M. R. Hyker’s Latest Adventure
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06-11 to 12 – 05/ Dolly Sods North Backpack: It felt great to get away from the first major east coast heat wave of the year. In Baltimore we went from a pleasant spring with crisp, cool temperatures to the customary heat and humidity of the region overnight, almost as if someone had turned on a switch. Here on the Allegheny Front the highs would be in the low 80s with nighttime temps in the 50s. Hopefully a gentle breeze and the rolling clouds would further comfort us on our journey. 

I was joined by Water Bug, Shutterbug and Indiana Moser, together known as the Water Rats, as well as Al, Wendy, Mike and Vicki. We started down the Bear Rocks Trail at 12:30. Wild Azaleas dotted the scenery before us. The Mountain Laurel will be popping out soon, maybe in two weeks but not today. It became apparent early on that water crossings were going to be an issue on this trip, not because of high water but because of the propensity of the Water Rats to “jump in” at every given chance. We crossed the head waters of Red Creek easily enough but then there was one splash, two splashes, then three splashes behind us as Leena, Andy and Don dropped their packs, kicked off their boots and began to frolic in the cool water. We let them “have at it” for about ten minutes and then slowly enticed them to get back on the trail. We made good time traveling up Raven Ridge, I think mainly because there was no water to be had. Someone had removed the marker for the reroute of the Rocky Ridge Trail but we were able to spot the USFS bomb warning sign that is posted on the trail and bushwhacked over to it. We were only off course by about one hundred yards.

We hiked along the ridge to Rocky Knob where we took an extended break. From the highest rock one has an almost 360 degree view of all that is around you: Canaan Mountain and Valley, Dolly Sods North, Raven Ridge …etc. Scheduling issues prevented a scouting trip to locate suitable campsites for this outing but John and Trudy Phillips had assured me that we would find more than ample places to camp on the Left Fork of Red Creek just north of the Black Bird Knob Trail. They were right. By 6:00 we were pitching our tents in a mature Red Spruce Grove with the creek literally at our feet. Surprisingly, the Water Rats accomplished their chores first before taking the prerequisite soak in the creek in a Hot Tub-sized pool a little downstream from the campsite. Shutterbug was appointed fire attendant for the night and Indiana was the self-proclaimed Fire Marshall. Wood was at a premium so the fire was small and short-lived but that ended up being OK. One by one everyone realized how tired they really were and finally called it a day.

We awoke to clear blue skies. One could tell we would see high temperatures again but the humidity had diminished greatly. We hit the trail a little after nine. By 10:00 we were stashing our packs along the upper reaches of the Red Creek Trail and descended to “The Forks” of Red Creek. Needless to say the Water Rats, and everyone else, had a blast as they waded in the swimming hole and splashed about under the mini-waterfalls. A three foot water snake, obviously perched on his personalized warming rock, refused to retreat and watched the antics of our crew for our entire stay. After everyone was totally refreshed we climbed back up to the junction with Black Bird Knob Trail and recovered our gear. Everyone thought that stashing our packs was a good idea since the climb back would have been a lot more strenuous with loads on our back. 

We hiked up Upper Red Creek Trail and descended to the final crossing of Red Creek on Dobbin Grade. By this time we all had the routine down pat. We crossed the stream, took off our packs and pulled out the munchies as we watched the trio frolic in the water one last time. To be honest I was a bit jealous. For the entire trip the water looked so inviting but I had recently received a deep cut on my calf and the doctor advised that I stay out of untreated water until it was healed. Still, a wet bandana draped over my head as I lay amongst the Bluets was a reasonable substitute. 

We resumed the last leg of the trip, checking out the minute carnivorous Sundew plants growing around those dreadful seeps that have become the hallmark of Dobbin Grade as we went along. Finally we retraced our steps on Bear Rocks Trail back out to our cars parked on FR75, taking in the green bogs accentuated with the rich pinkness of the Azaleas one last time. The trip was over by 2:00. We freshened up as best we could, said our good-byes and parted company by 2:30. Once again DSN had left a group of hikers feeling tired but eternally rewarded with its beauty. 

