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Letter from the President

The sein's going down. "H mud be about eight O)'elosk,” 7 think
o mysely. Two weeka age it wonld hape been only eight OV elock, bt
this 1pring forward infe daoglight 1aoings keepi sereining ng miy 1enie
of time. Wi a pain in the butt, bt it has ils bona'. H means that
T'oe got an hour more of wsable daylight - an hour more of hiking
and biking and elimbing and, well, you gef the pisture. T means J
gef to weep later in the morming now in my surfainless bedroom. T
secini its Hene o gel hack owaliide and shake the leftoner winter blahs

from my wgilem.

ctready this quarter, we'oe been on a "wueeesfud™ (that means
no magor infuries) mountain biking trip, caving trip, trail
muainfenanee, bad mooie night, and a fewr oflera.

Thii quarter, there are already eoen more trips being planned:
Ear Eamping this weekend al Hoecking Hills; Elimbing in Semeca, too;
the Elimbing eourse for the laul weekend in cApril, and a weekend
backpacking, lopo magp reading, and orienteering eourie, lo mention a
fern,

3 wani fe thank all the people who are helping ouf with this
quarter’s Open Howse, espevially: ‘Joe Loueek, for heading up the
wlide show; Shannon WNlliamu for being brae emough fo oolunieer lo
helg Joe; Shannon Hagar for nol only derigning the front of this
years T-shird, but for 1eeing the order through the enfire printing and
delinery prosess; Wina Neadews for doing the bask of 1ame shirl; Jay
ibion for heading up the elimbing course for the second consecniive
time, (ctll you elimbers, Jay i still aseepting oolunieers for
imstrietora); Dan Burpinkle and Xen Osborn for heading up the
orienteering trip; Jeanne Uennemeyer ediling this publieation; and the
reut of the officers, Jim, Dorsey, Jeremy, and myielf, for doing our




P rEfﬂEE to "Ode to a Stove”

During the Spning of 1995, 7 weeived a
beeren from Dawd Tramer wha af the fne wad an
Appalackian Tread - ddber. We cladneed that de aud
dia (edians kibera dad (aifen dnfo disfaven winh ofe
Rldapeniily Tutomnalional god. ‘We aabed how & wda
posedlle to regain the favon of the gods again as ey
fikieed Fo eal daf joadd wow dmd agace aifen Aiking all
agbeared an fhe pager fefore we Please ercase the lase
eeTde ad i wad adied af fhe faal woment for Pasd's
fanticalan extoqment. bot o thade form of yos wdo dune
kel i sefens. what can T sag? Some of the goamget
mecomdors meiy woll be wondering., “HHat &2 @ Seeal™ Ta
iz T caw only say. ask Tof Ressler and speak loudly
8 ke caw hess goul

Waré Guttadauns

ODE 10 4 STOVE

by Mark Guttadawro

(¥} _Gr.:r.‘u: 'H'Fu.l.j:l:rrl.tr Irde rraﬂ:l:q.m.u::lf [_.Fi.?d

Beiler of the waters, Cookgr of foods,
Skauder of the dishuater and Melter of fine cheeses.
Protect us from the wreeh of the bathed Sputter god.
Andt allory the warmth of your bfue glow

Ta part tirg shodoms .;'._';' r |:|::I::':|F.|=E!'=.

HMear us, O Great Whisperiite Intermational God,
Ferker of coffees, Brofer of tasty sausages,

Consort of the Lipton Goddess ard

Trceperator :‘._I;I'r_'::I:IIEI'ﬂII.r..I'LII .!;'e: .Ec:lﬁ.

We pratse your benisiung of the eond Demen Prince Soe
To the noise pollution compost pile of fistory,

We look for the dovwmfoll (lange abyss please) of Semay,
Only dermon-child of Svea, through your pozvers of Gguition.
fn this kope, we aroint you tath the sgered Gumout,

Fane of the Sputter god,

By the power of your flame, let's eat!

Mountaineering Club
Videos
by Jeanne Vennemeayar
Here is a preview of
new releases. Don't miss
them!
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“Larry Lies"
In this full-length feature,
Larry agmits that he has beean
deceiving us for years.

His mother iz really the ons
who bakes the "so-called™ Larry
cookies that he brings on all
the trips. “| apologize to
gveryone, | just liked getting all
of the attention,” said Larry.

“BUGGED!"
Everyone knows that the DAN
VAN has gone on more trips
than Can.

WHONG! "Dan" has been
thera all along.

Mo one knows it, but the DAN
VAN is secretly ngged with
hidden cameras and
microphones!

For years, Dan has basn
capturing footage from all
across the country via the
hidden cameras he installed
insicde and outside the van.

He has also captured many
revealing conversations and
intimate scanas amaong various
club members. “Only Dan
could pull this one off,” said
Holand. "He can build
ANYTHING!"

(These videcs may of may not be e |




Tall Tales——
AtTimberline

This i the story of the UCMC ski trip to Timberline ski resort in the Canaan Valley, West Virgini the
last weekend in Januvary 1994, Tt is a compilation of everyone's thoughts after the first day of sking.

I drove down on Thursday night ¢ [-27-94) with Jerry, Mike. and Randy. We skied for free on Friday
with the coupons that Matt and Dorsey provided and had a great tme. Later we checked into our resort at
Beaveridge Lodge and waited to be awakened as the rest of the UCMC group staggered in at all hours of the
night. The next thing | knew Nate woke me and told me it was 8:30am - the slopes open at 9:(klam.  The only
thing I thought was [ have to hurry and get dressed.

Wair, why was [ with Nate and naked? Trying to be casual about the whole situation, | grabbed my
eans and put them on while still under the covers. [ discussed it later with Nate and found out it was purely
nnccent. Why, I'm not even Nate's type.

All the smiles, laughter, and good times make it all worth while, Of course smiles and laughter only
20 so far when you've got a 200 pound guy sprawled out across your legs and vour feet are going numb.
Mavbe a nice, sharp kick to the neck would do the mck but you can't move a muscle anyway so you just be
there hoping the girl next to you will stop snoring eng enough for you to actually pet some skeep. But no. all
night long the grating of her congested sinus slowly drves you nuts. But you can't move and you just be there
thinking about tomorrow when you'll get your revenge out on the slopes.

Now I feel bad. Lving here thinking about taking out my revenge on such a nice girl. As if it iy her
fandt her sinuses are full, | should be nice to her; she's been under enough stress already. Especially after
the termible ordeal she had lase week with thar rabid guinea pig.

She was setting out her clothes for the UCMC weekend ski trip upstairs in her bedroom. The bedroom
window was open and the diseased rodent cleverly scaled up five stories into her room.  Unbeknownst to the
wirl, the guinea pig was hiding in her ski clothes waiting to attack her. As she grabbed her clothes the rodent
sprung out and sank his pointed teeth into her belly button. She careened cur of conrol down the slope
scredming and rearing ar her clothes. This, of course, resulted in a HUGE pile-up of skiers and
anlookers'gawkers. [t was a terrible scene - there were bodies lving everywhere.

The sight of so many horizontal persons immediarely riggered within me a flashback our nights siay
in the condo. Nights that began in a relaxing, peaceful aimosphere and then hitle by bittle would turn nto &
strange. weird climate where everybody would stare at éach other rymg to find in the depths of the others
eyes, the essence of life, the reason of being alive, the unbearable lightness of the human being. Pure
existentialism that would lead to exorcism, evil spirits coming out of our bodies and dancing around.



The muvic was Strauvinsky 's " Rite of Spring ", ver these spiries were domg counmy line danices. e
viared i disbelicl. Randy was the first of us o speak. Seroking fus goatee he sard "this 1x the most exempian
mcpufestation of absolute evil | have ever seen. Let's conguer it by overwhelming it with the goodness of our
hearts cndd the pure ranonadiny of our minds. " He then led our bibulows bunch i an assidions chamting o,
the New World phulosopher’s credo in the radmonal marmer. We all held our beer cans atop our beacds with
ater righl fends, while smudiarneonsly using our left hands to (O-6p our lefi ears (mmbolizing a wilfimgmess 1o
fisteny ard charted "Vita Meaeme, Vito Mecme, " which i bad Lain for "live to the macmum "

Chrs awakened from the sound of the mystery alarm (?), be then woke me. After thar evervone
tell our of bed and fell into the Groove A bit disonented we stumbled outside and into the car and were off
Being the first time here snowboarding, me and Chris were just a bit leery of the day to come. We all had our
own thoughts and strategies of what was to come. We had gotten our Lift tickets, got strapped, and was ready
to pull some “Fatty-Fat" air

First time skiing is abways a tough experience. Looking at the mowrnain aud the wilderne ss makes
et wovkder, "am | povea be UK or will [ fnert my knee”. But there were other people hurting; bodies were
beng heniled off the mountain left and right. Wi do we subject ourselves 1o such carnage® Are we bent on
self destruction, or are we just idiois?

The correct answer is: (B) We are just wdiots; idiots who refise 1o sit around and let life just happen
to them. We, we are the idiots who go out on the imb and take the risk. Sometimes we experience the thnll
of caprunng life, that almost perfect run down the mountain, our hearts beaning, our minds alert and alive, and
our spirits lifted from the drudgery and apathy that pervade modem society. [t's the smile, the childhke smile of
pure bliss. [t's a smile we're simply lucky to have, It's the smile that we seem to abways fieel just before we see
the other side of that coin, agging when we should have been zagging, shiding into a tree, or twisting a knee
around our heads. It's breaking an ear on the ice. And it's worth it for the smile.

It was a different kind of smile that | had as [ slipped under the grate in the fireplace  These wdiots
had been trving to start this fire all mght. Well thirty seconds under that wood and it was crackin™ and popping
pieces of ash onto the living room rug. [ was it

Yes, it was the beginning of another enlightening psychedelic experience. The only source of iruth
it the world | submerged myseif in the essence of mind altering states. My true desires hegan 1o make
themselves keenen. | traveled up into the sirmosphere and beyordd  Mind exparsion opering into new worlds
of reality. [ could see the construction of my DNA. [ undersiood my purpose and saw with the third mmer
eve. Hands nirn irmward and can no longer serve a purpose.  Spirorg throwgh a myriad of foreign siates,
am yow louch the immer chald? Whe 1s over that edge and do we have the guls to pursue 17 [ experienced
the high country of the mind | awoke rmude, while makirg a smow angel.

1 rarely am nude while being in the snow 30 | ook my ume and empoved the feeling, Of course it
was cold, vet warm. Is this what [ was suppose to feel? | had 1o get myself out of this siuation, so [ clicked
my heels together three times and said "there's no place like home, there's no place like home, there's no place
like home" Thank God, the whole experience was just a strange hallucinanon induced by trving not to fisten
1o Joe Loucek's Grandpa's jokes, I'd do anything 1o avoid those stupid, annoving, never-ending jokes. Nothing
in this story reveals any Freudian truths about my desires. 1t was purely fantasy.

Trip members/authors: Jerry Bargo, Mike Gorman, Matt & Dorsey Hogg, Randy Mueller, Mike Schirmer,
Joe Loucek, Joe Lampe, Katnna Dohmal, Nate Pfeffer, Tracy Combs, Brad Conway, Mark Bambach, Dan
Lynch, Michelle Boley, Doug Williams, Yandira Regules, Chnis Thomas, Dave Texter and Carlos Guuermez



The UC Mountaineering Club

by Joe Lampe, UCMC President

The University
of Cincinnati
Mountaineenng Club
(UCMC) 15 a four
season club dedicated
to self-awareness and
educaton n the
outdoors.

We enhance the
college expenence by
providing students with
the opportunity to
acquire leadership
skills, experience team
work and build self-
confidence. Through
providing access to
equipment and
resources, UCMC
allows students to
participate in many
outdoor activities that
would otherwise be
beyond reach on a
typical college student's
budget.

UCMC takes
part in but is not
limited to cycling,
caving, canoeing,
backpacking, rock

climbing, white water
rafting,
mountaineering, cross
country skiing, hang
oliding, skydiving,
sailing, scuba-diving,
and kavaking.

At our weekly
meetings we provide
lectures, slide shows,
and speakers on topics
such as first aid, safety,
equipment use and
care, environmental
concerns, club trips,
etc.

The club also
maintains a library
containing maps,
books, magazines, and
newsletters. These
resources provide
beginners and trip
leaders alike with a
readily available source
of knowledge about the
activities we do, our
trip leading
experiences, and
environmental 1ssues.

We also try to
provide equipment
which help to make ou
activities possible and
to ensure safety.

Club members
plan trips and venture
out each weekend.
Longer trips are
planned for each of the
quarter breaks.

UCMC offers
beginners formal
instruction in the
form of beginners'
courses, and informal
instruction in "learn-
as-you-go" type trips.

We have around
100 dues paying
members and a typical
weekly meeting
attendance of 60 to 90
people!




"Last One in is a Cold Cheese"

by Mark Guttadauro

FRIDAY %4/92-Riding OfT Into the Sunset

There | was, hard 3t work 1n the aboratery on the morming of the day we were leaving for our Utah inp. People
were going o begin 10 rendesous al my botise al two, and [ dedn get off work ungil 3 30, MNeodless o e, 1 et for an
extended hench. two-and-3-half weeks wonh. Stoppang 1o pick up Lara on the say home. we arrived pust before Don
Speller and Mefissn Baey showed up with Roland's van. Bob Kessler calls and savs, "I'm at Stefan’s house o pack ham up
and he's nod bomae!” Next @ strange car pulls up and a girl gers out with a backpeck. o one scoms (o recognize fer, and
there we are sandang around the van thinkang, Who the hell 15 she™ She savs, *1'm Sally Lash and I'm gomng 1o Litah with
vou'" Wi find oul that she agreed 10 2o and help Cindy Kessler wath twelve month old Grechen on the inp with ondy two
davs notice. We finalhy recerve 2 phone call from Bob mforming us that Stefan has retarned bome, but still needs to pack
fior the tnp. Not 50 spon. Bob arrmves with a Honda filled with baby paraphernatia and one Stefan. and no mom for
amvone's ackpack becase a babwy crib doesn't pack very well. We all tell Stefan that he must buy akl of us dinner to make
amends for being late. A long while laer, evervihing is packed and ready 10 2o and we are roducad o waiting, for Greg
Towes i show up. Fortunatehy, be had grven bus gear 1 us the night before. Shomly after he armives, we are drving west
ingn the sunset, on the rmoad for Demver, Drmving, straght through, we stop onky for mealks and g By carly afternoon
Sarurdkry, we have armed at the Gerding's house m the suburbs of Demver

SATURDAY 9/5-Green and White Toys

Shonthy after arrving and finding o one home, we decide 1© do some hunch. We return o the Cerdings, where
we et Jerri Best and the Gendings, and find Panl Kramer has amved ot the Gerdings after an enting sumimer spent
hikang in the Pacific northwesa, We then form a reconnaissance trip to the local RE] and also o The North Face sore
where evervone is able to acquire copeous amounts of trail gudes and outdoor gear. Later that night. Cindy. Gretchen and
Linds Gopdics return o the Gerdings from a davhike. Senousty outvoted, Pl and | are forced to endure dinner at Pizza
Hit. both of us having developed a healthy immunity from the eroyment of pizza and pizza related foodstuffs over the
vears whibe working @ LaRos's.

SUNDAY %6-Porcupines & Corpses

We wake up on Sunday momning after sleepang out in the backvard, and geta good laugh when Crerchng
infiorms us that her neighbor called her during the night to warn ber that there wers several bodies or corpses in her
backyvard. Shorthy after breakofes, we vovage 10 the airport and pick up oar two rented Explorer’s. 3 green one and a white
one. Immediately upon sighting the green Explorer, | am informing Bob that if we get the green Explorer. [ wall be in that
viehicle. Feady o leave for Utah, oor onby hobdug is wanting for Fred Horms 1o return, Waring fior Frod, our group 15
sprawled out on the Gending's front Liwn, reading our new books and trl guides. pliving frishee and foothall (Stefan has
an imstzable need (o play (rishee gmytime be has a free moment) or listening o Paul 1ell epec comedies abouor his ravels
carlier in the summer. Explaining just how 3 porcupine managed io ry to eat hus MSR waterpum of how he was
surprised by @ huge bear on the trail that turmed out 1o be a cow, Paul kept everyone entertained by rediucang them 1o fits of
uncorntmllable lughter. The nomor was that Fred had 10 drop his brother off in Allnaguengue at seven in the moming on
Sunckrv, Hey| Today is Sundey and isn't Albaoguendgue like almest 500 miles from Desver? Fred won't be bere unnl afier
fomur! We are poang w0 be waiting all day! Unknown to us, that staternent would not cause any desa va for the rest of the
entire trip. This was 0 be the firs and only time we would be forced to wait for Fred. He arrmed shordy after three and we
were 5000 o6 our wary b0 Grand Junction. We begin our drive by climbing through the foothills of the Front rangs and on
ingo the heart of the Rocky Mountains. Fred and Linda are having a iough time in the piclarp, It is extremely loaded down
with all our gear and goes uphill very slowly. As we approach the Eisenhower unnel, Bob suggests that we pull off i the
scenie overlook at the far end of the tunnel and wait for the pickup. Paul and | are gnang Bob a kard ime aboo his Bes
Hars We are snving that it's a good thing that his order of Spiralina-Bee Bars (gag! choke! barf!) didn't armve in mme af
the Gerdings or we would be forced 10 go over the pass. The reason for this is that Bee bars would be considered
harardous carpo and would not be permitted 1o pass through the Eisenbower nmnel. In fact, we tell him, they are 5o bad
that we should have those little Department of Transportation diamonds they put on semi-trucks plastered all over the
Explorer You know. poisonous cargn, commosive, radicactive wasie and, of course, biohazard To all this, Boly's only reply
15 “yeah veah veah . Bes bars are good for vou and vou girvs fust don't want to admit it* Bob has arranged o have Chns
Gerding mail the Packnge of Bee bars to the Escalanie Post Office. general delrvery. As we Sil, waiting for the pickup, in
the scemic overlook on the far sde of the nnel. the peckup comes rocketing out of the tunmel doing eghty-ples MPH and



pgoes screanung denan the mountzn We all pemp evio the teo exploress and ke up the purant Ot the Far sde af the
mountuns we pass through Glermvood camon, trmveling on the newhy complewed secuions of hughway, Rmally completed
afler decades of constmiction. After following along the ony Colordo, we amve at 3 Grand henction KOA and st up
camp in the dark.
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MONDAY %/7-"Standing in the Middle of Nowhere, With Nothing to Do, Here We G0 Round
I“-_Elin i

Finally, indey we escape from these overcrowded urban conglomerations that people think of as "civilizanon™
and head for the open desert. Just fill up the gas tank and here we go! . F'm thinking, when oy revenie is suddenly
interrpted. *What's that Bob? you kost vour pocleetionifie and want Pand, Lara and myseif o sneak down the street 1o
GENE SNYDER'S HUNTING FISHING AND OUTDOOR SPORTING STORE tw buy a new pocketianife for you. You
don't want evervone kot in the store for bours? | can't imagine why nol* Forunasely for s, this coverl operation wis
actweved with evervone else being none the wiser except for Bob's prodests that 3 pocloetionific lilee this doesn't cost $35. An
howur kater, we cross into Uiah and pess 2 mad construction sign, folkowed by reguilarty spaced repairsd amess on the mad
Bok lpoks ug from his book in irritation and szys, " can't read with all these bumpe, how long is this constraction area™ |
reply 1o Bob, "Dion't worry, the sign sxid road construction next 113 miles!™ Later, after hnch on top of 2 tall batie with an
FWesome view, we cruise into the Deadhorse Point visitor's center and instanthy we are off on a several mile dayhike along
the camyon mm at Cindy's suggestion. The view of the camvon is amaring. Three-tundred feet below the nm on shich we
are standing is 4 wide plane with 2 white edged rim which then drops another several hundred fioet down o the Colorado
river. There are huge artificial lakes in the distance. They stand out like 2 sore ihumb becanse they are obwvisesly alien 1o
the terrun. A sign explaing that they are nitrate mining pools, where nitrte-saturated water is evaporated, so the nitrate
can be shoveled up and caned sway. Are those little things down there really mountain bikers circling along the Wiite
rim? Looking from the bottom of the "L~ of the gooseneck. the view from Deadhorse point & as picturesque &5 all the
pictures vou see in the four-wheel-drive vehicle commercials on TV. The name of the point spparently comes from the
daughier of 2 herd of horses ai this point. So much for the 'named after 3 neat story’ theory, Afler sering up camp, we hop
in our Expiorers and drive pell-mel] (this is a euphemism for "abmost g fst s the vehicles will go%) @ Grandview Pomt
a1 Bobv's hehest, "Hurry, hurry, we'n: going (o miss the amset!” Upon armiving at Grandview Point in plenty of tme for the
aunsct, we are treated 10 an awe inspiring view of the white rim and a huge expanse of broken terrain, looking out i the
heart of Camyonlands National Park, Just think in a few days we'll be nght out in the middie of that, Bob keeps telling us
Looking out over the camyons, there s only camyon after canyon, with the hint of rivers somewhere lost in the depths.
Straight out 10 the south is the Confluence of the Colorado and the Green Rivers, 1o the rght s the twisty and iorumos



reaches of the Moee anss and @ the fefi. off in the dsmance, are the srres of the “soodies, doanct. Imagne 1 thousand
wodort of sed and arenge. with whne inmming along the rim ueerspersed with the duller gron-whiie sandstone Lners, all
of nhus premtcd on o jumble of cansons. clifl fEoes. sares and broken Eands and chen (5 with the sod-orange ghow of the
serting sun. A workd unlike am other. where green exiens onkv s duad nbbons on cither side of the meandering mers
Afier the sunset and maemn pictures. we dmee back 1o the Mesa arch crasl and ke & rght hike out 1 the anch. whach is
right on the edge of the nm. You can look straight down the nm from undermenth the arch. The most memomile g of
the evenung, is te o, the sars are all ot in foree. [1is sunmng o see how bright they are when vou get anay from the
ci

TUESDAY 9/8-Space Aliens Kidnap Elvis

st the moming, Bob and others get up and go 10 see the sunnise at Deadhorse Point. when they retwrm. we dve
to Cereen Fnver, sop fo refise] and let Cindy purchase a wotermelon to et for lunch, and queckly leae the ooam an a dant
moad thal heads out into the open deser towands Horseshoe canmvon. Afler eating each others din for many, mam madles,
Tneralky e ance the sand sven muade i1 into the Explorers with the windows closed and onby the air conditionang
runnieg, we finally come upon a losely 2gn stcking up i the middle of nowhere. claiming thar Hoeseshos Camon can
be attained by mng nght. We pull up i the tmilhead in the sarly afiernoon and after & quck hinch. we prepare for our
manand derwn into the camyon. Poul and nmvsedl ane waschung in dishelief a5 mamy of the others decade 1o take one gquan of
water o bess after being crutioned thae they will be heking in the open desert and il will be very hot. On the way into the
camrven, Bob s explaining that Horseshos campon 5 the sight of the larpest and best collection of pictographs in Mo
America. The best ansa i the carmyon is called the Great Gallery and s several miles upcamvon. When we omme across the
firs evidence off Inchan mock a1 on the camyon walls, we are joined by a sirange man who claims thar these drawings are
prood that I7FCYs exst amd that aliens have svisited the planct sarth and also ot an Ebes memonal on the moon Paul
then questions the mam as o whether or not they (the aliensh wene able 1o srve Ehvis and whene exactly they ook bim As
e comnumue 10 the Great Gallery, the man follows and spouts phrases like, "This s amazing, the same aliens who did
Ester |alamd mest beve dope thig!® and aban, "This s nearty defimite proof that abiens. see the spacesnts 1n the dreangs,
they couldn’t be anyvihing efse. that alisrs aliered the evalubon of mankind by miertresding with chimpansess!™ Paul
ks snang, this gy s greal. be's more endertinming, than the Nanonal Enguarer!

The Cereat Ceallery is a wadl under an overhang (a la Riod River Grorge) which is covered with many figures of
men, animals and scenes of e in the desen, or something aboul aliers and Ehvis and ssamlly actnve chimpanoess. Fesl
free o believe whomeser you wish. They pactographs seem to have been painted on the sindsione walls with some kind of
red and black parms. There are literally hundseds of figures drawn on the walls of the Gres Gallery. For 2 moment, vou
wonsder wiy the Anssaen Incians febt the neod o paint on the wall. Then you think, why & it that we have graffin iodsy
Paul. Lara and oovself begin the trip back down the camyon st 1t 5 now nearty an oven on the camon Moor, Wi are very
harppy 10 harve broagin over oo quans of water ench. W begin the steep, instial climi out of the canyon, it's a real bich
samce the hill is pust 2 big sand dune, 'We casilty reach the: vebickes and decsde 0 stan dinner. W's can be entong, by the Hme
amyone clse gets out of the camvon. An hour and & hatf lser, the Last of the group drags oo cimp uss before the sun sets,
Pathetic & 3 good wiry [0 descnibe how 3 pesson Jooks afler hiking in the open desert with too little waser. Stefan refers o
Fiok as "Food parmer” and Bob's only reply is, A parmership mmplies equal sharing, if this is toe, Siefan, how come you
alwavs end ap with the betier half of the dinner™ To which Stefan replies. "1 nesd more food than nry food partner since |
am more entertaming than vou, oy bedoved food partner” Entertamment for the evening consists of placang Greachen in
her crib at the edge of the parking kot and shooting pictures of her with nothing beiind b the moon and miles and miles
of nothing. It's amazing what cvilized people are redoced to when there's not enough aloohod around | pust kedding Cindy!
Oine of the other groups s ielling s what it was like to scale the Flint tril, which we will traverse womormow. They clasm
the trail ascends 1 200 vertical fieet in less than half a mile. It's pretty exciting they claim. We sleep out under a sky full of
gars, the double white streak of the Milley Wy stretching acress the entime siy.

WEDNESDAY 99-The Rat Patrol

In the morming, we part wavs with Cindy, Gretchen and Sally. They cannot not follow us on the four wheel drme
roads in the Honda and so they are headed o Capitol Reef 10 do some davhiles and will eventually meet us back in
Demver. The mest of us coniimae down the din noads io the Hans Flat Ranger Station on the west adge of Camonlands. Ane
we four-wheehn’ va? we keep asking, little do we know what & comang! Todsry is the beginning of an interesting
pheznnmena, with the green Explorer in the lesd and Fred and Linda folkowing choscly in Frad's pckup, the whits Expiomns
15 often lost behind s in the distance. As the white Explorer is traditionalty the last vehicke packed every morning thas
faur, Paul and nmyself finally have develioped a nvpothesis as 1o whny this might be happening. We call it the peppermint
puty theory (no, not some Charfie Brown thing) but rather from the York Peppermint Paity commercials, you know, it's
nod just s pepperminl pamy, i's 3 Yok Peppermint Pacty! So we keep telling Bob, we need o stop and regroup, and let
ithe others caich up. "Which vehick: is missing™ and then when we mfiorm him 0 15 the white vehdcke, he sys, “Why s it
alwans the same car™ Well Bolbs, we all sav, i's the white car, iUs nol just any car Bob, it's the white car! When the while



ar fimalh caiches up with s if 15 then onby mimecs before they are franbcalty sgnally svervone o sop. After we gop
Greg and Jern are immediatcly climbing imio the back of the mokup, o scems their stvrofioam cooler has shatensd from
the bumps and polts 1t had been absorting on the rough ride. The back of Fred's truck is soaked and smells like dead
rodtung andmds by med-afierneon. Miraculoushy, the watermelon has survived unscathed

W fmally drsembark 3t Hans Flat io find the flag fving 2t halfl mast and wonder who shot the president. W ask
thee lach at the desk and she snvs. "Oh no! 1t wasn't te presdent. Senor so-and-50 from ™ staie™ died * Afler wasting
miaine of cur moncy i thetr bookstone and fnding ot that the road conditions. are in about s pood 45 shape as they are
ever i we e oit oo descend the Flint Trail. whech 15 the mad which takes vou below the [ron rim and mto the Mare, Cur
goal 15 todrmve ol nbe the Dollhouse and Standing Rocks arcas

Lipon encountering the top of the Fhing Tral, we find tha this s a senous hittle descent domn a nibbon of din
road that winds its way back and forth down switchbecks. descending 1200 feet in less than a half oule. Thar's almos one
verisc food for every two honzontal feer) We send Fred dowmn first 1o see if he wall make i, and watch as he negotiates the
three-poant urms on the switchbacks. That's where vou cut it around the rm as hard 35 vou can il your fronl tines get
chorer w the edge than vou really wanl them, then vou back up and try 1o pull forward again and make the trm. bo
problem excepl for thal linde grade we menboned earbier. [0 18 fun wiaching Fred ease foreard a couple feet @nd then
shichng fve or s afler be locks hus brakes, especually on that s=chon where the tranl poes down a really steep hill and then
makes a sharp right tum Fred stops af the first theee-point tum and waits for evervone alse 1o copy his driving feats of
bouncing over foot high boulders goimg down a steep hill nght on the adpe of the cliff Suddenty, we are down and it is
hanchiime. Doring hunch, we ane all commenting how happey we ane that the hard part is now over. You ain't seen nothin'
vet, babw! 15 2 polite poetic method 1o foreshadow the readers that the exoting pan of the day 15 sall to come. First, we
follow a corcupiows route along the edge of 300 food chiffs wherne you can lean vour hesd oul of the ok and see straaghi
dicran to the hase of the cliff, Mext, we dacide to sharten our journey by motoring down a dry wash uniil we regain the
road. After 3 shor, very relaxing drmve across a flat, sandy plain, we find oursches i the Teapol Dome area where the
poing gets iough. [magine a shell of slickrock fficen foet wide with a chifl up on the driver's side and a cliff down on the
other ade. and add 1o the et that the shell i very uneven, one o two fool vertical sections (o try 1o drive over, vou
puessed . we all do a lot of walkang and ramp bulding. After hours and hours of bone-prming pamshmend, we manage 0
concuer the lough sechon. Frve miles down and only sevenieen 1o po. Several hours befos the sun seis. we gne up in
dhsgust amd backtrck unhil we find a mce [t bench o camp oul on. Don' fonget that this is all kappeming ot in g
bemanful pamible of camvons and sandsione cliffs that we saw from Grandview poind ages ag0. Kinda like 3 bad dov in
paradise or some gilly shit like that

Watching the sun go dewn and turn the expanse of camyons ol over the maze section o blseing golds and
coppers is incredible and makes one realize s hew musch vou miss Inving in the city. No stars tonight, we nobor s we
lary ot our bags under the stars. the moon is ol and extremely bright. Since it would he inappropiase 1o end a hell day
ke thas on o peaceful note, [1] mention the o tha [ awake m the moddle of the: night w feel something crawling on mry
legs. Mo, mol o snake bat it could be a soormon.. “Paol, Paul get up, there's something crawling around in my bag, g il
and gt it out. " 1t takes 3 while %0 comance Paul that it isn't & snake and no he sn' going 1o gt B Afterwards, his onby
comment was, all that for 2 stupid spider. 1 am hapyy it is only 2 stuped spider and not a scorpeon even though | now e
ten or pwebve bites to prove the existence of the Little bogger. Senling down agam, we realoee we ane now under the most
amaring display of stars and shooting siars thal we have ever seen,

I The UC Mountaineering Club Meets every Wednesday

at 7pm
in the Old Chemistry Building
in Room 525

After the Meeting, the Real MEETING Takes Place
at Daniel’s Pub in Clifton!

Please Join Us!




THURSDAY % 10-Drivin' My Life Away

The mest day we are all up carty and ready 1o go, excepd for the white car. Peppermani patty theons —it's not just
amy car, 1'% the white car, and soon set o 10 retrace our enpovable path of the day before. Those of us in the green
E-plorer are wondering how the five of us manage to pack afl our gear in the vehucle casily, while the foor in the whne
Explorer have mouble cvery morming finding space for all their gear. Once again. we find oursehves commutling serious
acts of car abase 08 we inch. scrape and Bottom oul our way abong this wonderful expanse of shokoock that someone
decided to call 2 read. If anvone has ever had the pleasure of lulang over shickrock in the desert. that person would know
chert by fosds woukd drrve cars out amo the shckrock ven thar's us. ondy we are doing it twice in a5 many davs with
nodhang seen in berween, Today, | find myvself plonng the white Exploser. Embasmassed (o be seen m the vehicle, | wear
oy sunglasses constamly. With me s Pael, whom [ have forced o suffer with me, and alse Jern and Greg, Jern, who gets
motion sckness. s ot fesling well and [ bet vou coudd never geess why| Greg 15 reading his book’, which he seems o
never be without, He reads thas book of wellness and bealth consanily, while loungang in the back of the white Expiorer
Lasckaly. we meoover the ground o where our "road” meets the Fiunt Tronl pnctson and we decide that it would be best
folkow (he moad in the cuoven rather than v 10 ascend the Fling Trl Ondy twenny-thres mikes 1o Hite, whens it is numored
that onee agmn we will encoumier, wonder of wonders, paved roads. One of the more misrssting probiems we encounter
while driving m a very Lange. fat area is the ondy senu-prmvate "eilibes” to be foand mmvobve ganding behind the last
vehucle (white. of cowrse!) and doing vour thing, 50 1o speak. Those against this at first. tend © change their minds afier
several more bumpy miles. Al one of these "pitsiops’, [ do the anthinkabie with the white Explorer and pump indo the lead,
Timse bo et somone eat our dust for a change, 'm thinking, Paul 15 mutiening that those must be clouds in the distance
because the bolt of lighining has 1o be on the way . As we crudse along, Paul and [ theorize that the road is & bt longer
than Bob promused. We decide he is gnang destances in Bob-miles, a unit that we uncarthed a couple vears back in Para
canvon. There are 2.2 miles o cvery Bob-male, Pand and [ rockon that 2.2 1o | 65 like pounds in nlograms, thar's if, metnic!
And this we come up with KM U s (Kessler Metrsc Units). Now, let's see, Bob said it was 23 miles of dirt road 1o Hite,
rhat cowrverts 1o resl miles as nearty 51 miles. Evenislly, we make our way © pavement and Hite, where the Colorado
empies ik Lake Powell, bt nod without a lag scveniure. As the roads sirsghiens oul and becomes less potholed, ouwr
speed incremses and | manage 1o stempl (o deive over 2 food desp wash crossing the moad. A really big jolt and curses from
the back sat nol a problem, bl the g mock 1 iy 1o move wath the front differsntial lenves it initials on the underbody,
ouch! After so many awe-Insparing views in the ks few davs, i s onby o that lunch is saten while perched on the
beat dock of the Hite marina walching garbege float by in the lake and ssimmers umpang in pear the sign that claoms
that overly high bacteria levels make swimming dangerous. Chvilization, am't it great? Paul and | manage to ond our eale
and escape from the dreaded white Explorer. With Don Speller at the wheel of the first Explorer. green niod winte of
course, we drmve i Hanksville, swhere we get gas at the store in the side of the hill (i you don't understand, don't ask., just
o and se for voursedl) and continue our quest oo find Cindy and Co. somewhere in the Capitol Reef campground.
Highway 24, heading towards Capitol Reef is 3 drive with swesomse scenery and also sharp lefi um followed by shamp
regha wrn and <o on and 20 on. Don manages o drve 1 like 10 is 2 srsght road Perhape be's 3 linke more fearless than the
rest of us. We ponese at the sight of petrogtvphs in Capitol Reefl Petroglyphs are carved Indiian rock ant. These are not
nesirty a5 good as the pectograms 0 Horseshoe Camvon. O the sany 1o the Capatol Resll campground, we stop for 2 quick
shower in a waterfall and pood at the side of the road, vou can'l believe how bad we nesded that, When evervone is
fintshed with therr wonderfiully relaxang senm, we qackly find Cindy, Sally and Gretchen i the Frusta campground. Sally
15 pumping with jov. She is saved from riding with 2 screaming baby for a short tme. The whole arsa 15 one hage apple
orchand where a huge herd of mule deer roam among the toes. Everyone wanders into the orchand to have & quick apple
and we laugh at Siephan and Greg's atiempis to get the deer i feed from their hands. After 3 rather lengthy discussion. i
15 decided that we could gain an extrs day for the Escalante tnp by driving on into Escalante todsy, an addiional | 50
makes of driving on an already long doy. However, those of us with car kevs prevail, under greas protest and general
unhappiness, and once again, off we go. We mmble up and over the Boulder Mountins enjoving the great view, drmve
Cherougrh the shickrock an the other sade and cross the Escalante rver. We hurve Jost the white car, of coarse. Stopping at 3
scepic overlook, we wait and wart and wait . Evenmally, we armve at the Petrified State Forest campground, Bob is
happily displaying the package of Bee bars that he picked up a1 the Post Office. Lara, Sally and Melissa sav that they are
eager W oy them, Paul and | knowingly look on in disgust. They say after listening 0 Poul and Mark knock on Sparaling
Bee bars for 3 wook, they foel the need o find out for themsebves what they are ke, Fortunatedy, Poul and | are vindicated
and no one likes the Bee bars. "See Bob®. Paul and [ ecstatically vell, "they make normal humnans puke!™ Bob 15
screaming, “Oh come on, they aren't bad ® He takes a bite, "Mmm, these are really tasty, Bee bars are food for the soul ™ In
the Petrified firest campground ouside Escalante, it s decided than Jern will go with Cindy and Sally will joun our group
to hike the Escalante rmver camvon. Cindy 1€ burving the budles for dinner iondght, Afier finishing her vegeiables, she
procesds from person o person mooching a linde food from evervone. AL long last, the poor ioruned and abused
walermelon, remember the one Cindy bowgrht vears ago. = fnally bang served o 3 group of amaeed and appeeciative
soon-o-be ikers. The nest of the naght s spent franocaily repackang for our six day pourney



A Frog’s Life
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by Bridget Ehue

i1 was 3 pretty rainy day, but | was oul 1heqe checking
{hings out. 'When suddeniy hit by a flash flood, | was
swepl away Downward. inlo the dars biack

Swamming, actually bamg swepl along, suddenly thare's
light ahead. Swimmeng owErd a rock highbghled . ihe
black. Resting & minute, then regizing all the lighis are
shining on me. Jumping back ima the water, Swepl
@lang, struggiing for a rock ouiside the spotlighl. A nice
spot, 3 litthe light, starting to calm down after 3 hard
Swimm

Fromm nowbere a hand closes as | iry 1o jump away
Trapped, dumped into a plastic botile of city water and
ihrowm into ihe dark

Afler fovever, justling and being thrown about in the dark,
Suddenty, it's light. the bottle s being emplied, even me.

GREEM GRASS. YEAI

'l Word te Wewweomers:

We'ne spent a lof of ifwe and effort
parliing this togetler to slvean goe eedeced
e e alionid, amd feose e erm Be purf
of il. We'dl like if if you'd gine 11 «
trg. Clur experience i that if gos don't
go on o frip snon and get to kanosn ns,
ot coon ' { he back for a wdiile. 7 first
ecame fo the ool jometione in 87, wiend
fo a feen meefings, amd thonglt that
theis ool be an foum elub o be part of.
i for jome reaion 3 dide 't eome boeke;
A srenl our o brips. H wosled be alwost
fine years before T would come back,
do the trips, engoy the ontdoors, ofimb
the mountoin, moke the friends, and
finel ot thead F oo rightcs H i frin. 7
derenin Heerd Beimddaight i 20020 and 3
don't gemerally gine wmiolicited adaice.
But here it is anyroay: Don'l maks
muy misiake. Do this mow before you
emid up gradoating and aiking
gourself, "Wy didm’t 3 de this alf

all®™ tloe Lampe

FRIDAY 91 1-Ower the Slickrock and Through the Sand

In the sarhy morming, we find oursebves heading down the Hole in the Rock rood ithon parallels both the Escalanic
river off bo the enst and the Kaparowls plaiean 1o the west. We jar along on the contimaous washboard, shewly sasing our
way down imio dry washes and back up the other sde. The slicirock and river, unsten in the deptis off o the befl seem 1o
hodd & hidden promase. Everyone seems subdued as if wating expectanthy for the hile 1o stan. With a final bone-jarmng
200 vards, we bounce into the trailhend ares at the end of Early Weed bench. Once everyone is quickdy wnicaded Bob,
Frexd and Linds head off 1o mun the reo or three hour round-trip shurtle, leaving the rest of s standing in the micke af
norwhere Those of us staving hehind seek: refuge from the sun over the edge of the bench and begm our imermission. We
it e 3 quck lunch and ory 1o nead 2 book or @ice an afiernoon sesa, When the one reiarming, vehicks appeans winy ou
o the homzon, we pack up and prepere 10 hike, Our destination, the entrance o Soorpson Gulch, fve males across open
slickrock. kinch ot thatwwary. How do we know we ane going the right wary, there's no landmaris! 1t all looks the same
*'om st kmow”, quaps Paul. “follow me, we want o get then befors dark. " Falling in @ep beside Paul, we share a smirk.
Both of us. along with Bob, have crossed this streach of desert three times: and ii's now burned into our souls. Acally. the
thard time was Bob it-never-mins-in-he-desert Kessler's Bl Ask him sbout it and be sare 10 use hes full name. Only a
humdred yards im0 our joumney, and both Melissa and Cireg, have dropped their water botiles and helphesaty waiched as
they cascaded w0 the botom of the bench. spriving water everywhere. Not even ton mimutes later, Paull crashes o the
ground and exclaims, 1 biew om an ankde fofls. no problem| [1's the same one [ injured twice this summes * He gots up
and quickly passes evervone and is in the bead again in onky three mimses. Poal and [ spiit the pathfinding duties. [ ry i
keep us oo line o 3 straegec sesse and Paul handles the tactical duties of whach sliciorock halls to climb over and whach 1o
st o 40 the righi o the lefi. Hiking slickoock seems move difficult than masmy other emains. cach sep jar v
body 2% vou walk across the slickrock or vou waddle and wind vour way through the sand. Four and a balf, exhaesting
e later. our three guarter mube blong wrain of poople straggles imo camp and collapses. How could four and 3 halfl miks
ke 50 hard” Bob i snang that ke (5 serving up his et in the sume spof 3% he did teo vears ago. Paul even claims, ol
ihose are the same rocks be wied s Bme 1o Sepport e min fy. Looking around it appears we are still in ihe midde ol
morwhere. Mothing to see for males in any drection, although those of us in the know are confident that the entrance 10

Scorpean Gulch is just & short distance awany across. open sand



SATURDAY %/12-Nettles. Damn Dams and Splashes

Mormng finds Paul, Lara and myvself packed and contemplating that it must be a wet summeer m the desen thus
venr becawss flowers are expioding from evens sand dune in sight Short bushy plants with white flowers and rod centers
and tller vellow ones cover the dunes ail around The sun s already hot and i0's onlv earh mormng, The sky v nearh
cloudbess and the sand 15 alresdy getting warm. Poul heads ol o reconnoster the glant sand dune iomibling down oo the
camvon. When evervone s ready. | lead the rest wo the top of the dune. Paad 15 suting oo the shade on the fr ade of the
camvon, far, far below Don and myvself descend several hundred feet queckdy, sendimg small lizards scurmving across the
sand and poin Paul 1o the shade and waich the others slowly work thear aay down the mang dune smlling desn mio the
canvon. Thers 15 already a noboeable temperature gradient when vou sep into the shade looks ke todsy wall be a i
o Wiz hznn our trnels down Soormon Crulch, lookang forward to passing wihod Pawd and 1 not so fondby refier 1o @2 (e
DD (the damn sand daam ). an uterty useless pile of sand that entirety blocks the way dosmncamon. As we approach. we
see 3 fhebd of plants hundneds of vards bong Beteesn us and the DS0D Meles! Skow womure i walking through a feld of
neftles that scrape and stick vour legs and then make them iich. Luckaby, when we fnally reach the DSDY we are going the
casy way, up Borty fioet of sand and dowmn over 3 hundred foct. We pass Darth Vader and oontrmee inbo the bowver and vers
scenuc secton of Scorpion. O, Darth Vader i= an gverhang which has the shape of somoone’s helmet, where one vear we
coamped under the overhang in (he lacation that woukd approsamate where the eves would be, In the lower ssctons, the
canrryon floor 15 shickrock and 15 comprised of small pool afier small pood, interspersed with o couple of huge boulder prles
that imvoltve some scrambling. One of these imvohves climbing down an & foor chimney which drops directly ingo a poal
Bevond this, there s flowing water in the camvon and hush green vegetation (o clinsh through and around Unfortunatedy,
aboa half of this vegetation is extremeby healthy (mone than 4 fizet @) "trees® of poison rev. Simee [ get 1 like the plagne
thi% is the s of mightmanes. When we reach the List pool befors the Escalante river, we saop for lunch. A wonderfal
s, Melissa is offering everyone a sample of Logn bread (14 cups of flour. ) wiich she is fond of weiling people shout
L case of its creation. The sandstone on one Sde 15 shaped ke 2 wave post beginming 1© curl and breakc, all done in that
red-orange codor for which the Escalante is famows. The muddle of this small area is a queet pool wath marshy grass
groewing around i Aler lunch, we phow through a forest of willows and emerge into the Escelante mver. As Paul and |
turn io watch evervone pop out of the willows, we watch as Sally, not so much emenges as sobmenges, when her first step
indo the river ends up beang waist deop. The hest kind of fun is often at someone else's expense. A prophetic thought
Several mimunes kater. Paul twists his ankbe again but he savs il is stll no probem. Another couple of minuotes and we mim
at Melrssa’s vell and watch her Gl down and st m the river. Bob and [ look &t each other with rnsed evebrows, what the
hetl ks poing on” Fifteen mimuies later, near disasier strikes as Sally mips and bashes her kneeccap on a rock. 18 looks ogly,
After scveral ionse momenis, Sally savs that 1 will be O K. and we continue on, Bob is tclling me that things will be better
after evervone ges thear mver legs. My reply is that an the mile we are going some people conld be double ampuiess by thal
tme. Bob and [ are iglling of the need 1w find a wallong stick. they are a prersquusie for desent mver hikang. Usedful for
checking the depih of the rmver and the dangerowaness of the quickesmd as well a5 coergency suppor afber rppung oever a
submerged rock. Evervone settles down and we move along much more easitv, Watching Creg haul his unadmsted pack is
Just koo painful 1o watch, Paul and 1 break down ind show him how o adjust the strps o this te weight i on his hips
W feed sorry for hom, even (hough we both know that has pack s filled with mamy cans of food and ‘the book'. The red-
orange of the camvon walls, the vertical black streaks of desert varnish adding color 1o the walls of oor workd. The rver 15
the color of coffee with cream, no sugar. The hech vegetation at the edge of the river lookes almoss flocresoent groen
corrpered o the: comtrast of the duller reds, browns, oranges and uns of the sandstone workd. We move into camp Lte in
the day. a small spot on 8 samdy bench overbooking 2 pool on a small sde camon. 'We sel op our tents under several
grizzled old cottomranod trees. What 3 great spol. 3 nice campepol under shady trees. and 3 clear pooi bedow in which wo
punp our water and soak our feet.

SUNDAY %13-Lizards for Lunch

Oar second dery hakang m the Escalante rover 15 3 mmach less eventful day. The firs excitement ocours when we
consider climbing over and cuthing a near rincon. A nncon is where a river corves back upon itself and nearty intersects
IS upstream curve, A rincon i where the waler wears through this spof and cms the loop. We figured we could bypess a
oo by cutting over & narmow spot and 50 seml Paod (he's easy to socket into amihing) w imestigate. Well, he never comes
back and we decide to go around and do it the long way. Eventualty, we find Pl sitting 0 the shade wondenng il we had
died or something, Sally and Paul have imvented the concept of stealth beavers 10 sofve the besver queston. The problem
15, besrver racks are evervwhere, willow branches with beaver weeth marks are scatiened along the river, the nemains of
beaver dams ane present, but of the beavers thers w0t a sign. The solubon = Sealth (echnology, o comilany of the
Heisenbwrg uncertxinty principle. [ i mpossible to both know whese the beavers are and also 1o see them. Since we know
where they are (racks, branches and dams), it then follows thar we will be onable o see them. Listening o the res of us
Lara’s only commeni i "You guys are really weird * Today is proceeding well. evervone scems to have found thesr mver



ey, s for Miclissn who has o boad sense of alance: We ench ke some of her pear o (gghien her oad ncrease her
speed and hopefully kecp her from losing, ber bakance on the wneven mver bonom Knowing the river is micks, veg can'
see the bottom, or where the mcks and decp spots art, those of us who hane hiked the desert camvons before seem 1o e
am sk sense 0 ahways be able o siepin the nght places, Sally ells me @ ope poanl. *1 give op rving 1o Gguwe ol
where the deep spots are. and pow [ past follos v and mow | never B amy protdems™ Al one poant. Fred and Linds sre
sk, s i we ko Wiy Mlelissa’s mose is green. We all quickdy ook back toward hhelessa and sare enough, it's green
with splotches of black. Lara volunteers that Melissy tnpped, fefl face firg i the water and banged her nose up, She sud n
realby would have been halanoas if she wasn injured in the act. We are raversing a long straight. extremely hol section.
when we decade 10 Stop & a small ade sream and ke lunch next to 2 buge rock, We drop our packs and climb up the
rock and kaugh and el a8 evervone o dhowly sliding off their seats. When we grab our packs after hasche 1 pick up my
paack and find a rambesnake curled up andermeath. | say “hey book! 2 rithesnake™ and suddenty Paal and | are the only
o' bl medwe. He's jus a linke gy, foureen inches long and ned qute @5 big around a5 oy peekoe. Good thing ool The
rest of the dav s spent looking for & campsaie that has beopme determined not b be found. A one poanl. we Sop to allow
evervone o caich up, 50 we can peck our campsite o & group. Bob s asking who i 15 we are stll waiting on and Paol and
I both reply a1 the same tumne. "The people from the white cir, Bob. not just any paople, bt the people froem the while car'™
We lager decade to serile for a flag sandy beach. We either camp here or we hile several more miles, 50 bere we camp
Evervone crowds o a small fiat bl rocky area. boi Lara. Paald and myvself head out 1o find the suburts. We find o great
sandy site and quickly s up camp. Adventuns i dinner conss on alempls o feed only ourseives and nof the
pmnipreserd ams whoch are seammmg the are afber Paul and | both cook with pepperond. | had purmped 3 very Large
amount of sater for the three of s ® lunch and therefore, Lars and Paul say that they will take care of pamping water
afier dinner. Unhackily for them, onzght the water mouest be pumsped from the Escalanie 1 takes them bours and they don't
et wikil well afier dark [ quite enjoy the Gct that | have an svening off from pampsng, especually when it i from the
river. The others, vou guessed it! Whate=zr people, don't stant pumping antil after dask and are o there for a long, long
e,

MONDAY %14-1t"s Up and It's Good

Almos the first thing in the morming, we come o the incon-wannabe that we were ook for and most of 1S
heesad Fowr thee sciclbe a5 1 showld oniby be taenty 10 forty feet above the river. Al the lop, the peopie below ook ssmcmushy
smat], like maybe mone than a hamdred foet down The hell with BM. U s Paud amd T decide, bet's call them Kessler shii
unats. Wie spend the better part of (he morning wesving our way around big boulders and irying to cross the mver i
somewhat shallow spots. A couple of spots ase tough, almest more than mad-thagh high Or m Linda's case, who has a
knonck for finding the devpest spot anound, sometimes aboo waist deep. Several of us have noticed thar Salby's knee n'
quite a5 fine 25 she would like us to belicve it is. When she steps up or down on her injured leg, she grimaces and grums
in rather obvious pein. Working our way downcamyon, we sventually resch Fool's camyon whene we stop for lunch near
the mouth. While we ane enting, Bob suggests that we spend several hours exgplonng Fool's camyon before: heading, on
doam the mver. Paud, Don and omvself head upcamon first looking fior 2 source of water 10 refill our nesrly drained waler
hotthes. Wi amble upcanyon in what seems o be 3 completely dry gulch We reach a pount whese we ane forced i do some
chimneyving and stemming oo climb ep and contrmes up the camvon. [mmediatedy, we encounter 3 small, shallow pool.
This looks pretey good, bt if's not the ssimming hole that we pe searching for, Pascng this pood by, we work our way
upcamyon and come upon a nece, deep pool which has definite swimming hole possibilities. We decide 10 split up, Paul
will check oul upcamyon, Don will el the others shout the pool and [ st and pomp water for Paul. Lars ond movsedl. Five
quarts and twenty minutes later, | am finshod Bob quickdy appears 1o replace me a8 the pump and we have both finished
hefiore armyome appears o go swimming, Afier Panl informs us that there are no betler pools upcanyon, Pmual, Lars, Bob
and nmyvself leave the others at the seimming hole and return o the other shalkmy poal, whese we had nobiosd that another
smaller sde camyon pomed nio Fool's from above, Wie climb the precanous slickrock ledges above the pool and enter a
narTow camyon entinedy composad of slickrock and climb pest several tiny plunge pools. A box cimyvon brings s 10 the end
of our explorations, bt we siop 2 a small plunge pool and enyoy our own private pool. Afler refreshing oursehves, we
return o our pacies af the mouth of Fool's and wait for 2 short time until the others reurn. A small groop heads oot and
resumes hiking downstream . After a short time, we find a large area of really quack quicksand. Sicfan decades o tnck has
“food panmer’ imio the quicksand He stretches his right leg oul and caredully places a footprmt in the middle of the
aquichosand and repeats this unil he bas a trul of all nghtfoot bootprnts crosang the quicksand. Sicfin then waits until
Frob comes along and 1ells him 10 go the way he went because it is an casy way. Bob Lmghs and wallks around and
contimues on. Sefan nes next with Greg, Greg obliges and biunders night into the quickssnd 1o Seefan's delight Sicfn
telbs us Later, *Tt was very good He followed my footprints, fa, and he sank in the quecksand over his knees. " We come
upon another rincon-wannabe: shorthy and we decide to grve the crossing, a whirl, 1t quickdy furns out 1o be much waghes
than it looks. Those in front find themsebves traversing across 3 sieep, very koose gravel slope whach rermanates i a
twenty-five foot phnge o the river and rocks below The first five of us manage 10 compéete the tranverse afler standing in
place: a1 the edge of the drop for mamy minuses 35 one person at a time siowly edges thear wary across the koose slope and
scrambie onto the saddle. The view from (he saddle is stunmng. After a wugh clinh, the other side shopes gently down a



ey srckl] hull o che moer Those of wy s eive Completed (he orverse set up o handline and counteracighit foe the st
of the proup Scrambling on loose rock 1= 3 kot iougher with 3 fll beckpsck. 1 realls changes vour cemer of balames W
continue on and on and on. This 15 iurmng e an extremehy long dav. W deaide the only place (0 camp 1 sl mdes
ahead, we hope it will have ranning water. Thes secuon of the mver 5 lowsy with boubders. We sperd the enumne aflemoon
crossing from one hank W the other tnang o avod the desp water which 5 alwins near the boulders. OF course. thens =
itlso mome quecksand (o keep all of @ on our tees. As we feke, the 1ssoe of age = discussed, and 18 neams oul thas Bob Deon
and Fred are wll thir-four. O8d men the rest of us deade. Greg. who has passed on ahead of evenione afler (he tmnverse, 15
warting for us at the side camven. He s shiting on o rock almess 130 feet above the rmver. Wie set upy camp i 2 ikt spot on a
large sand hll. When the surrounchng ares g2 explored. i1 16 discovered thal o second sde canvon 1= just dransteam oal
20 varde, bui mo ctprites 3 all Paul and | are imicaed o (e others beciuse they retwrmed our MSRE. waterpumps
corvered with sand and uncheaned. we pout down by the river. Bob comes 1o Lhe rescue wath a siern becture on proper purmg:
czre and e and alse the oost of repiacing A nonod pump. Back at camp. 1t books like 3 pothuck dinner. Fred and Linds
harve Fresh beets. Lara and mvsell kave podding and Bob s ang a chesscake 1o cebsbrate Gretchen's Arst barthekny
Sspvudbess o sy, we all cat well this cvenang. s ail this 1s i addinion to our regadar dinners, The lack of sars in the dky
capiavates ouer artenteon that night. Couwld it rdn’™ Wil we have 2 flash Jood? We worry tha e may get interesing
iomarrrw. We notes fashes of light on the camvon watlls and suddenly readiee that somewhere nearby 5 a thundersiorm
that is nod above us and we 2 the lashes of lightring illurminating the wpper pans of the camvon walls Torght, we
wonmy what the nesdt dany wall bring

TUESDAY 915 The Cold Cheese

Morrung drwns, but there is no sign of the sun. A slate grary sky greees us and we notice lower, darker clouds
passang over us. Lockaly, there has been no ran ved and the worst of the: dark clouds appear 1 the cast. already past us. We
bemn our avels for the dov, heshng for gl bandmrk on the way, Another nacon-wannabe thal we wall attermp 0
piass over. AS we come up bo i we decide it wall be easy 10 cross, it's not very high. bt the approach 15 a huge pe of
howlders. We scramible around the huge slabs of sandstone and climb over the rest. Al the 1op. we ship through a slit i the
watll ared kook down upon the river. The path down marmoss our ascent. a brekdosn ke of jumbled sandsione. The rver
further dewnstream 5 strewn with huge boulders and deeper pools. which will make for interesting wraveling. We have
only covered about half of the distance 1 the neoat bend when it begins to men prety hard. W sock shelier from the
downpour under a huge sksh of sandsione. Doing some quick exploning, Fred and Paud find 2 much befier overhang
hagher up, nght on the camyon wall Bob and | are packing "hightide™ marker rocks m the mver o see if the rmver i
beginning to flash. W it and discuss what our first meal will be when we get out of the campon. Forty-five mimues [zer,
the sk 15 begnrning 1o break up, and shortly te sun comes out. The camvon walls upstresim ans bathed in the sundight and
they glon in bright golds, coppers and silvers. Wi suddenty notice that the runoff from the stickrck above is cascading
arver the rim in hage waterfalls in soveral places. Everyone s scrambling 1o get a few quick photos. Ten munutes laer. the
warterfalls siop Aowing and the camyon walls are already dry. 1t hard (o tel] that it even rined at all We mecheck our
rearker rocks in the rver and we realize that the rrver has come wp about two inches. We decide that it probably won't
flash From that storm and head on downcamon. As we approach Steven's camyon, the Escalante beoomes progressnvely
wider and less boubder strevwn, I seems we are finally past the namows sechon. Don seemes 1o be huving 3 hard 2o of i
this b, Fus boots (hotl) have almost otally separsied 2t the heels ond it is hard walking for him. He is the perfoct peciun:
of a depacied hiker who is ready &0 be done with the hike. He hikes along dragging his wadling stuck behind him in the
warkd, his hwead is down and he is caning his hat apart when somethmg upsets ham. Pand and | thoughs tha both of our
hoots were in bad shape, as we have nearty bandsred holes formang af the nstep of our boots. But Don's predicamend 15
really amazing, we think the hole bottom might come off hes boots! Paul. Don and myveelfl decide 1o form a pact, whach we
simply name the dead boot chob (DBC) and swear w retuadly burm and destrosy our handscapped footwear when we are free
of the comyon. Paul and | are calling Bob *Oh caprain, nry captain!® in honor of the Dead Poes Society from which we
stk our chub name. Fob looks st us like we are mts. We lonow that Steven's camyon is very close becanse Sieven's Arch
towers above us off in the distance. Ii's really hupe Soon, we reach the mouth of Seeven's camvon and fght our way
through the hush willoss. We reach a sandy beach with a buge sandstone block in the middle and drop our packs. For
lunch. we are gusckdy split im0 rwo groups, the kangs of the mountain for these of us on the sandsione Mock and the
smple peasantry hebow, Once again, Bob is negotatng with Lara, Pl and mrvself, tryving io unload the copeous amounts
of sansage that he and Stefan have, for some of our jedly beans, traal mix and sesame sncks. | magine sasiges every &y
gets kind of old. Stefan is screaming, “Food partner, what are vou doang, you are gring awiy our good smsage, we will
sarve | am betrayed by my own food partner, ™ Bob replies, "0 Stefan, we are no longer food parmners, vou et the food
that vou are carrving and | will e the food that | am camying!” Stefan is getting worned, “But | have only the lunch, 1
would have 1o et only smsage for every meall™ Bob savs, "Good. Stefan. | think that's 3 great ideal” As we cal. we play
throw the Filled wter boitdes hack and forth a1 cach other. Simpie pleasuarnes lor ample people, | goess, and by thas bme we
are all ssmple. The game proceeds with gusin until Secfan, Paul and myself stempt to play baschall. | pitch a fstbottle low
and putsade to Stefan, who swings and foul tps the ball. Pal, behind the plate, casches the foul tp and the: spray of the
Ensebotile, we now owe Melissa a new walerbottle, Poul i screaming, “What a siupsd game. ane pitch and the game is



aver. mo fun ol all'® When we Hmsh ciung, plovang and, of sourse. pummng sater, we din hike up Sleven's in soch of
this alleged and now mvihocal plunge pool that Bob has swore exsts and has promescd will be there. A shon hike Ler. we
come wpon the pool. only fifieen foet wide. but over forty feet bong. It looks hike o shos of hesven. We decade 10 comarue
up the camvon (o Steven's Grotto. Afler haking 2 littde more. snveral of us decide the hedl with thes. ler's go back 10 the
plunge pool and swim. We retwn o the plunge pool and Fred 6 just lemang, [ owas great®, be savs. "have fun” and he
Emighs as he leaves Sally, Lara and mmyself are checking the water out and trvang 10 talk each other mio umpang in frst
when Sallv promses 1o jussp in immeduely after [ do. She tells me, 1 jump i o vou jump in (s 1 figare that [ am

e hadl. but what the hell. | clomb oo the g rock above the pool and jump. O omy God. thes is water from the anctic
I scresan. "Come on. Sadby, 's vour tam now!™ She ook complies. The shock s written on both our fwces as we tead
and sputter, We scream o Lara, "The water's fine, come on tn!” She just stans Liaghing. We harss ber until she joins s
She plunges in (1t's 2 plange pool rememiber, they ke this name fior 3 reson) and we wasch the expression of shock on
her face as she surfaces. Thas 5 great fum. The next victm 15 Linds wio has s windered ingo view and is sware that
somethang 15 going o Wiih three of us urg@ng, we axix ber into the pool, She umps and plunges mio the pool, her
expresmon 15 even betier than Salby's, This i really great, Suddenby, from arcand the hend tromps Paul, our nest vichim
We all scresm, "Paul, come on i the water's grea”, trying o sound ingemaous. "No, vou have o ump in from on top of
the rock”™ We haress him untsl he follows our lead. He bobs b the surface with a completely red Bace and a look of shock
on his Gxce. The cromd of heckders grows onoe again. Upen enering the pool, while still deep undervater, the raloation
sirtkes each person that they have been micked. They abso quackly realiee that the only wiry 10 extract some revenge @ 0
sucker the next person into the plunge pood. We want and then Stefan appears from epcanyon. We heckle bim il be gets
ready io jamp. However, he hesitaies and we worry that i vigiim maght escape. | vell op ai him, hoping thai he won't know
quaint American oxpressions, "Last one in s cold cheess!® and so e jumps. Another look of shock and we all bugh He
is asking *Am | now cold cheese smee | am list one in pool® We are now dyving in lsughter. Greg oomes around the: bend
alone. Paul and | decide this is conclusive proof that there is a god of humeor somewhere in the unmverse o win else would
each person wander downcamon alone? We cajole Greg into purmpang in b0 the pool. When Greg i 3t the top of the rock,
Stefan is shneking again and again, "Last one in 15 a oodd cheese!™ Greg looks 2 him bikes be's crazy and the rest of us are
langhing uncontrolisbly at this pomnt. Greg jumps. Touchdown! and once again, we sre (reated 60 an expression of shock
and fear when he surfaces. Bob oomes next. bt s that he isn going io swim and we are unable (0 comance him
otherwise, Mot even with Sacfan yelling, “Last one i s a cold cheese!® After splashing around for a whle, we dress and
return o our pacis. Great fun was had by all, Fut Sally and 1 had the most fun, since we had jumped in firt and were able
10 watch everyone eise. We gather our packs and retemn to the Escalante 10 hike our last rver mibe. We find our trail
whach wall kead us wp over the rim and back down into Coyote gulch. 1t is impossible 10 hike down: the Escalante o
Coyvote. since Lake Powell's reaches blodk the Escalante-Covote confluence. W climb up a sieep trail and find oursclves
o 2 trail pn the side of a cliff over 400 fect above the rmver. Paul 5 cladrmng that we are ondy 100 fect op, bot you can ez
Facalamte-Covole confluence. What a view. The view from wp bere is very different, you can see how the: camyons messnder
all over the place. The Escalame camyons seem (0 surmound us on theee sides with Covote on the Sounth. We are foroed o
vacale our vantage point because of 4 thunder siorm moving into the arca. Bob's hair is nearly standing on end. Way ap
here isn'l the safest place in Uis kind of weather and we begin humping it down the il igRaggng preciprously down
i Covote Gulch, The wind really picks up and [ am forced 10 wear my glacier goggles and side pheces 0 keep the samd
ot oo vy evess. Thie traill switches back and furth down the side of the cliff wall, Al one point, Lara mansges io stick her
b ity the: middle of 3 cacts. onch! Always nght on the edge, we make our precarous joumey down 10 our CImpsHe
right where the trail reaches the botiom of the diff. We sit under the cotonwoods, waiting fior the min io pess and talk w
two older men who are campung ai this spol. The one is tellimg ws how he was the person who had 10 survey o where
Lake Powell would reach when it was filled It was quale a job, vears worth of work. A short winle kser, the rim sops and
we set up tents and head oul 1o get water from the spring, That night, Lara and 1 walke up w0 find ants crawling on us in
the tent. Afier the first couple of incidents, we light a flashlight and begin a crsade 10 eliminate the infeganon from the
teni [ seesms that the ants had climbed all over the rain-gear and were s koose when we placed the rain-gear msde the
tent. |t ook 45 mimses o rid s of every last ant. We could hear Paul laughing al us off in the distance:

WEDNESDAY %/16-On Top of the World

The long haul up Covole Guich begins and everyone quickdy notices that the hilang is significantly caser than
was in the Escatante river. Coyote is one of the more visited camyons in the area becanse of all the sights wo s It's really
neat, we climb several waterfalls ranging m height from thres fest o over twebve feet. We ng handiines for the more
difficutt climbs. Melissa gives us all a Batman demonsration while ascending the handline. There are several places
where the stream has carved a very narrow chamned into the rock and you can look down im0 the foot-wide chasm and see
the water four feet down, We pass chill arsch and continue as Bob frequenily consults the mup 10 determine where our
lanch spot will be. He s searching fior 2 very special spor We end up at the mouth of a small valkey and sop for hmch
The las of Melissa's Logan hread is finally polished off and Bob is now trying 10 just give ssusage away o amyone who
wll break down and cat some. Even Stefan is now tired of i He keeps telling Bob, "Food partner, we mmest trade: our






musage 50 that | cin hive somethang else for lunch™ After unch. Bob leads a small group of us up the valley 10w
wonderfil pool 1t is a very large and deep pool. with lity pads oovering kalf the surface. The sandsione cliffs form three
sagks of te pool. which 1% complete with ducks. we suddenty motice. A lileral nasis i the maddke of the desert. exoem for
the leeches During this tiae, Pawl and [ have been phving Siefan with comupted Amencan slang and jus plain gibbensh
Paul is sving, “Haven't vou ever heard, Sinks like a leech®, when Stefan ik if leaches swaim or crrwl on the botom
“Dan't barn vour bridges before you build them® or that quaint Meacan expresson thar goes something hke. “Grigoes
never lie”. Stefan telis us thar he wall no longer bebieve amythung cither of s sav. Bob then beads us up the ode of the
valley towards a cliff wall As we fight our way through trees and ophill. Stefan s exclaming, "Look! A goot!® A what?
we all sy, evennually we come 1o understand Stefian thought be saw 2 goar, even though there are no goas in the desen
although he =till swears otherwise. Bob brings us 1 the hoftom of what be calls the Anasan Stamaay. [t is a flake of rock
that s puiling away from the cliff face, where vou can rather casily chimb op to the im of the camven between the flake of
rock and the chiff wall Thers ane rough steps cut indo the rock 10 get vou started imo the narrow chimney-like sturvary. 1
decide that this is a lide wo much work for me and the condition of nry boots and decade (0 retum o the others. Bob,
Panl Lara, Siefin and Fred continue on up the staircase. On the way back, [ encourmer Sscfan's *goot”, a stanbed mule
e amed | stane a1 each other for 3 second before it vanishes into the willows. Back at the hunch spot, [ find that Linda.
Mielisza and Sally have decided a nap is the best way 10 spend the afterncon. Spying Don sitting on top of 3 Grge
sandstone block high up on a breakdown pie, | reabize that he is hoping (0 be back (o the car by early next maming. Greg
is nowhere o be found. Al this point, our advenmurers have achieved the plange pood on the nim above the leech pool.
After & fow waves and quick pictares they disappear to emoy the phunge pool, That's O K. with me. | leamed how cold the
watter was yesterday. Time to find a mice shady spot and kick back for the first time in days. Dewn at te stream draining
from the leech pood, 1 find a spot under the cottomyoods and decide 10 pump water for dinner lonight. Soon, all of Paul's.
Lara's and mw own water bottles are filled. Gireg wanders down and fills hus botthe abso. When everyone returns o the
hunch spot we pack up and head ot Someone is spreading a ramor© thas & handline had to be rigged acros the phange
pool up on the rim. The rexson apparcnily is that Bob cannol swim. We quackly become quite spread out a5 many of our
murriber are tired of the desert hiking. [i's a wonderful spot, mice wide, sandy benches, vet anather arch, oo this is Covole
Waiural Bridge, whene the river flows durectly undemeath The codors of the walls ane amacring and afier beng in the
canyons for 3 week. 1t takes something impressive 10 catch your eye. Evervene seems lost in ther own thoughis and hike
abone or in groups of two, The long bresk after lunch seems 10 huve been 100 long and everybody st trdges akong. The
end of a long hike puts us on a smail sandy bank directly across from Facob Hamblim anch. We will &at dinner here and
then ctimb the shickrock to the rim where we will camp for the cvening. The ascent of the slickrock proves io be more
difficult than was expecied, bt evervone finds themsehves on top just in time 1o watch the sun sct behind the Kasparowits
platesu (o the east. We drop our packs and set up camp for the last tme. Looking amund, its like being on a spare, there
soems 10 be a camyon on every side of you, No wanderng off in the dark tonight. When it is completedy dark, we st ina
semall growp and waich 3 huge might sky. Except for the plateas io the west, we ane as high s anything clse within tharry
miles, Mothing blocks our view. We stare at the stars and count the satellites passing Lazaby overhead and ‘ooh’ and ‘an’ at
the shooting stars which streak across the night sky, One is really impressive, 1 streaks acroes the entire sky 10 3 bright
e o

THURSDAY 9/17-Not So Full of Hot Air

We are all up earty and packing quickly, We will stiempt 10 cross the two mile greich of open desert before the
mmhﬂ:nmmmmﬁunlﬁﬂmﬂmWe&nﬁlhimmm:ummh
frond of s is sand. Mo cars in sight vt Time for the hard part now. Ancther hour of blundering and the cars appear in the
distamce. Ten mimses mnd we cn drop our packs for the last time. Bob, Paul and myself s2t out in the while car to remeve
the green Explorer. We make really good time and we arrive at Earty Weoed bench in only a litthe over an bour. Paul and
Hob hop in the green Explorer and we return 0 the others in less than two and a half howrs. We find that the Explorers
are going 0 be packed tight snce Fred and Linds will part ways with us when we return © Escalanie. We are losing the
gear muck. When everything is arranged, we begin the long drmve up Hole in the Rock road. Another wo hwars of ampey
and dusty driving 1o the sounds of Navajn music and nows repons finds us ot the end of Hole in the Rock Road. After only
2040} vards of driving on pevemen, the green Explorer bas a flal tire. The white car whirzes right paest and comtinmes (o the
gas smnon down the road, Frod and Linda pull up in the peckup and hedp us change the: tre. We are all rather upss that
the while car didn' stop. When we arrive af the gas station, Fred tells us that he has 2 flat also. Needless 1o sy, we all nush
rrsade (o find afl those wonderful synthetic foods that we have had 1o forego for the past wodk. Paul, Don and mvselfl have
a DBC meeting and riually consign our boots to the Tash can amd misch picaure taking and cheering, It is then decded
that the way o property celebrate this cvent is 0 g0 to Bermigan's when we retam to Cincinnatt, The reason for thas w that
Benmigan's has a desert called the "DBC”, which is the mame of our club, To Bennigan's DBC stands for Death by
Chocolate and at this point that sounds really good. Sally is calling her knee doctor long distance, for an emergency
appoimntment when she get back in Cincinnati Heading inin Escalanie, we ssarch for a hanch spot. The sakad bar at the
Circle [ Restaurant is victimized and sadly depleted when we are done eating, We wave good-bye as Fred and Linds head
off down the mad, in the opposite direction from which we are going, iowards Bryce Camyon. We pack into the two



remaaning veheches and hesd off doean the mad oursehes We are heading
for Goblin Valley where we will camp for Lhe evenimg and more
imporianthy be sbde o ke long, wanerrupled showers. When we armne.
the mnger tnes 1o charge 1S 318, fone dollars a car Bob uses his uncanm
skalls of negotiation 1o work the mnger down 0 52 a person. which be
claims 15 the cheaper group re. thal we have been charged in other Utah
statr parks. Paul and | burst o langhimg, knowing that we hane tine
poopic in our group and that Bob and the ranger are arguing over whether
we g, two s chucles at rune dollars éach or nane people o dollars exch
W prudl 1o a campsite and Bob redeems humsell by comancang cvenvone
that the valley is somethung that can’t be massed. The shoudd hurry up and
sor it now before i's 100 |3ie and i gets dark. Six people pale o the white
car and hesad of 1o the valley Bob and | look 3 cach ather and we bith
smule What a bunch of suckers, now we can have showers withoot wedting,
excepd for Paul who was on has way io the shower sven before the
Explorers stopped moving, Bob and | Nip for seoond and [ soon bead off io
jump in when Paul 15 finsshed When the others retum. the three of us foel
aned ook semi-human again and we ane aming happty working on getting
dinner stared. AL this point, the others realire that they huve been had, bt
it's oo kate o do amvihang sbout it Suddenly, we realice that Grep did no
retarn with them “Oh vea, he wandered ot inio the valley and wouldn't
unswer our calls, 50 we lefl ham ~ The others are prssed ai hime 5o we let the
essue lie Coblin Walley is 3 depression filked wath bzarre haif-croded
sandstone columns and spires that looks like something nght oul of Star Trek. Beam me up Scottie, [ think I'm on the
wrong planet. When vou walk o o the valbey, vou wander among all of these weard shapes called hoodocs” and vou
fezl like it's lilerally another workd, A canT-miss stop if vou ane over in the area. Dinner & actoaily af a table for the firg
bme in & wesk. what a sirange feeling Chuee 3 bit after dark, Greg comes wadlting back inio cimp. He looks ired and
hurkgry @s it is at keast 3 couple miles from the valley (o the camperound

FRIDAY %18-Seeing the Road Through No Rose-Colored Lenses

The next day finds us straggling into Grand hmction where we siop at 3 car wash and atermpt © make the
wechiches look like they have never been off-road. What 2 bost case, there 15 med sandstone dust in every crack and in overs
good imagrnale, An hour 3 the cir wash and we hanve ohinerated all of the obwious sources of dine We find mamy
scraches on the bodies, bt we can't do amyvthing about themn, hope they don't notice when we retarn them. We have a
aquack funch at Wendy's and pile into the vehacles for our last imip in them. We head for Denver and make good time. The
trip over the mountaims is always exciting, sometimes more than others. The aspens are all glowang golden. what a sight
We survive the crossing of the mountains and pull inio the Gerdings in the Lae afternoon. There we meet Cindy. Greichen
and Jerm once again. along with the Gerdings, our graciows hoas Lisha has moved Andy out fior the nighit since all the
people exacerbate hes allenpes and malee him sidc We are all looking forward 10 a real dinner. We decide upon the Olnve
garden, and after presending 1o make oursehes presentable, we head oul for dinmer. As always, the first meal after a long
trip is a resd tres and this was o exepon. Especzally since we had o wait an hour before being scated. Later, we retamn
1o the Gerding's and %1 up "camp” in the backyard agan. A few of the others decide o go and visat the bars. Sally, Panl,
Metizsa and Stefan return 3 few hours later. Poul informs o that all they omuld find was biker bars.

SATURDAY 919-Owm the Hoad Again

In the moming, after srying good-twe 10 Cindy and Grewchen when they keave for the asrpont. and thanking the
Ceerding's for thewr hospitalivy - twace, we set out with all four of ouwr vehickes in an ateempt o buy 3 tire for the Explorer
that had a flat. Bob leaves all of us 2t 3 Hardee's while be stempts 10 do this. Do you think that this group can behave for
rwen bours im @ fine establishmnens like thes, Wedl. we did all nght antil some of us tmed o pley in the kiddie plovground
and almost got 1S kcked oul. Evermually Bob returns and we all head out 1o the mrport to retum our Explorers. Thcy take
them back withous 3 word of complamt, and we quickly find oersetves headed east wwards Cincinnati.

SUNDAY 9%20-Away-Sickness Runs Rampant

After drving all naght, we pull imo my driveway almost 2t noon, In kess than half an bour, evervone 5 gone
exncepl [or Paal | can't behieve the trip 5 ower. Paul, who has been ot for months, is ready o go home and tale a long res
Ag be pulls out of the drivesay. | realize that the trip is now over,



The temperahire
vutside was a balmy 607
Steve, Joe and | wated on the
fire escape for the late Can
and Dave The skies had
looked pretty bad all
mormung, but thers hadn't
been ram since B AM. Fmnally
Drave showed up and nght
behind him pulled up Dan in
the roamng Ford pickup.
Just then the clowds [et looss,
and | was beginming to get
worned about the success of
the wp

Of the fve guys, |
kmew in varving degrees ail of
them: Joe, [ knew the best,
Dan, Dave, and Steve were
Just sketches of men to me
then, As for themn, they didn't
know each other from Adam.
"Five days,"” I thought --
"This could get very
inderesting.™

We'd half loaded the
truck when Dave came
walking from the direction of
his car - hands full of small
bags of food and bikang
clothes -- and offered us the
first of what would become
many one bners: “Should 1
have brought boots™ He
followed it wath, "I've haven't
been camping m 2 loag bme.
The rest of looked at each
other mn hilarfous dishellef.
We hadn't even left
Cincinnati, and already the
trip was getting "interesting. "

The trip that was
scheduled to leave at Mine
fnally ot rolling closer 1o
noon, and we were off on our
five day adventure of

A Three Hour Tour

By Joe Lampe

to notice that my gas gauge
was reading below E. ['m not
sure hie balieved me when [
told harm that that meant [ snfl
had a good tharty mles before
I ran out of gas. I'm not sure
I believed it either  But every
hme ['ve gone anywhere mn
Kentucky it's been down [-75
of 71, "We'll stop for gas in
Kentucky," | said. Following
Dan, we headed South on the
AA highway off of [-471.
Mow if vou've ever been on
the AA highway, [ don't have
to 12l vou how unpopulated
the area around the road is,
Mile after mile, we searched
the hornzon of cach hall crest
for signs of civilizabon, signs
of a gas stabon, to no avail. [t
wasn't long before long we
realized that there were no
places to stop for gas. Steve
joked that we could use the
climbing webbing and have
Dan pull us to the next gas
stop. But somehow the scene
of Dan's ruck weaving over
the left, and, stll later, back to
the nght agam, convinced us
to sumply beheve that we
wiould make it to the next
stop. Miraculously, we did.

Even wiath the delay
mn departure time, we were
still able to set up camp in the
Damniel Boone MNanonal Forest
near Cave Run Lake and the
town of Moorehead and get
mn a nde thal day. Dan took
us on a ten minute dove to
the trailhead Twenty
minutes later, there we were.
The nde was a good warm
up: Joe threw his back

go on forever. But once we
reached the top of that ndge,
the trad followed the ndge
and we found ourselves on a
rice smgle-rack -- one ke at
4 time — that led i a
roundabout way 1o what |
would loosely call
civilization. Joe and Dian
were the last to come out of
the woods, We'd heard a
whoop and a holler, |
thought I'd heard a crash, but
couldn't tell for sure. Then
Toe and Dan emerged from
the woods. Joe kind of
remanded me of Wile E.
Covote from Satarday
morning cartoons after he'd
fallen down one of those mle
deep canyons and crashed at
the bottom. His helmet was
still on hus head, but 1t was no
longer centered: it was off to
one side and tited forward.
Blood smeared on the front
of hus left leg indicated that it
was a wreck we heard. But
the smule on hus face told us
that he was OK. He'd been
biking, and he knew it Dan
and Steve still had plenty of
energy, so they followed the
route back the way they
came. Dave, Joe and |
followed the pavement back
to the trucks: No sense in
wasting yourself on the first
day.

For my first real
mountan biking expeneance, |
thought [ did pretty good. [
managed to stay on my bike
most of the time except for
the hills. It's not like [ didn't

have the energy to keep



 Each nme I'd be chimbing a
hall, pull a kittle too hard, get

the front wheel yust off the
ground, manage somehow to
turn the front wheel, and then
place the wheel back on the
ground i its umed posiion,
andd procead o nde off the
trail in the directhon of the
misturnad wheel. Even if the
others couldn't see me, they
always knew what had
happened when they heard
my all too familiar, "X* %"

That night as we
headed for Tom's pizza and
then went for the detour to
another pizza place when we
saw that the other had beer,
we leamed that Dan was a
wanted man: "I can't go m
there,” he sad. 'We all looked
at each other unfil someons
sand, "What are you tallang
about?™ "There's a guy in
there that wanis to kall me.”
%0 off to Tom's we went, the
four of us m disbehef We
heard the rest of the story,
{somry, [ don't have
permission to pant that one)
and it becarne more
believable

The next day, we
walked 10 a nice chmbing
spot, and did a few climbs:
best estimates were that they
were 5. 78 to 5.100%. I think
that was the day Dan's dog,
Bo, sruffed out a couple that
thought they were alone
along the top of the ndge of
the climbing rock. The guy
sad he hadn't noticed
anything 1l he fielt the dogs
cold nose. [t sounded kind of
shocking to me. [ never
asked hom where he felt Bo's
nose.

Later in the day we
found ourselves atop the
tﬂ:ﬂ-iﬂﬂ!‘l Dan showed us

at@.n 1. - LW o

problem was it was getting
late in the day and the only
way 1o make it back before
sunset was to go back up
The tradl, he sad was about
an hour long, and of course,
we were back in camp about
oo and a half hours after we
left. [ was beginning to
hypothesize on the real
reason that guy m town
wiowld want to Jall Can:
Maybe Dan took ham on a
backpack or biking loop that
would only take threa/six
days to complate.

The almaost fall
moon lent itself to mght
hikes, And after the meal that
Joe cooked that mght, we all
needed to walk some off We
all ate until we couldn't eat
any more and there were sall
leftovers, Dave and I, bemg
stuck on restavrant time,
dadnt go to sleep as soon as
the others and we walked the
road away from the campsite.
That was when we spied the
house. [ was tellmg him that
some of the forest land st
surounds private property;,
that people st live in the
forest. The house was on top
of the nidge to our left. The
roof was a dark color, and
you could see where there
was a porch n the mddle of
the structure. It looked like a
really mice place to Live.

The next day, we
drove past the house on our
way to the trail dujour, and
wondered how it could have
disappeared overrght, and
who put those big rocks
where if used to be. If's
amaznng the ncks vour eyes
will play on you with a full
mycon and a litte cloud cover.

Thursday, our final

daynfrrm:umhlhng

L L T . e —

The locals had pulled trees in
front of the road to keep
people from using the forest
service road, and our detours
around the trees took us
through comifields and
streams. Joe went through
¥et another inftiation as he
tried to bulldoze his way
across a difficuli siream
crossing. Mo-one had yet
made it across and Joe was
the last to my. [ don't kmow if
he thought he could go fast
enough that he would just
glide over the water, but his
momentum only helped ham
to tum the front wheel
quicker on & rock and fall
taster into the stream. Again,
he stood up, helmet tilted to
one side, and smiking. He
was having a blast. That
sarme trail brought us to the
feat of the week: The stream
crossmg from hefl. The
stream was about four feet
deep in the center, deep
enough to Tmerse your
whole bike, and then some,
and about twenty five feet
across. Mo one made it the
frst time. Mo one but Dave
managed to make it the
second time. We were
fortunate o have come back
fact that Dan said it would
take about three hours, And
not long after we started the
days nde, Joe started singing
parts from "Gilligan's |sland®
theme song: " A three hour
and a few swollen creeks.
All m all, | returned
from the trip feeting like 1
hadn't felt m months, well
fed, well rested, and relaxed.
I'd go again into that creek or
any other of the places agaimn
n a heartbeat, only next time,
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