M.R. Hyker’s Latest Adventure  
 
Signs, Signs, Everywhere Signs ….. in DSN That Is!




More DSN Photos! 

Roaring Plains Canyon Rim Photos! 

Yes boys and girls, proud owners of high tech GPS equipment, you no longer have to bring these pieces of electronics with you on future jaunts to Dolly Sods North. This story starts on Oct. 2nd, 2004 and is still unfolding. It goes like this: 

On that cool, cloudy, blustery Saturday I hooked up with Hardcore, Rodney D., M.I.A. and JJ to scout the entire route for an outing I would be leading the following week. I had made a topo map on my PC based on work done by John and Trudy and, of course, JJ and got some more exact details from them via Email. To keep this as brief as possible, I’ll simply say that the trip was a success. We walked a pretty nice 10.8 mile loop but I was a bit perplexed because I missed the southern most 1.21 mile section of what, until recently, is known as the Raven Ridge Trail. What we walked was way more than “good enough” but I was still puzzled. Upon my return to Baltimore a flurry of Emails between Trudy and myself gave me more detail to work with. 

I returned to the scene that following Friday accompanied by the Coca-cola Kid, pockets stuffed with topo maps and copies of E-mails. We parked at the Bear Rocks Trailhead and proceeded along our way. I noticed something different right away. At the beginning of the trail was a brown surveyor’s post with the USFS insignia and one word, “TRAIL”. We walked quickly to the junction of Dobbin Grade and “What to my wondrous eyes did appear but” … a USFS trail sign officially naming the grade as such and giving it the trail designation #526. Distances to other assorted trails were also given (See h

 HYPERLINK "http://mrhyker.tripod.com/sitebuildercontent/sitebuilderpictures/sign1.JPG" ttp://mrhyker.tripod.com/sitebuildercontent/sitebuilderpictures/sign1.JPG.). 

The Kid and I crossed Red Creek and climbed to the first rise and easily found Trudy’s missing 1.21 miles. We couldn’t miss it this time. It was posted with another USFS surveyor’s stake. We followed the trail up to Raven Ridge where we found the same stakes marking the trail every 500 yards or so. At the intersection with what was previously known as the Grassy Trail by many was another USFS trail sign marking this as the western terminus of Bear Rock Trail. Having found the missing link and wanting to save our legs for Saturday’s Trip and JJ’s trip on Sunday, we returned to my truck using my previously discovered route. Imagine that folks … signs in DSN! 

After witnessing an incredible sunrise, we returned on Saturday and hiked the entire planned route with a crew of thirteen. Besides the Kid I was also joined by the Mad Hatter, Doc, Dee, Greg, Da Cheese, John, Yo Adrienne, Capt. Kirk and Lt. Uhura. About 0.5 miles into the trip, we were joined by Trudy and John who had hiked in from Canaan Valley with the news of even more signs along their route. We proceeded as planned. Everywhere we turned there were breath-taking vistas. The skies cleared long enough for us to enjoy the view of  Canaan Valley and Mountain from Rocky Knob. The only detracting feature were the windmills on distant Backbone Mountain. Besides taking many pictures of the beautiful surroundings we also photographed the trail signs so we could adjust our maps and make the necessary corrections on our websites. When we reached the junction of Dobbin Grade and Upper Red Creek Trail, John and Trudy left us and scouted for signs along their route home. The rest of us finished the hike and picked up a little more trail info as we went along. 

I called Mr. Ed Lang at the Potomac RD upon my return to Baltimore and he gave me a complete rundown of the trail system. Go to Dolly Sods North Master Map for a complete trail inventory and color-coded printable/downloadable map of DSN.

 Sunday was an equally incredible day. The skies were clear and the temperature mild. Seventeen showed up for Jonathan’s Roaring Plains Canyon Rim hike. The colors were intense and the vistas truly awe-inspiring. As agreed upon, Jon let me take the lead through the iffiest part so I could ingrain the bushwhack route into my head for a future backpacking trip. 

The next day the few that remained said our good-byes and headed off in different directions. On the way home it hit me like a ton of bricks. “I WON'T BE COMING BACK TO THE MON UNTIL NEXT SPRING.”

