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July 11-13, 2005: Who would have thought that a group of backpackers would be praying for rain. The Elkins area was woefully short of its normal amount of precipitation for this time of the year. A trek through the Otter Creek Wilderness, although always beautiful and awe inspiring, would not be quite as intense if the water level remained low. Then, as if on cue, Tropical Storm Cindy dropped about 2 inches of rain in a twenty-four hour period into the drainage. The front moved out on Friday and the weekend weather was to be sunny with moderate temperatures. What luck!

Fast Eddy, Doc, “Believe It or Not”, The Pathfinder (to be explained later), Rookie-1 and –2, Sue and myself all assembled at the Mylius trailhead by 12:00 and began walking up to the ridge of Shaver Mt by 12:20. Although it was mid-day the climb didn’t seem that bad. We took a nice break at the intersection with Shavers Mt. Trail and then another at the site of the old shelter which had been removed by the Forest Service in keeping with Wilderness policy. 

The sudden downpour of rain from Cindy made the upper reaches of the Green Mt. Tr. A bit “wetter (to be kind)” then usual but we still made pretty good time considering we weren’t rushing it. We reached the junction with Possession Camp Tr by 4:30. We had originally planned to camp there for the night but we still had a lot of daylight left. The unanimous decision was made, after a long break, to continue down Green Mt. Trail to the creek. The descent was uneventful except for a tedious negotiation of a blowdown along a steep hill. We found ourselves walking along the creek by 6:30. The first, and biggest, campsite was already filled with tents. We found yet another up on a hill but it appeared to have not been used recently and there was a large puddle of standing water at its edge…. not too appealing but would do if we had no other options.  We continued on to the creek crossing. The last campsite was vacant and we gleefully laid claim to it. We set up camp and made dinner. By that time it was dark but all were too tired to even think about making a fire. We all turned in wondering what the next day would bring.

The next day we were all up by 7:00. As we ate and tore-down camp we noticed that the creek had dropped several inches overnight. Creek crossings would be fun and mildly challenging but not hazardous on this trip. Since we hiked the extra 3 miles yesterday, today’s backpacking mileage would only amount to a bit more than 3 miles. We took our time hiking up Otter Creek, visiting every waterfalls and set of rapids along the way. We stumbled across some Lesser Purple Fringed Orchids along the trail between stops. As usual, we took a long refreshing break at the confluence of Moore Run. I was surprised that we had the place to ourselves. Some eased themselves into the chilly water while others basked in the sun like so many turtles. After about a half hour we put our packs back on and continued on stopping at a picturesque waterfall along the way for a photo op. We made Possession Camp by 1:00 and set up our tents. Six of us opted to slackpack to the bogs at the top of Moore Run. I had directions from the MNF Trail Guide but I believe there had been a scheduled reroute of the trail since it was last published. It was supposed to be about 3 miles up Moore Run Tr. We crossed the creek and proceeded up the railroad grade. At about 2 miles and after crossing 2 branches of the Run as described in the guide the trail jumped up onto a footpath and climbed steeply to yet another RR grade. Soon we passed the junction with Turkey Ridge Trail. Right at 3 miles we could look east and see parts of the bog down in a shallow valley but couldn’t find a way through the impenetrable Rhododendron. We sat down at a clear spot along the trail to take a brief break before returning to camp, happy that we had found the bogs but a bit disappointed that we couldn’t quite make it all the way. Catherine continued to look around and came back telling us that she had found an old trail. We walked up the trail a few yards and saw a pile of branches blocking the path to an old campsite that hadn’t been used in quite some time. We proceeded obliquely down the hill, pushed through a weak spot in the Rhodos and soon found ourselves standing on the western-most part of the bogs. It was pretty impressive and definitely worth the extra effort to add another wilderness environment to our trip. We encountered mountain top forest, the beautiful watershed of Otter Creek and finally a highlands bog. Like the commercial says “It doesn’t get any better than this!” By now it was 4:30 and we still had to hike 3 miles back to camp. Our visit to the bog had to be brief but for sure next time we’ll allow more time to explore this unique area.

The walk down Moore Run Trail was fast to say the least. At times I felt like a runaway train. On the way I decided that “Pathfinder” would be an appropriate trail name for Catherine. (I don’t think I’ll ever loss the fondness for giving my new hiking companions trail names. I hope they don’t mind.) We made it back to camp in plenty of time to take a refreshing dip in the mother of all swimming holes just below the junction of Moore Run Tr. The water was crisp and cool and over Pathfinder’s head. We sat around the fire ring and cooked our food. We discussed the usual camp topics as we soaked in everything the OCW had to give to us. We could tell another cool and comfortable night was in store for us.

The next day we broke camp and headed back to our cars. Even with the 2 crossings of Otter Creek and the climb up and over Mylius Gap, the final leg was short and relatively easy. The long weekend was over too soon. Rookie-1 and –2 had to get going but the rest of us met at the Alpine Restaurant and Motel for a final lunch together. On the way home I showed my new hiking companions how to get to the southern terminus of Otter Creek Trail so that they may bring others to visit this magical place. We then did the usually difficult hugs and handshakes and parted company, promising to get together for even more fun in the wilds of West Virginia.
