M.R.Hyker’s Latest Adventure 
July 30th/31st , 2004: This was a scheduled joint WVHC/Sierra Club outing. The main focus was a 2 day, 17 mile Backpack through the Tea Creek Backcountry in the Marlinton Ranger District of the MNF, WV.

More Photos! 

Since it is almost a 7 hour drive to Tea Creek from the Baltimore/Washington Metro area, Karin Birch and Susan Bly met Andrew Singleton and Myself at the primitive but nice Tea Creek Campground the day before. We car camped that night and were ready to hit the trail by 9:00 the next day. It was a short walk along the campground road to get to the trail Kiosk. In minutes we were engulfed by the thickest canopy I’ve experienced as a hiker. The high ferns and under-story added to the sense that we were totally encapsulated in some kind of a hermetically sealed environmental bubble. Everywhere we turned there was thickets of Deep Red Bee balm and Fuchsia Spotted Joe Pye Weed as well as other wildflowers and mosses. We made reasonable time to our first break area, a fantastic swimming hole at the confluence of Tea Creek and the Right Fork of Tea Creek. The water was probably over six feet deep even during this period of low water. 

We rested a bit and then began the slow part of the trek. Besides accomplishing some 12+ creek crossings we found ourselves walking on an old railroad grade replete with stone ballast and disintegrating railroad ties … slow going for sure! We were kind of glad we had to go slow so that we might better appreciate our surroundings but it looked like we were not going to obtain our first day’s goal of 9.6 miles and camp at the preferred site at the junction of Right Fork and Red Run. It looked instead like we would spend the night at the headwaters of Red Run, splitting the mileage for the two days nearly in half.
We took our lunch break at the last really attractive creek crossing just about 1/8 of a mile from where I had hoped we would stop. After 30 minutes of being hypnotized by the gurgling of the creek we proceeded on. Amazingly the trail got better and our pace quickened. Then we heard it … one thunderclap … then another … and then the sound of rain falling through the trees. We secured our gear and continued on.  

Our pace had improved so much that we had reached the headwaters of Red Run by 3:15 … plenty of daylight left to accomplish the remaining 1.7 miles to our intended destination. (The trail sign and MNF trail guide claims the distance is 2.5 miles. We all agreed afterward that this could not be correct.) The shower had lasted less than an hour. We took a nice break there and proceeded down to camp. We arrived at the junction of Right Fork and Red Run around 4:30 and immediately set up camp. We took our time, made our meals, hung the bear bags and then, around 7:30, it started to rain. It was just as well since the thick canopy made it seem later and we were all pretty beat from hiking 9.6 miles in less than good conditions. 

The next morning we awoke to clearing skies and singing birds. We stowed our wet gear, ate and proceeded on our way knowing that the longest and hardest part of the outing was behind us. Today would be nothing but fun!!! On the way to Tea Creek Mountain we passed through several swamps containing a wide assortment of plants, the oddest of which was a purple flower called Monkshood. We saw several beaver dams and huts and visited a nature observation boardwalk recently built by the Forest Service at the headwaters of Right Fork. Gauley Mountain and a Red Spruce forest provided the backdrop for the views that were taken in from this vantage point.  

We cheated a little and used the gravel trail through Tea Creek Meadows to reach the junction with the Tea Creek Mountain Trail. The variety of flowers were astounding: Yarrow, Queen Anne’s Lace, Tall Bell Flower, Black-eyed Susan, Fleabane, Ox-eye Daisy and on and on. Halfway up we were approached from the rear by a mountain biker. We chatted with him for a while and then took a break at the Little Laurel Overlook on the Highland Scenic Highway. 

After our break we made quick work of the only strenuous part of the day’s hike, a quick ascent up the side of Tea Creek Mountain. As we approached a rock field reminiscent of Dolly Sods or the Roaring Plains we heard a clamor coming from behind us and the call of “BIKER!” We stood aside as a pair of mountain bikers struggled to reach the top. They informed us that several others were on their way up. Since it seemed they were spread out and we didn’t want to get caught up in a leap frog thing with them we decided it best to take our lunch on the rocks and enjoy the show. It was pretty amusing. After the traffic cleared out we continued on our way and in a couple of hours found ourselves crossing the Tea Creek footbridge heading back to the base camp. After resting a bit Susan and Karin decided to shove off. Since Andrew and I had additional driving to do and more gear to break down we opted to have dinner at the River Place in Marlinton and spend one more night in camp. The sound of rain falling on the tent fly and a belly full of turkey and gravy and black berry cobbler added to the refreshing sleep that night.

