  With his payment check, he included a donation for the cabin of $1,000.  Thank you, VIP.  It 

was most generous of you, and though you live in NC, we hope you will be able to make it to one of our General Mem-

bership Meetings in the future so we can thank you in person. 

 

If you are looking to walk off a few holiday pounds, TATC offers a range of hikes:  Valentineôs Day, Newport News, and 

Phyllis Neumannôs WORLD FAMOUS CHOCOLATE HIKE, where you can take off and add calories on the same hike.  

If swinging blades is your form of exercise, a First Landing State Park Trail Maintenance Work Day is scheduled in Feb-

ruary.  Check out the details on TATCôs calendar at this link: https://tatc.wildapricot.org/Schedule. 

 

Well, thatôs it from me this month.  I hope to see you at the General Membership Meeting on February 8th.  Happy 

Trails. 
 

Lee 
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Membership Committee  

January 2023 Newsletter Article 

 

Looking back at the membership newsletter of December 2020 when our membership was ñover 300 

peopleò is startling, considering that we now number over 500! This is due to a number of factors that 

have re-energized our club since things opened up post-covid. Meeting face-to-face is certainly a pri-

mary reason for the increase since then, as are more and more chances for us to work and play to-

gether. Thanks to the dedicated members who have organized these many new activities. Member-

ship duties have kept me busy, and along with all the excitement surrounding the 50th Anniversary 

celebration and the Winter Day in the Park, I have fallen behind with posting the new member bios 

that have been submitted. So, I will let them introduce themselves now: 

 

Tim and Tiffany Myers have been members since 10/31/22. 

Hello! My name is Tim Myers and my beautiful wife is Tiffany. We have two sons, Sean and Connor. 

Sean is currently a freshman at JMU and Connor is a junior at Cox High School. My wife and I enjoy 

the outdoors and have done a bit of hiking either with Cub Scouts/Boy Scouts, or just finding a trail 

while visiting her parents in New York. I am a retired Navy man currently working on Dam Neck base 

as a Building Manager and Tiffany is a Guidance Counselor at Churchland Middle School in Ports-

mouth. We are looking forward to taking advantage of the outdoor opportunities the Club has to offer, 

learning more about the outdoors and meeting all of you. See you at the next meeting.  

 

Ruth Amundsen has been a member since 11/13/22. 

Iôm a NASA engineer and Iôve lived in Norfolk for 32 years.  I used to hike a lot in college, and when I 

lived in Colorado, but havenôt done much around here.  I am an avid water-skier and do some rock 

climbing (indoor bouldering) with my kids.  I used to hike in Yellowstone and some great locations in 

Colorado; I am excited to see the trails around here.  Iôm married with two kids; one in grad school in 

the UK, and one a senior at Univ of Michigan.  I also do a lot in installing solar in under-resourced 

neighborhoods, through norfolk solar.org.  I look forward to meeting everyone! 

 

Carolyn and Mike Talley have been members since 11/15/22. 

We are thankful for this opportunity to be a part of the Tidewater Appalachian Trail Club and look for-

ward to enjoying some great times together working to maintain and keep our parks and trails amaz-

ing places to hike and explore. We have enjoyed camping and hiking together and with our families 

for most of our lives. Some of our favorite places to hike are the Appalachian Trail, along Skyline 

Drive, as well as many of the beautiful parks and trails in the western part of Virginia. We have also 

enjoyed the amazing beauty of Parks, Passages and Trails in New England, West Virginia, North and 

South Carolina and Georgia. We look forward to many new camping and hiking experiences with you 

all as well as working to keep our parks and trails safe, fun, and beautiful, and give everyone the op-

portunity to enjoy this amazing landscape. 

      (Continued on Page 4 é) 
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(Continued from Page 3 é) 

 

Patty Maddox has been a member since 12/2/22. 

I came to Virginia Beach in 1985 to work for the Navy as an Engineer, and became a full time mom in 

1992 and discovered my love of hiking the state park nearby. After three children and many years of 

exploring trails with the family and running trails with friends, I continue to discover new and rewarding 

places to hike ðmy favorite so far being Cinque Terra in Italy. As a newly retired teacher, I am excited 

to join a new club and meet people with similar interests. 

 

Brian Maddox has been a member since 12/2/22 

I recently retired from a career in sales and had the opportunity to hike 500 miles with my son on the 

Camino de Santiago in Spain. I enjoy hiking, biking, and kayaking and look forward to doing all three 

with the TATC.  Hoping to get involved with trail maintenance at the various parks in the area. Looking 

forward to this new adventure. 

 

Mary Wagner has been a member since 12/3/22 

Hello to fellow hikers and campers! Iôve been hiking the AT since I did a stretch from Amicalola Falls 

to close to Fontana Dam in 2001. Since moving to Virginia Beach in 2010, Iôve been hiking all over 

Virginia, on the AT and in other areas like the side trails in Shenandoah and in St Maryôs wilderness. 

And I get a good long weekend hike with my sister at least once a year; among those adventures 

weôve hiked Grayson Highlands, the Triple Crown, and the 4 state challenge from Loudon Heights just 

into Pennsylvania. The Three Ridges/Hau Mar loop is a particular favorite of mine, and I have two 

miniature Australian Shepherds who are the best hiking dogs! Iôve been able to be a trail angel on oc-

casion when staying in a cabin at the base of The Priest, and am excited to be able to be part of the 

group that does so much to maintain these beloved trails! 

 

Welcome new TATC members!  
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Registration is now open for A.T. Vista 2023  

 

 

 

 

The Northeast Tennessee Tourism Association and Visit Johnson City  
Hosts the Appalachian Trail Vista Event   

August 4-7, 2023  
 Wild & Free in Tennessee 

  
The Northeast Tennessee Tourism Association and Visit Johnson City   will host the in-person Ap-
palachian Trail Vista 2023 program in the beautiful Johnson City, Tennessee area, with hikes, ex-
cursions, workshops and entertainment at the East Tennessee State University (ETSU) cam-
pus.  The event is four days, Friday through Monday for a gathering with hundreds of hiking and 
outdoor enthusiasts! 
  
The A.T. Vista is the rebranded ATC Biennial program, somewhat streamlined but keeping most of 
the exciting activities.  It's been since the summer of 2017 that weôve been able to gather, spend 
time on the trail, learn, and socialize. This inaugural A.T. Vista program is being planned to carry 
on the great camaraderie of kindred spirits that cherish the Appalachian Trail and being outdoors. 
   

Come to Tennessee! 
Mark your calendars for August 4-7, 2023 

  
Affordable on-campus rooms and delicious and healthy buffet meals will be available onsite. The 
local Johnson City area offers lots of wonderful dining opportunities including a variety of vegetari-
an and ethnic options, as well as excellent local breweries.  If you opt to reside on campus in the 
dormitory system, you can arrive as early as Thursday evening and stay through Tuesday morning, 
as program activities begin on Friday, August 4 and extend through Monday, August 7. 
 

Reservations will be available online for dormitory rooms starting May 1, 2023.  
  
Nearby vacation homes, hotels, campgrounds, and RV and camping will also be available. 
  
Programming includes over 40 hikes, of which many will be on the Appalachian Trail, and the re-
mainder using many of the hiking areas that are within an hourôs drive from the Johnson City area. 
There are nearly 35 workshops expected, and over ten exciting excursions. Evening entertainment 
includes concerts and opportunities to meet other attendees. An opening session and reception 
are scheduled for Friday night, August 4.  
 
  
  

(Continued on Page 6 é) 

http://www.atvista2023.org/
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(Continued from Page 5 é) 

  
 

Early Registration for the inaugural A.T. Vista program is now open and  
registration for dorm rooms, hikes, excursions and workshops will open in May.   

Visit www.atvista2023.org for the details. 
 
Access to certain activities will have limited spaces, so register early to join the fun! 
  
You can also sign up to get the A.T. Vista monthly newsletter, with the latest information about the 
event and the programming. 
 
We are still seeking volunteers to assist in implementing many of the 2023 activities. 
View the various A.T. Vista 2023 volunteer position needs and sign up today. Go to 
the atvista2023.org website and select the ñVolunteerò tab.  
  
Additional volunteer opportunities include Hike Leaders, Workshop Assistants, and Excursion 
Chaperones!  We need volunteers to lead or co-lead hikes, chaperone one of the many fun excur-
sions, or provide assistance during a workshop session. (You don't need to be from the area to vol-
unteer in any of these roles!) If any of these opportunities interest you, email us 
at atvista2023@gmail.com or sign-up online at www.atvista2023.org 

  
This inaugural A. T. Vista program is sponsored by The Northeast Tennessee Tourism Associa-
tion, Visit Johnson City, and the Committees of the A.T. Vista program representing many A.T. 
Clubs along the Appalachian Trail.  A.T. Vista is a marketing program of the Appalachian Trail 
Conservancy that provides an opportunity for kindred spirits to come together to hike, learn, and 
play in local communities near the Appalachian Trail. 
  
Want to be a sponsor or exhibitor? 
Are you a business that wants to increase your reach to a targeted audience by being a part of the 
A.T. Vista 2023 program? Check out our Sponsor and Exhibit program opportunities 
at www.atvista2023.org.  
  
Note that, based on the conditions of COVID-19 at the time of this program, appropriate CDC, 
state, and venue guidelines will be in place. 
  
HISTORY of the A.T. Vista 
In the past, the Appalachian Trail Conservancy (ATC) sponsored trail-wide gatherings, known as 
Biennials; the last one was held at Colby College in Maine during the summer of 2017. 
  
A task force was organized by ATC to review options for future Biennial-like programs based on 
the new requirements for ATC business meetings and the impact of organizing these events with 
local trail clubs.  The ATC Biennial program was rebranded to A.T. Vista to continue to offer an ex-
tended-weekend event to include hikes, workshops, excursions, and entertainment as parts of the 
program and to expand the event organizing for more collaboration. 
  
During 2021, the A.T. Vista program was initiated as part of the 100th Anniversary of the Benton 
MacKaye article which involved dispersed hiking trips along the entire Appalachian Trail.  For the 
summer of 2023, we eagerly anticipate your arrival at the inaugural in-person A.T. Vista! 
 
 
A.T. Vista Committee 
atvistainfo@gmail.com 

http://www.atvista2023.org/
http://atvista2023.org/
mailto:atvista2023@gmail.com
http://www.atvista2023.org/
http://www.atvista2023.org/
mailto:atvistainfo@gmail.com
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New Year ð New Facebook Group Page  

 

You have an open invitation to join the more than 130 people who have already joined the ñTidewater Appalachian Trail 

Club Group Pageò. If you have not checked out the clubôs group Facebook page lately, please search Facebook for the 

page. You can help us tell our story by posting your TATC photos, experiences and comments. Approval of posts sub-

mitted may delay appearance on the page. After all, we are a large club that has a lot of people with specific interests. 

You may find fellow travelers that you did not know about who have a lot to share via Facebook. And that on its own is a 

compelling reason to come over to the group page and join the conversation. 

Click here for TATC Facebook Group Page    

This is a good time to ñfollow us on Facebookò.    

 

 

 

Our Trail Crews Need YOU!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Have you been curious about what it's like to join a Trail Crew? This spring and summer, the Konnarock Trail Crew is 

looking for new members who are interested in getting out on the Appalachian Trail (A.T.) to complete essential Trail 

maintenance from Rockfish Gap, near Waynesboro, Virginia, to the Trailôs southern terminus at Springer Mountain in 

Georgia. 

 

 

Trail Crew members spend five days on the Trail, gaining new skills and making lifelong friends and memories. Tools, 

training, and meals are all provided. 

 

Konnarock is the Appalachian Trail Conservancyôs flagship crew program, founded in 1983 and named after its original 

base camp in southwest Virginia. The crew works on the Appalachian Trail from Rockfish Gap, near Waynesboro, Vir-

ginia, to the Trailôs southern terminus at Springer Mountain in Georgia. The program is a joint venture of the Appalachian 

Trail Conservancy, the 12 southern Trail clubs, the U.S. Forest Service, and the National Park Service. 

 

At Konnarock, volunteers of diverse ages, backgrounds, and experience levels work together to build durable trail that 

will last for generations. After five days of working as a team, learning new skills, and living in the backcountry both the 

crew and the trail is transformed. No experience is necessary, but you must be 18 years or older. The Appalachian Trail 

Conservancy provides training, equipment, and room and board. Crews are transported in U.S. Forest Service vehicles 

from the base camp in Sugar Grove to a primitive, backcountry tent camp near the project site. 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/2366193230213291
https://appalachiantrail.org/get-involved/volunteer/trail-crews/konnarock-trail-crew/
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The Placing of the 2022 Time Capsule òMr. Futureó 

By Mal Higgins 

 

  The project to create and permanently store the 2022 TATC time capsule is now complete. It 

was buried December 10, 2022.  The time capsule is a sealed 6 inches wide by 24 inches long 

stainless steel cylinder.  It is buried in a vertical position in the dirt below the floor boards of the 

Douglas Lee Putman Memorial Cabin. The position is beneath the wooden bed rack to the left of the 

fireplace and is marked by a screwed on metal plate which reads ñTATC Time Capsule Under Floor 

Opening, placed December 2022. The TATC board has intentionally chosen to not state a date by 

which it is to be opened. 

 

 The final process of preparing the contents was organized by Jim Sexton, who hosted two 

meetings of the ad-hoc time capsule committee consisting of himself, Rosanne Cary, Bob Adkisson, 

Jim Newman, Lee Lohman and Mal Higgins.  At the first meeting at Jimôs house, we discussed and 

identified items we wanted to include. At the second meeting the contents were stuffed in the cap-

sule and the lid sealed with a special adhesive caulk. The capsule was purchased online from a 

company called ñFuture Packaging & Preservation, and the capsule TATC purchased is a model 

called ñMr. Futureò!  

 

 The contents include the same contents that were removed from the 1982 time capsule (see 

the TATC newsletter article ñThe TATC 1982 Time Capsuleò published in the December 2022ð

January 2023ò issue, which describes the removal of the 1982 time capsule.  Thanks to Jim Sex-

tonôs hard work, the new contents included about ninety 5 x 7 and about ten 8 İ x 10 color photos, 

printed on archival photo paper;  a two terabyte hard drive with 100% of the TATC newsletters 

scanned since 1972 and other photos and selected articles;; several flash drives with the ñGetting 

Stuff Done 50th Anniversary Bookò (the 396 page book available for purchase now); Bill Rogers edu-

cational materials (available on the TATC website); a copy of the TATC bylaws (everyoneôs favorite, 

of course).  The capsule also includes perhaps my favorite: all the ñMessages to the Futureò au-

thored by people in advance of the 50th anniversary and those hand written on cards with ñmagic 

marker pensò at the anniversary celebration.  The printed materials and photos were inserted in spe-

cial envelopes designed to protect the paper.  The electronic media were placed inside special en-

velopes designed to protect them. Desiccant packets were added to the capsule at the end of the 

process. 

 

Tangible items include a TATC whistle, the 50th Anniversary program, the handkerchief 50th 

anniversary model, a lanyard, 1972 and 2022 quarters and half dollars (thanks to Jim Newman), a 

TATC Covid mask, and a unique 6 inch long black locust stick (ñjointerò) used by Harold and Marga-

ret Crate to smooth the mortar joints during construction of the cabin 1979-1982. 

 

 A complete inventory is to be published elsewhere in this issue of the newsletter. 

On December 10, I drove to the cabin and met Bob Adkisson at the White Rock Gap parking 

lot.  We backpacked Mr. Future into the cabin together with various drills, screwdrivers, pliers, and 

assorted other tools in a small metal bucket given me by Jim. On our walk into the cabin we were 

joined by a hunting dog with radio collar, named Zip, who seemed lost and was looking for company. 

His handler showed up later in the day at the cabin and retrieved Zip. 

 

      (Continued on Page 9 é) 
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      (Continued from Page 8 é) 

 

I am much indebted to Jim Newman, who provided all the tools and lots of good coaching 

advice, but was unable to come to the cabin on December 10. Also, I am indebted to the ñon scene 

commandersòðMartin Vines and Larry LeMasters, who know far more than me about using tools 

and who, learning of the installation plan, joined us at the cabin. I set to work with sage advice on 

tool technique from Martin and Larry, and soon unscrewed and removed the previously cut flooring, 

which was prepared for removal when the hole was dug in the dirt on the previous trip on November 

7, 2022.   

 

Jim Newman had provided an extra protective PVC blue pipe that the capsule fit into, and we 

lowered both into the hole.  We decided not to back fill the cavity with dirt, as the capsule was snug 

and vertical without adding dirt back in around it. We thought that might add to its longevity to with-

stand corrosion. The trap door floor was successfully screwed into the joists supporting the floor, just 

as planned by Steve Crate and Jim Newman on the preparation trip, November 7. The metal plate 

label was screwed into the floor.  I then torqued in the torx screws to secure the ñtrap doorò, to the 

amusement of the far more experienced tool handlers, Martin and Larry, who helped me correct my 

workmanship. Bob handled the flashlight and offered encouragement as I stripped a few screws and 

had to start over! 

 

As a gag, before securing the floor over the time capsule, we paid special tribute to Jim New-

manôs small metal tool bucket, which we placed upside down over the top of the capsule, before se-

curing the trap door.  The bucket is labeled ñJim Newman Bucketò in magic marker.   

 

Now that the time capsule is in place with its contents below ground, some who have since 

stayed in the cabin have reported hearing the eerie sound of a mournful whistle coming from within 

the cabin somewhere. Could it be? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      (Continued on Page 10 é) 
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Contents of  2022 TATC Time Capsule  
  
 
Hardcopy or Physical: 
 

Inventory list 
List of Photos 
Photos (90) 
50th Anniversary Program 
50th Anniversary Patch 
50th Anniversary Kerchief 
Messages to the Future (typed and written comments from members) 
TATC COVID Mask 
TATC Whistle 
TATC Lanyard 
TATC Coaster 
TATC Cabin Note Card 
1982 TATC Roster 
2022 TATC Roster 
Wooden Peg Jointer from Cabin Construction 
Quarters (1972 & 2022) 
Printed Articles: 
Ŀ         History on Entry Mountain ï from 1982 Time Capsule 
Ŀ         The Douglas Lee Putman Memorial Cabin and Phyllis P. Putman ï from 1982 Time Capsule 
Ŀ         Take a Hike - Local Trail Club Celebrates 50 Years Strong - Daily Press - Online Article  
Ŀ         Trail Blazers Article from Daily Press on December 2 2022 
Ŀ         Virginian-Pilot Article on TATC 11-27-22 
Copy of Bylaws - 2017 

  
 
Electronic Media: 

 
2 USB Drives (with TATC logos): 
 
List of Photos 
Files for Photos 
TATC History Book 
 Articles: 
Ŀ         History on Entry Mountain ï from 1982 Time Capsule 
Ŀ         The Douglas Lee Putman Memorial Cabin and Phyllis P. Putman ï from 1982 Time Capsule 
Ŀ         Take a Hike - Local Trail Club Celebrates 50 Years Strong - Daily Press - Online Article2 
Ŀ         Trail Blazers Article from Daily Press on December 2 2022 
Ŀ         Virginian-Pilot Article on TATC 11-27-22 
Copy of Bylaws - 2017 
1982 TATC Roster 
2022 TATC Roster 
TATC Logo Files 
 
 
2TB Hard Disk Drive: contains all of the files on the USB Drives plus: 
 

 4,000+ TATC Articles 
 4,000+ TATC Photos 
 280+ TATC Newsletters 
 TATC Educational Documents 
 TATC Cabin Documents 
 TATC Maintenance Documents 
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A Major Oopsie Daisy (With a Twist)!  

(It is NOT Always Easy to Stay Upright)  

 By Bob Adkisson 

 

   For a couple of years now Iôve been of the age where, when I go to my doctor for a check up, 

theyôve begun asking me some  odd, out of the blue questions, likeï óhave you fallen in the last 6 

monthsô? 

   It always makes me smile, and I have to stop myself from laughing out loud, because I canôt help 

thinking about all those times, when I was in my early 20ôs, and I was doing a lot of backpacking, 

where I seemed to be constantly tripping over rocks or sticks, slipping on wet tree roots or stepping 

into small holes I didnôt notice, and falling to the ground.  And, since I still do some backpacking, and 

a lot more day hiking, I still every now and again do an inelegant face plant or full-out body sprawl.   

   Have you noticed it yourselfï  there are a LOT of things out there to trip over, roots and rocks and 

things that look like snakes stretched across the trail? 

   This seems especially true for me because I donôt like to look at, or fixate on, the ground directly in 

front of meï I like to look around, alot. 

   When backpacking too, once you lose your balance and are in the process of falling, you have to 

worry about the 30 or perhaps 40 pound pack you are luggingï  it is not so fun when you fall forward 

and all that weight comes down on you, driving home the point you should have been paying more 

attention to the path directly in front of you rather than enjoying the flowers or the trees to either side, 

or looking for movement from the stump that looks like a bear, the rustling that could be a snake 

about to strike or a ruffed grouse about to explode into flight.    

   Iôve taken a lot of falls over the years (though I canôt remember most of them), but Iôve never in-

curred much in the way of injuriesï scraped knees, stubbed toes, cut hands, wounded pride.   I usual-

ly just popped back up and continued on my merry way;  cursing a bit if the situation demanded it of 

course, if I was especially mad with myself, with the trail builders, or with the sheer, embarrassing in-

justice of it all.  

    I do remember that I took a lot of falls on the A.T. in New Hampshire and Maine, where the trail is 

steeper, rockier, wetter, and more rooty than anywhere else along the 2,100 mile route.   I had special 

trouble remembering that the wet, sprawling, and exposed root systems of trees were as slippery as if 

they had ice on them.  I simply had to slow down and try to find holes among the twisted mass of 

roots, holes big enough to fit the toe or the heel of my boots in;  I had to find a handholds on the near-

est trees to help me stay upright, or lean into the slope and have one hand on the ground for balance.  

   I remember one near-fall that I almost took, hiking the A.T. north thru New Hampshire, on my deter-

mined way to Mt Katahdin:  at a moderately steep angle, the trail was descending down a smooth, 

slanted, wet rock face.  Suddenly my boots lost traction and tried to shoot out from underneath me.   

 

 

      (Continued on Page 12 é) 
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I have no idea what contortions or arm waving or pivoting I did, but after sliding about a foot I came to 

rest, still upright.  Onlyé.. my heavy backpack, having no chest strap that connected and held the 

packôs shoulder straps together, had slid completely off of my shoulders and was lying on the rock 

face behind me, still attached to me by the waist belt.   That was weird and awkward.    

   I had to unbuckle the waist strap, then turn around and hoist the pack back up and onto my shoul-

ders.  And of course continue on, as if nothing untoward had happened. 

   About 3 days later, having just gone into the town of Lincoln to resupply, I had another odd, non-fall 

predicament to deal with.  I climbed about 1,800 feet steeply up onto the crest of Franconia Ridge.  

My hiking companion decided, since it was near dayôs end, to walk about half a mile in the wrong di-

rection to an established camping area.  I decided to stay on the A.T. and continue north, uphill anoth-

er mile or so along the crest;  Iôd find some guerilla type campsite up there, one that I hoped would 

come with a view.  The trail eventually led me to a four and a half foot high granite ledge, flat on top, 

but with no easy way to get up it, especially since I had a very full pack and was near exhausted. 

   The best way to climb it would have been to take off my pack and place it up on the ledge, then, un-

encumbered, hoist myself up.  Once atop the ledge I could pick up the pack and continue.   But, not 

meï  keeping the pack on, I sort of jumped up, got both hands on the edge of the ledge and pushed 

downward.  Then I did a sort of controlled, slow motion fall forward, onto my stomach.  With the upper 

half of my body now lying face down and flat on the ledge, I scootched the lower half of my body up 

and onto it as well.   Only then, lying there with maybe a 50 pound pack on my back, I was too tired, 

too weak, too pinned down to move, to try and get to my feet.    

    There was nothing much to do but find it funny, so I lay there for a couple of minutes, laughing at 

myself and trying to catch my breath. 

   Eventually I was able to slowly and carefully do a pushup, the lower half of my body supported by 

my knees, then I got my feet under me and stood up.   

   But all of this is just a prelude to the main event, my well remembered and most hilarious, spectacu-

lar fall ever! 

   It occurred on the Pacific Crest Trail, in June of 1980.  I was near the end of my first trail section in 

southern Oregon, almost completely out of food, and so my pack (it seemed) weighed nearly nothing. 

It was early on a warm beautiful day and I was hurrying along the nearly flat trail towards a junction 

with a forest service roadï  the road would lead me about half a mile to a private campground and a 

resupply spot.  I would arrive before noon and I was granting myself the rest of the day off!  There 

was the possibility of hot food and even ice cream!  And showers, would there be showers available?  

(I donôt remember now if there were, but I remember there was a small lake)  

   The trail wound thru a pine tree forest and the ground was a soft mixture of volcanic ash, soil and 

pine needles.  I was feeling on top of the world and walking fast and free, looking forward to an after-

noon óoffô.   I knew I was getting close to the gravel forest service road because suddenly every single 

pine tree had a metal trail marker on itï  one about every 25 feet.    

      (Continued on Page 13 é) 
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Some lazy government employee had parked their truck at the junction, walked maybe half a mile, 

and placed about 75 small, rectangular markers, one right after the other, on every tree in sight.  It 

gave me a laugh, especially since 99% of this trail section that Iôd just walked had only one marker 

every 5 miles or so. 

   Coming into view up ahead I saw a pine tree fallen across the trail.  The trunk of the tree was may-

be 10 inches in diameter and it was almost 3 feet off of the ground.  I could see that, right where it 

was across the trail itself, there were no limbs, and so as I approached at full speed I chose to regard 

the trunk as a sort of low hurdle that I could just fly over.  I was in such a good mood and it looked like 

fun, like a challenge.  What could go wrong?  

    As I got nearer I readied and gathered myself;  it seemed I knew, instinctively, how to step over the 

trunk without having to slow down in the least.  This, even though Iôd never taken track and field in 

high school or college, and had only jumped over actual hurdles a couple of times for the fun of it (but 

Iôd of course seen it on TV, during the Olympics and such) 

    I was wearing bib overalls, and the pant legs were extra wide at the bottom, almost bell bottoms.  

This would turn out to be an important detail in the after-action report of the mayhem that was about 

to ensue (actually, I was out there in the woods all by myself, no witnesses, no cell phones, no rescue 

squad.  It was just me, and the squirrelsï and whatever trouble I got myself into). 

    As I got about 6 feet from the tree I suddenly caught sight of a complicationï  on the far side of the 

trunk, sticking out about 10 inches, was a one inch in diameter, broken off tree limb.  I made the 

quick, executive decision that I could handle this problem with my lead foot, bringing the heel of my 

boot down hard on this limb and snapping it off right at, I hoped, the trunk.  With my lead foot over the 

trunk, Iôd then leap up and over the tree and pull my trailing leg in behind me, tucked to the side.    

   Just like Iôd seen the men on TV do. 

   I was committed, I never slowed up, I went for ité.. 

   Onlyééé 

   It all happened very fast and was totally confusingéé  

   I brought the heel of my right boot up and over the tree trunk and then down hard on the projecting 

tree limb, and it broke off, and a split second after that I leaped up off of my left leg, trying to sail the 

bulk of my body right over the tree trunkéépulling my left leg up and over as I went 

   Buté.. something caught, something happened, I pivoted and thrashed my arms, the world became 

a spinning bluré.. 

   A moment or two later, when the dust settledéé I found myself upside down;   my head was side-

ways and pressing against the soft ground;  my two arms were sort of holding my body upright and 

trying to protect my head;  my left leg was free and waving in the wind up above me;  my right leg, 

while still attached to my body, was somehow strangely pinned and immobile.  I reached my right arm 

up to try and touch my lower right leg but that was hard to doï  the pack was a hindrance and I could-

nôt move my head very much to see where the problem lay. 

      (Continued on Page 14 é) 
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   I did a quick diagnostic run thru of my person and got no immediate reports of pain or dislocation or 

blood loss, and so I decided it was time to burst out laughing, which I promptly did. 

   When I finally stopped laughing I figured the 2nd thing to do was shed the backpack.  I undid the 

waist-belt and managed to shrug off the shoulder straps and push it away from my body.   I contorted 

my head some and got a look at my right legï  the bottom part of the pant leg was raised up to 

around my knee and it was wrapped very tightly around the broken off tree limb.  The tree limb had 

not broken off right at the trunk like Iôd hopedï about 3 inches of it remained, and the pant leg had 

caught on it and was now twisted very tightly around it;  the pant leg was also squeezing my leg un-

comfortably, just below the knee.  I reached up and tugged on it, trying to free the pant leg, but it was 

impossible.    

   This was an interesting situation!  Most of my body weight was hanging from the tree limb which 

had hooked and held onto my right pant legï  about 3 feet off of the ground. 

   Since I was only 26 years old and my body was both lithe and wiry, without an ounce of fat or any 

stiffness in my spine, I was soon able to use my arms to raise and rotate my body some, to the point 

where I could turn and get my left leg back on the ground and underneath me where it belonged;  I 

stood up on it, just a little wobbly.  Once the weight of my body was off of my right pants leg I was 

able, balancing on one leg, with some struggle, to free myself, to brush the pine needles out of my 

hair and clothing. 

   In my mind I reconstructed what had happened when everything was a fast moving blurééwhen 

the pant leg got caught on the branch, and I at the same instant leaped over the trunk, my body had 

pivoted around the broken tree limb;  my upper body had gone upside down over the tree, my arms 

had instinctively gone out to catch the ground and protect my head. 

   Once the dust had settled, the overall result was:  no harm, no foul, a good laugh was had by me 

and any squirrels so privileged as to have witnessed my little acrobatic adventure.   

    I donned my pack and continued on;  just as Iôd guessed, the road to the campground was only half 

a mile away. 

 

   For those of you who havenôt been on it, the Pacific Crest Trail is easier, better, wilder, and less 

crowded than the Appalachian Trail.  Besides being much wilder and more protected inside of vast 

National Parks and Forests and huge wilderness areas, it is maybe 5 times more scenic too (plus, it 

has volcanoes!).   

    Not that there werenôt any trip hazards, but I hardly ever fell on the P.C.T.ï  in fact, the one incident 

(above) is the only time that now comes to mind. 

   Hiking the A.T. on the other handéé  so much of it seems to revolve around foot placement, on 

watching out for constant obstacles and trip hazards.  It seems rare to find a simple section of the trail 

that is just dirt, without rocks and roots every other step. 
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 Screech Owl Surprise  
By Jane Oakes 

 
 
Several members of TATC went to False Cape State Park over the New Yearôs  Weekend to stay at the 
park lodge and to do our annual clean out of the parkôs 35 duck boxes. 
 

Clad in high boots, carrying a ladder, a drill, and clean wood chips to replace the duck bedding, over 2 days 

we opened the boxes, counted and recorded hatched and unhatched eggs and replaced the soiled bedding 

material.  

 

To our surprise , we discovered 7 tiny Screech owls sleeping soundly in 7 of the 35 boxes. Nocturnal, they 

spend their days asleep in tree cavities and in the parkôs duck boxes. They sleep so soundly that some of 

them didnôt even wake up when we took them out of the boxes.  

 

As many of you know, Bruce Julian  is False Capeôs longest and most loyal volunteer. He had been at False 

Cape, he tells us, since the 90ôs. As tribute to his commitment, he has been honored with a National award 

for most valuable volunteer. Bruce had been leading work  trips to False Cape for years with many of us 

TATC members tagging along,  building structures, painting and maintaining park buildings, creating trails, 

trimming and maintaining roads and trails, and cleaning the beaches. We work for free but the peace 

and  quiet of the dunes, and the beach, the sunsets and the camaraderie are more than enough pay back. 

The extra bonus this year were the Screech owls.  
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False Cape State Park (FCSP) New Years Day Hike  

By Jane Oakes 

 

Every year, each Virginia State Park sponsors a First Day Hike. On January 1, 2023, 50 ! hikers rang-

ing in age from 8 months to John Oakes  showed up at False Cape State Park for a hike led by Bruce 

Julian and monitored by 7 TATC members. In glorious weather,  the group hiked through the pines of 

park, over the dunes and to the beach.  
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USA Adventure 2022  
By Dave and Rosemary Plum 

BRN 1585 

 

This is the story of the second half of our western US trip to the Pacific North-

west.  Our travels continued September 4, and what a change in scenery!  

After all the time spent in the agricultural fields and prairies of North Dakota 

and eastern Montana, it felt like heaven to see the large tree covered moun-

tains. As soon as we crossed Two Medicine River, we were in the trees and 

then very shortly in the mountains.  The 

drive along US 2 got very scenic the 

rest of the way to West Glacier and 

Moose Creek CG.  We took a short 

detour into the USFS Summit CG on 

US 2 and talked to a couple who had spent the night there.  They said there 

were 8 or 9 sites vacant when they arrived.  We should have taken a chance 

and moved there after one night in Cut Bank.  Lesson Learned - take a chance 

and go find a USFS campground.  They 

are everywhere in the National Forests. 

 

After we dropped off the BC20X in the campground we drove to Glacier NP and 

unlike earlier in the day, there was no line of cars to get into the park. When we 

went by the park at 11:30 AM, the cars were lined up on US 2 for approximately 

Ĳ mile to turn in, and then itôs another two miles to the ranger contact station. 

We stopped at the Apgar Visitor Center, got a few questions answered and 

then drove up Going to the Sun Road (GTSR) to Lake McDonald Lodge after 

which we returned to the CG.  

 

 

Labor Day was a relaxed day.  Rosemary did a 4-mile run along the US 2 

bike path.  When she returned, I rode from the CG all the way to the park 

and to Apgar campground and the visitor center.  Turned out to be an 11.5-

mile ride.  Several long hills to climb 

and descend.  Great run and ride. In 

the afternoon, we went back into the 

park and walked from the Apgar Visi-

tor Center on the dog permitted paved 

trail over to the Apgar campground.   

It was a nice walk, and we met some 

very nice Park volunteers who fell in 

love with Scooter.  We continued our 

walk to the shore of Lake McDonald, 

we headed back to Moose Creek to 

get ready for our first real day of hik-

ing in Glacier. 

 

 

 

 
    
  

 
              
           (Continued on Page 21é)      
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Tuesday morning, we dropped Scooter off at Columbia Mountain Kennel for his 

three day stay while we hiked GNP.  We drove into the park, and up to Logan 

Pass, which is the highest road elevation in the park.  At 8:30 AM, the lot at the 

Logan Pass Visitor Center was full, and it appeared that many visitors had 

spent the night in their cars as they had their hiking stoves out and were mak-

ing coffee and breakfast.  Many may have come in early from the east en-

trance; however we could not 

do that from the west entrance 

due to overnight road construc-

tion.  A mile away from the 

main parking lot we were fortu-

nate to find a spot along the 

side of the road.  That meant 

we had to hike a mile up hill to 

get to the start of the Hidden 

Lake Trail. The Hidden Lake 

Trail was 3 miles up hill to the 

summit and then 3 miles back 

down to the visitor center.  The trail was primarily on a boardwalk across tree-

less mountain slopes.   Half-way up the boardwalk ended and was a moderate 

exposed gravel/rock trail conditions to the summit.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The hike up was well worth the effort.  From the summit, we could look down into a valley and see Hidden Lake.  We 

enjoyed a light lunch at the summit before heading down.  On the hike we were fortunate to see several bighorn sheep 

who seemed to be posing for pictures.  Many people seemed oblivious to them and walked by.  

 

The drive up to Logan Pass was a white-knuckle event with little opportunity 

to look at the scenery.  There were a few pull offs where we could stop and 

look at the amazing views.  Words and photographs canôt come close to de-

scribing the awe-inspiring feeling you get when looking up at the mountain 

tops or down into the deep valleys.  We did see several mountain goats on 

the ride up.  
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On the way back to the CG, we stopped and hiked the 3-mile Johns Lake Loop Trail.  This was completely different as 

it was through cedar forest and along McDonald Creek.  Total hike distance for the day 11 miles. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When we got back to the CG, Jim and Gussie Fox, friends from Virginia Beach, were there.  Dinner that night was in 

Columbia Falls at the Gunslinger Saloon, followed by Huckleberry ice cream for some of us. 

 

 

Wednesday , September 7th saw us getting an early start as we were 

going to Many Glacier, on the east side of the park, fifty miles each way 

on the two-lane switchback Going to the Sun Road.  On the way up to 

Logan Pass, we had the good fortune of having a large black bear cross 

the road in front of us.  Neither of us were quick enough to get a picture, 

but we did see a bear.  After passing Logan Pass, we stopped at Sun 

Point on St. Mary Lake.  This was worth the stop as the view again was 

fabulous.  The wind was blowing about 25 mph and there were white-

caps on the lake.  We hiked about a mile to the rocky point of land over-

looking the lake without getting blown over.   
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After a brief stop at the Wild Goose Island overlook to get some pictures, it was on to the east park entrance and the 

village of St. Mary.  We drove north on US 89 about 8-miles and then turned onto Many Glacier Road and drove about 

15 miles west, The road ran parallel Lake Sherburn, another beautiful, large mountain lake.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Arriving at Many Glacier Lodge was like 

stepping into Switzerland.  The hotel was 

magnificent, and the lobby was amazing.   

 

 

The wind was still howling across Swift Cur-

rent Lake, but we persevered and found the 

trail head that would take us l around Swift 

Creek Lake.  

 

 

  

 

Unfortunately, part of the trail was closed for maintenance, so we diverted up to 

Lake Josephine and to a point where we could see Grinnell Glacier.  There were 

signs warning of being in Grizzly Bear coun-

try, but we were prepared with bear spray. 

This turned into an out and back hike that 

ended up being over 5-miles.  The highlight 

was coming up on a cow moose feeding in a 

small cove that we had to walk around.  We 

watched her feed until she ran out of the 

water and stopped on the path in front of us.  

Fortunately, she was around the corner and 

couldnôt see us.  Then suddenly, her calf 

showed up.  They moved into the brush be-

side the path, and we watched them graze.  

Finally, we slowly and quietly walked past 

them so as not to get their attention.   
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On the way back to the campground, we wanted to stop and hike to St. Mary Falls, but there was no parking for miles 

on either side of the trail head.  This is in an area that must have been burned out by a forest fire a couple years ago 

because for several miles along GTSR there are blackened, bare cedar trees as far and you can see. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

September 8th was our last full day at glacier NP.  We got an early start to get a parking spot at the Avalanche Lake 

Trail Head on GTSR.  We got to the trail head before daylight and waited for it to get light enough to see and not be 

surprised by a bear.  The Trail of the Cedars is the starting point and then the Avalanche Lake trail branched off it.   

The Trail of the Cedars is a boardwalk through old cedar growth.  

The giant cedar tree root ball in the photo to the right, that was 

stripped of all soil was quite interesting. The Avalanche Lake trail 

was 3-miles out and 3-miles back and uphill most of the way to the 

lake.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The first part of the trail follows the creek that starts out in a deep gorge and 

then gets nearly level with the trail.  The hike was well worth the climb.  This 

lake is apparently on the back side of Hidden Lake and is fed by at least 4 wa-

terfalls streaming down from several hundred feet above.  Once again beautiful 

scenery.  The sun was just about to appear over the eastern mountain ridges as 

we arrived.  
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We encountered Jim and Gussie Fox on the way down as 

they were heading up to the lake.  We had to do the hike 

early so we could get back to the CG and get ready to 

leave on Friday and pick up Scooter from the kennel. He 

was very excited to see us. Total hike today 7-miles. 

 

Unfortunately, it was time to leave Glacier NP and contin-

ue west.  The drive to our overnight stop in Mead, OR 

north of Spokane, took us through MT, ID, and WA.  More 

great scenery from mountains to large reservoirs with 

sparkling blue water.  Flathead Lake is supposed to be the 

largest freshwater lake in the US, after the Great Lakes.  

There were places where we could not see the other 

shore.  Next up was Clarks Fork Reservoir and finally Pend Oreville reservoir.  Simply amazing is the best way to de-

scribe the scenery on this leg of the trip.  Hidden Acres Orchard (another Harvest Host (HH) was our destination and 

as we rolled into the Orchard, we were met by the Owner who showed us 

where to park.  We visited the farm store and stocked up on Honeycrisp 

Applesauce, Huckleberry Barbeque sauce, Garlic/Dill pickles, Strawberry/

Rhubarb Jam. We especially enjoyed a delicious fresh-backed mixed berry 

hand pie.  At this point we have traveled 6,616 miles since leaving Virginia 

Beach in mid-July. 

 

We woke up Saturday morning to a duck and chicken parade from their 

pen to the ownerôs front yard.   Before leaving we picked apples and 

peaches and bought some apple butter and 2 more hand fruit pies.  

  

We paralleled the Columbia River Gorge for several miles and were amazed at the width of the river and the depth of 

the gorge.  Both sides of the river were prairie and high desert. 
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Our next nightly stop was to be at another HH in Ellensburg, WA. The HH was a disappointment and we opted to con-

tinue driving, not knowing where we would spend the night. Rosemary got on the phone to Millersylvania SP south of 

Olympia, WA and talked to the duty park ranger.  She explained our situation and was told our site for Sunday night 

was occupied on Saturday night, but they had a couple of emergency sites where we could spend the night.  We said 

yes and drove two and a half hours more to get to Millersylvania SP.  We drove over Snoqualmie Pass as the sun was 

setting but the views were still wonderful.  There was a haze in the air as there were forest fires burning many miles 

south of us.  This was the best decision of the day except for the two additional mixed berry hand pies from Hidden 

Acre Orchard.  

 

Our extended stay at Miller Sylvania State Park in Washington allowed us to reprovision and get some weatherstrip-

ping to stem the small leak in the rear door of the Basecamp.  We also took a 2-mile hike through the woods and along 

the lake in the park.  We considered a day trip to Mt. Rainier, but the rangers told us 

there was a lot of smoke from ongoing forest fires and we would not be able to see 

very much.  On Monday we took a short road 

trip to a linear City Park in Tumwater that paral-

leled the Tumwater River.  At that park, they 

had constructed a glass enclosed fish ladder to 

allow the public to view the migrating salmon.  

There were also regular fish ladders in the riv-

er, and we saw several salmon leap into the air 

as they made their way upriver to their breed-

ing grounds. 

 

 

September 13th, we headed to the Olympic Peninsula.  Needless to say, it is remote and sparsely populated except for 

a few villages.  Forks and Port Angeles are the big towns.   

 

Our destination was Bogachiel State Park, but unfortunately our assigned site would not accommodate the Basecamp, 

so we headed to Forks looking for a campground with room for us. We found a private CG right off US 101 in Forks 

and they had a spot for us.   

 

September 14th, we decided to keep Scooter with us as we visited the Hoh Rain Forest and bypassed hiking to Sol 

Duc Falls after reading a little more about it.  It is only a 49ô high waterfall, and we saw much more dramatic falls in the 

White Mountains of New Hampshire.  In addition, the rivers were running low in the Pacific Northwest due to the lack of 

rainfall. 

 

 

           (Continued on Page 27 ...)      



                                                                                               27 

 

 

(Continued from Page 26 ...)      
 

At Hoh Rain Forest, we took turns hiking the Hall of Mosses trail and the Spruce Nature Trail.  The one not hiking 

watched Scooter and walked around the picnic area and Hoh River Campground.  Both of us encountered elk as we 

were walking. 

 

The Hall of Mosses trail was beautiful with all the moss 

encrusted and living on most of the trees.  The size of 

the trees and their height was fascinating.  10ô-12ô diam-

eter trees that reached over 200-feet tall.  I will have a 

tough time sorting through the pictures to decide what to 

include in the trip book. 

 

After these hikes, we drove out to Rialto Beach, north-

west of Forks.  This is another part of the National Park.  

Itôs hard to describe all the logs /trees washed up above 

the normal high tide line.  Many of these logs are 4ô-5ô in 

diameter and they are tossed around like the game of 

pickup sticks! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The tide was coming in and it was over a mile to get to the hole in the wall 

sea stack, but even from where we stood, we could see it.  Amazing to 

see all the rocky sea stacks in the ocean. 

 

Another early start as we were headed to Hurricane Ridge the next day.  

The entrance to that part of the park is 57 miles north and west of Forks 

on US 101.  Again, another scenic drive. 

 

 

Crescent Lake, about halfway to Port Angeles, is amazing.  Dark blue water with incredible visibility into the water.  US 

101 snakes along the shoreline for almost 20 miles.  Even at the cautioned speed of 30 MPH, it felt like I was driving 

way too fast.  We stopped at several pull-offs to take pictures. 
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The road up Hurricane Ridge was very steep.  It probably averages 7-10% grade and sometimes steeper.  It was 

amazing to see cyclists riding up the mountain (8+-miles to the top).  We drove through fog and then clouds to get to 

the top.  The temp at the top was 15-degrees lower than in Port Angeles at the bottom of the mountain.  We were 

above the low clouds for the most part when we got to the top.  The views toward Mt Olympus were partially obscured 

by clouds, but we could get glimpses of Glaciers as the clouds were rolling by. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On the return trip we stopped at Salmon Cascade.  This is a 

section of the Sol Duc River that is very narrow and there are 

several cascading waterfalls that the salmon must get over on 

their journey to spawn.  We were fortunate enough to see sev-

eral airborne salmon make it through one part of the narrow 

channel. 

 

              

       

   

We had a short 100-mile drive on September 16th along the coast to a small state park in Pacific Beach, WA. On the 

way, we pulled into the newly re-opened and enlarged parking area at Ruby Beach.  More sea stacks all along the 

coast.   
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Pacific Beach State Park is at the mouth of the Joe River as it empties into 

the Pacific Ocean.  The weather was cool and sunny, and we walked on a 

very wide beach.  At low tide, the beach is probably Ĳ-mile wide.  

 

We only had another 100-mile drive on Sunday, September 17th, so we took 

the coastal roads through several small villages.  Some appeared to be for 

very affluent residents, others not so much.  In Ocean City Beach, we came 

upon a cooperative of chainsaw carver artists.  We kept saying we would 

pick up one of these eventually.  Today was the day we got our bear with a 

fish, on a log and a table.  Quite a find!  Now we have a new piece of furniture/artwork that we get to set out on display 

at night when we stop. 

 

This was another nice drive along the coast. All the way to Astoria, Oregon we were probably no more than 1-2 miles 

from the ocean and most of the time we were only a few feet from the high tide line.   

 

The Fort Stevens State Park campground is huge.  Probably more than 500 sites on numerous loops.  We had a great 

site with adjacent campers we could barely see.  While walking around our loop to find the bathrooms, we came upon 

an elk cow grazing about 25 -feet from the door of the menôs shower room.  It was almost a heart stopper to come 

around a blind corner and see her calmly grazing.  These are big animals, as big as a horse! 

 

We walked 1.5 miles thru the woods on a shared use path to the south beach where we saw the remnants of the Peter 

Iredale, a British sailing ship that ran aground in 1906.  Quite amazing that 

so much of the hull frame is still intact after more than 116-years. 

 

After unloading the bikes and assembling Scooterôs Ride, we were off to 

see Historic Fort Stevens, at the mouth of the Columbia River.  3.5-miles 

thru the woods on a very nice SUP took us to the Fort at the mouth of the 

Columbia River.  We spent an hour walking around the old concrete struc-

ture that had expansive views of the Columbia River.  We took a wrong 

turn on the way back and ended up riding through the north campground of 

the State Park.  The south end, where we are appears to be the place to 

be as the sites are more spread out and have trees and bushes between sites. 

 

On Monday September 19th, we had a 5-hour drive, to our HH for the night in Madras, OR an agricultural community in 

the Oregon High Desert.   

 

We drove across the Columbia River and out of Portland toward Mt. Hood. It was a beautiful sunny day with great 

views of the mountain.  The drive past Mt Hood was very scenic with lots of opportunities to see the mountain.  There 

are still several fields of snow near the peak and several hundred feet down from the summit. 
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The host in the Madras Chamber of Commerce, where we are parked for the night, was very helpful and gave us a lot 

of information on Oregon, including a State Road Map! If you have any maps like these, you should hang on to them 

as the states seem to be very stingy with them. We enjoyed a cold draft beer, a diet Coke and some chips and salsa at 

Madras Brewing LLC.  Spiciest Salsa we have ever tasted. 

 

The drive to Crater Lake was uneventful except for the fact we had to pull the BC20x around the west Rim Road to get 

to the campground.  Those 12ô lanes looked to be about 6ô wide going around some of the left-hand curves with noth-

ing but air, a foot or two off the edge of pavement.   

 

We arrived at the campsite and after a couple of celebratory ice cream sandwiches at the Mazama Village Store, we 

went in search of the Pacific Crest Trail that goes through the park.  We found a trail head and walked southbound for 

 a half mile or so.  It was a wide, relatively flat grade trail, nothing at all like the trails along the Appalachian Trail.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On Wednesday, September 21st we woke up to rain so there was no hurry to do anything.  Eventually we headed up to 

the rim for some sightseeing and hiking.  We hiked the Godfrey Glen Trail and about 2 miles of the Rim Trail with 

Scooter. 

 

The pictures taken donôt come close to captur-

ing the size and beauty of the crater and the 

height of the rim above the surface of the lake. 

It is approximately 973-feet from the rim down 

to the water surface. 

 

 

 

 

Leaving the Rim Trail by Mazama Village, we stopped at Sun Notch, the Pinnacles, 

Phantom Ship Overlook, Pumice Castle Overlook and Cloudcap Overlook which sits at 

Elev. 7865, 1700 Ft 

above the lake surface.  

This lookout is the high-

est road elevation in the 

park.  Words cannot 

describe the magnitude 

of the crater and the 

views from all the vari-

ous sites. 
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On the way back down, we hiked the Lady in the Woods trail which encircles the Park Administration. 

 

Thursday, September 22, was an early day as we were out the door at 6:00 AM for the 10 -mile drive up to the craterôs 

rim to catch the sunrise.  It was very eerie driving up the steep access road with many switchbacks.  We were the first 

vehicle in the Discovery Point pull-out where we could park with the front of the Tahoe facing Crater Lake and we could 

stay in the car between photo ops as it was 37 degrees.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Leaving the overlook, we then hiked north on the Pacific Crest for 2.3-miles to the Dutton Creek trail junction campsites 

and a spur trail that went up to the Rim Village.  No Dogs were allowed on that trail.  Hiking this section of the PCT was 

really a breeze.  Very few rocks and a wide 

trail for most of the way.  There was one ma-

jor climb going north and then a long down-

hill.  Obviously, it was reversed on the way 

back to the car and we had the LONG uphill! 

 

We returned to the campground for a restful 

afternoon as we prepared to leave in the 

morning heading east.  We walked around 

the campground and checked out the major 

gorge right behind some of the sites. Annie 

Spring trail follows this gorge from Mazama Village.  From where we were standing at 

the top of the cliff, it was probably over 500-feet to the creek at the bottom.  We could 

hear hikers but could not see them because of the trees. 

 

It was hard to leave Crater Lake on Friday September 23rd, but it was time to head back to Virginia Beach.  We went 

north on OR 62 and eventually drove past the North entrance to CLNP.   

 

After taking several paved county roads and passing through a couple of small towns, east of Juntura, OR on US 20, 

the road entered a canyon that had a small stream in it.  The road wound around and climbed up for over 30 miles!  

Incredible views but one switchback after another.  We finally reached the top and were on a plateau.  The map 

showed two towns ahead, but neither one had gas.  By now we were down to ı tank. 

 

We finally reached Vale, OR and fueled up with 18 gallons!  We had no reservations for a place to stay for the night so 

Rosemary once again got online and found Gem State RV Park in Mountain View, ID, east of Boise.  What a nice little 

oasis for the night.  The temp was 77 degrees when we arrived!  The dayôs drive was 490 miles and took approx. 10.5 

hours. 
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