M.R. Hyker’s Latest Adventure 
09-24th to 26th/2004: This was a joint WVHC/Sierra Club car camping and backpacking trip in the Seneca Creek Back Country. I was joined by Water Bug, the Coca-Cola Kid, Rodney D (King of very bad one liners), Maxwell Smart, Cognac Jack, Sam the Wonder Dog and Sandy the Rookie (She’ll receive her trail name on her next outing.).


More Photos! 

We all met at the Spruce Knob Campground before dark on Friday. We set up our tents, ate dinner and met for a social hour(s) at the site Lady Bug and I were sharing. We laughed and carried on around a roaring campfire, giddy with the notion that we were once again going to be blessed with 3 consecutive fantastic fall days without rain. 
We broke camp at 8:45. On the way to Spruce Knob we left the Kid’s and Jack’s car at the Seneca Creek Trailhead for the Sunday shuttle. We all crammed into the remaining vehicles and in 15 minutes found ourselves at the Huckleberry Trailhead. The clouds were breaking up as we began our trek through alternating stands of Red Spruce and open heath/fern meadows. We were not expecting to see much in the way of fall colors but we were quite surprised at the bright red of the maple, yellow of the Beech, bronze of the dying ferns and white of the delicate grasses that grow on the mountain top. Combine that with the deep green of the Spruce and crisp blue of the sky. It was quite the kaleidoscope of colors.  
After about 2 miles of almost flat but often rocky walking we began our descent, first through dense Spruce groves and then mature hardwoods. We reached the junction with the Lumberjack Trail rather quickly. After a nice break we proceeded up the worst section of trail on the trip. The Lumberjack trail has got to be the wettest trail in the Mon (with perhaps the exception of the infamous Dunkenbarger Trail in the Dolly Sods Wilderness). 
In two miles the seemingly endless slog up the Lumberjack “bog” was over and we began our descent on the High Meadows Trail. Most people come to the Seneca Creek Backcountry for the creek itself and rightly so. This was my fourth trip in as many years so the creek had a somewhat lesser effect on me although it is still profound. This time my personal focal point was the High Meadows. I have heard so many great things about it and have seen some outstanding photos on the net. This was my first real time exposure to it and I tell you what, photos cannot do the scenery justice. You have to go there to really appreciate it. 
We stopped for lunch at the first meadow. Seneca Creek Valley was really cranking out the colors. It wasn’t prime time yet but that was at the most one week away. Some of us laid about in the sun while others chose the shade. The rest of us walked around the rim of the meadow putting our cameras to good use. As we prepared to make our final descent the Coca-Cola Kid wondered out loud if this was the only meadow. As outstanding as it was I think he thought six miles was a long way to walk to visit one small meadow on the side of a mountain. My research had informed me of what was to come but I opted to be quiet and let the rest of our downward trek be a surprise to him and the rest of the crew. 
We descended off of the first meadow and entered the woods again. Then there was another meadow … more woods … another meadow … and on and on. As we stood on the last meadow we could look back and see almost all of the meadows that we had previously traversed each separated from the rest by a narrow band of green, red and yellow trees. We were all pretty speechless at this point. 
I think we were almost sad to reach the bottom portion of the Huckleberry Trail even though our backs and legs were telling us that 8.3 miles of almost all downhill was enough for one day. Once there we were minutes away from our campsite, a flat bench just below Seneca Falls. If there were any dampened spirits derived from leaving the meadows they soon evaporated as the falls came into view. Some took a dip. Some just sat on the rocks and soaked their feet. Sandy, obviously an official member of the Polar Bear Club, had brought a suit and braved the cold falls themselves. I still cringe at the mere thought of the sudden temperature drop! 
That night we built a fire and talked about the day’s events and previous adventures into the great outdoors. By 9:30 the remnants of our crew finally gave in to exhaustion of the day and called it a night. 
The next day we got an early start and hiked up the creek to the waiting cars. We took our time and visited all of the “water works” the creek had to offer, even the site of an old gristmill that many folks don’t know about. We stopped at Judy Spring for a bit before finishing our romp in the woods. By 11:30 we were out of the woods and drove up to Spruce Knob to recover the other vehicles and check out the overlook. Menacing clouds were moving in and almost all views below us were blocked. We drove down to that ever-popular eatery known as the 4-U Restaurant and filled up on Sweet Tea, the special of the day or whatever else suited our fancy and some of the best fresh baked pie this side of the Cheat River! Let’s see … there’s peach, apple, blackberry and the best … blueberry. I’ll take mine ala mode`! 
When we reached the point when we couldn’t eat any more we paid our bills and wandered out into the parking lot. Reluctantly we said our good-byes and headed home, taking a little piece of the best that West Virginia has to offer with us. 
 
Link for technical info on this outing coming soon! 
