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Welcome to the

UC Mountaineering Club

Experience the thrill of adventure with us!

We are experienced in it alll

|
UCMC

Linemraty ol Cmesrnad lsiou niare wring Clus

MEED MORE IMNFO?
Feel free to contoct any officer.

‘We are the largest student organizafion on campus, with a membership of
over one-hundred and an average meeting attendance of over forty.

Owr aclivities include but not limited to:

Hiking, bﬂckpucking, camping, caving, climbing, white water
raffing, kayaking, cross-country skiing, snow shoeing, downhill
Skiing. mountain biking, trail running, s.lq.rcli'ving, hn::lng g|i-|:|irrg,
snorkeling, scuba diving, recycling, portying, tree planting, ice
climbing, sledding, canyoneering, ice skating, bouldering,
base jumping, bungee jumping, star gazing, and, of course,
mountaineering.

President: Renee Ford S564.9256
Vice President: Leisa Eidson 44659858
Treasurer: Pater I-f-n-gnhmm 841.8459
Equipment Mngr.:  Jeff Hylok 221.8751
GG Editor: Leisa Eidson

GG Co-editor: Belinda Bankes

Disdeimer: The baosedows Gazema is pablshed by fhe Universty of Crncinnot Mountainesing b, o shdast opaated nerrpial-
I onpanizatian, The orsices ond comments within oo aeifer endorsed nor odmowdadged by the Usiveesity of Cincinaetl, Al conir
burioms should ba sent s the editr and o wrder Soation by bath efitor ind ceaditn

Cover: The 2000 Wind River Teom Mountninezsing Course Team(WRM) ot frail bead. From left to right::
Annakes Koob, Renee Ford, (hixck Crimme!, Charles Redmand, Dove DoShislls, lesamy Sbert. Loum

Bates, Leiso Eidson, Belinda Bonkes, Moe! Tichenor. Photo by Matt lesrkowiak.




JOIN US every Wednesday at 7:00 pm
Weekly meefings: Blegen Library, Room 308,

We mainly discuss and share our trips, do a bit of

business, then enjoy o program or slide show on
neat adventures from within and outside the club.

UCMC Office: 217 Tongeman University Center
Maving of the first of the year
because of University construction.
Will keep you posted.

Call anytime: 556-6014, or just drop by.

Membership: $10/quarter, or $30/year.

Membership enfitles you to use of the club's likrary
[books, videos, and magazines), and to check out
Eru;rugh equipment for }ﬂ‘.:urm" for one week. Gear
checkout is every Wednesday ofter the meetings,
and should be returned the following Wednesday
before the meeting.

Check out the UCMC home poge for almest up-to-
date news, minutes, trips, and cool links:

http:/ /www.uemc.org

Letter from the President

| weleome all you Mountaineering Club
Goosedown readers, It is goed to see old and
new faces coming to meefings ond trips these
days. If you have not been so lucky to come 1o
meetings | encourage you to find us on
W&dnasdu}' nighl's at 7:00 in Blegan I.i]jn:lr].r in
room 308.

You might be wondering whaot exactly the
Meountaineering club does. Well, so much more
than solely mountaineering. Trips focused around
caving, climbing, backpacking, kayaking, white-
water rafting, and biking are only o few things
that the group does.

Mever been climbing or roffing or bockpacking?
Good, come on our beginner trips that are sched-
uvled throughout the year. These trips are specifi-
cally designed for those who do not have much

experience in these activities,

Enjoy this issue of the Goosedown, | would like to
thank those who contributed articles and Leisa
Eidson for spending the time to put together this
piece of art . Adventures await within the
Mountgineering Club. | hope that the Geosedown

entices a few polettes to come |[oin us on

Wednesday nights.

Your President,
Renee



A Check of the
Mirrors and

on Down the Road
By Tim Doyle

Well the 1999-2000 school year was rather predudtive. Robert Sexton utilized the scholar-
ship to the utmost, by altaining his whitewater rescue and kayak instructors rafing. Larger
expeditions were mounted fo Wyoming and the Cascades. Instructional courses were offered
all 3 quarters in all disciplines. Last fall, we hasted our first Wilderness First Responder (WFR)
course in conjunction with W.M.A. The Club now has four WFRs. Good job and many thanks
to all invelved!

This year is shaping up to be another banner year for cutdoor instruction. This fall we are
oftering ancther whitewater rescue class and introduction rock climbing. Many mere instruc-
tional trips will be planned and announced throughout the year,

Our affiliation with U.C. administration is taking a "different turn." Sometime this winter, our
lovely office, "the black hole of despair® will be relocated fo a trailer park on Brodie Plaza-
YEE-HA! Unfortunately, due to some "incidents” last year ameng several different clubs,
5.0.A. has adopted a new policy: Zero-tolerance for drug and aleohol violations. And they
mean ZERC-a harsh reality with harsh penalties. Consequently, "official” club instructional
courses or funded trips will be offered as "Alcohcl-free” here on out.

That's all the news that is fit to print for now. Se "Keep the rubber side down and the shiny
side upl"

Belinda Bonkes, Loura Bates:
Mountnin Man Wl climbing,
Wyoming 2000.
(Phato by Letsa Edson).




An Instructor's

Perspective
By Jeremy Sibert

This summer Annelies Koob, Loura Bates and | lead
our first extensive mountaineering course. This
was quite an undertaking. Annelies and | had
lead many trips for the UCMC before, including
several climbing courses, but this was the big one.
The logistics in planning such a trip put cur NOLS
{Mational Outdoor Leadership School) education
to the test,

First we had to find a third instructor. So we decid-
ed to recruit from our respective MOLS courses.
From the severclpeople we contacted, Loura Bates,
from Annelies' course, was able to commit the
time. Mow that we had enough instructors, it was
hme o p|un the course and the foed.

The course was simple-tind a loop that had moun-
tains and snowl We choose a loop in the Morthern
Wind River Range of Wyoming. But the focd, this
was a different story. It is not an eosy task to plon
food ftor 10 pecple with varying palettes and
dietary needs. So we chose to use a system that
has proven very effective for NOLS. The ration
method. This involved planning quantities of staple
ingrﬂ:lf-a-nh based on group size and activity,

From the need to calculate the food as accurately
os possible come the development of a large
spreadsheet. This helped us tabulate food quanti-
ties and divide them inte the two rations that would
be used :luring the trip. In all, we needed about
280lbs of food and fuel for the two-week course.
This was split roughly in half, half to be carried in
and half brought in by porters. Suffice it to say,
this was the biggest problem of the course. Always

plan for missing a re-ration.

Jeszmy Shert: Wind River Ronge, Wioming 2000,
(Phata by Leisa Fidson).

Yes, we missed ours. Unfortunately, this brought
our Irip 1o an early end. However, most everyone
had a goed time and learned a lot. Some were
eager o learn more and lock forward to continue
climbing in the harsh mountain environment, while
othars used this short trip to discover their dislike of
mounigineering. In any event, we feel the trip was
tairly successful and we, the instructors, have
learned much from the experience. We have
already begun planning the second Wind River
Mountaineering Course (WRM).

I will close by saying that we were very excited to
provide the opportunity for club members 1o enjoy
the beautiful mountains of Wyoming and are very
impressed with the effort demonstrated be the stu-
dents of the WRM 2000. Despite the trials of
mountaineering and the unforiunate situations that
can arise in any wilderness experience, the stu-
dents of the WRM 2000 did o hell of a inl:r! We
hope to see some of you in the mountains cimbing
and enjoying life and someday passing your

lmruwiedge ulr:lng lo others.



The UCMC Wind
River Mountaineering
Course - NOT a
Watered-Down

Experience, or was it?
By Belinda Bankes

I've heard that feelings of love and hate are often
one in the same, or at least very similar. | never
fully realized the accuracy of this until | spent o
week in the Wind River Range last June.

| didn't knew what was in store for me, really. |
was in shape-strength training and cardiovascular
workouts three times a week ot the gym, climbing
two nights a week, and hitting the trail with my new
mountaineering boots at least twice a week. This
regimen began in March. Then | added "hydra-
tion" training in mid May. | drank water all day
long, as much os | could. I've been told that if you
are gefting enough water, you should pee every 40
minutes. | knew | was well hydrated when | found
myself grabbing the key to the restroom every 45
minutes. (I'm glod my office is right next to the rest-
room, or people would start to wonder...) But |
didn't want fo experience altitude sickness during
the trip and water is free, so | wasn't going fo risk
it. ‘Water became my best buddy, going every-
where with me. | didn't know it in Eﬂl‘"f June, but
water would become my main focus while | was in
the mountains. As for being physically prepared, |
wasn'k

| brought everything on the gear list the Club pro-
vided. | didn't want my pack o be too heavy, so |

stuck to the list. | didn't toke more than ene of each
elething layer and packed only four pairs of sacks,

Balinda Borkes: The mourdnines:. Wind River Range, Wyoming 2000
{Phata by Anna Koob).

three for hiking and one for sleeping. | searched
for the lightest, durable journal in which te stere my
thoughts [which were countless) and brought a
small paperback (as if | would feel like or have time
to read). | sawed off my toothbrush handle and
only took one Nalgene bottle. | brought SPF 30 lip
balm and suntan lotien, and used them regularly.
But | didn't bring o good meisturizing lofion-it was-
n't on the list. Every time | tock off a glove to light
the stove so | could boil snow, or put the glove back
on ofter my fingers went numb, the polyester fibers
grabbing and pulling apart the painful cracks in
my fingers told me how stupid that was.
Fortunately, my tent pariners, Dave and Noel, were
both generous enough to let me use some of their
lotion when the crocks turned inlo crevasses. But
the lack of lation wasn't my biggest blunder.



Why o persen who owns several Nalgene boltles
and always bring two on a trip would only bring
one bottle into a harsh mountainous environment
Fuz:ies me, But the list said o I:rring Cife |:r-:::n'||||=_-J [¥a)
| did. This was not a good move and | realized it
betore | even tried, several times, to put my 72 |b.
pack on by myself. Would | have even noficed the
odditional weight an exira Nolgene bottle would
have added to a Fl:ll:lc that was ulrﬂur:}}r two-thirds
my body weight? Probably not and it would have
been worth its weight in gold. | filled my belly and
my Nalgene with fresh water and posed for the first
group picture, illustrating our huge packs and
buckling knees, before beginning cur challenging
hike to Dinwoody Glacier.

Rushing rivers are beautiful and can be very
refreshing. Mountain rivers are cold and can be
hypothermic, especially if you fall in. | confess, ot
the time of the trip, | was not good al stream cross-
ings. My depth perception was terrible. Add to
that factor a twenty-foot wide rushing stream, cold
water, a heavy pock and a waterfall dewn stream.
I.Eﬂding our hil:ing team across was Jeramy, who is
strong and brave, and has long legs that are nice
to lock ot but hard 1o follow in a stream crossing.
We were fo follow Jeremy, stepping as he stepped.

He would call out "step” and we would take a step.
Remember the streambed is slippery, the water is
swift, Jeremy has o long stride and | am not good
at this. | know Jeremy iried to take smaller steps
but my uncertain legs did not wont to extend far
encugh to follow, and | <lipped and fell into the icy
water. Sitting in the water waos at first refreshing
and really not bad. But as | couldn't stand up due
to all the weight on my back and the fact that my
legs were getting quite cold, it became a bit scary,
Laura, one of cur fearless leaders, was behind me
and as | gave my all and gn.ln’red for that extra
push, she pulled en my pack and | up | steod! The
rest of the hike that was day was just as challeng-
ing for me, although a bit drier. 'When | lost my
balance and started to fall over, my irekhng pales
saved me. The poles did not help me to step up
over, and over and over again as we hiked the
steep oscent to our next comp sight at Seneca Lake,
| was more exhausted than | thought a person
could be and still ba able o function. | have never
been so relieved to reach the top of a hilll {I fal-
lowed Anna across the river on the way back,
which worked well, as we are uppr'mt'imulehr the
same height].

Duve DoShiels:
Wind River Ronge, Wyoming 2000.
{Phota by Laisa Eidson).



Seneca Loke was absolutely stunning. My feelings
of utter despair, exhaustion and evil hatred of hik-
ing turned into complete appreciation for where |
was and what | was experiencing. | was honored
to have the opportunity fo sit on a huge bolder on
the edge of a rock face, listening to the ice in the
lake far below squeak in protest as several chunks
shoved their way through the small opening lead-
ing to the river we just crossed. Sitfing silently by
myself, | let the sharp breeze sting my face as |
waited for the clouds to take Hight and allow the
warm sun fo kiss my cheeks and welcome me to the
breathtaking area | was fortunate encugh o visit,
Mature once again, as she ulwu}rs does when | am
distressed, embroced me with tranquility and
reploced my dissatisfaction with peacefulness.

Here, | got to experience what burnt water tastes
like. It is not good! | fried adding water to the
snow while melting it, but it did not work for me.
The problem with the burnt water was that | hated
the taste and did not want to drink water. | knew |
had to, in order to stay hydrated and function well,
but | drank very litfle. Leaving Seneca Lake, we
passed a cold, clear stream. | dumped out my Fair-
ly full Nalgene of burnt water and Ffilled it with
fresh water, popped in an lodine tablet and then
hod to wait a short half-hour before | could drink
cold, tasty water! | downed that bottle and re-filled
at the next stream. lodine tablets are great...if
you're not allergic to lodine. | found out the next
marning that | was-my lip swelled all night long
and by merning had puffed out to about of an
inch! (That made eating ond drinking a chal-
lenge.) | tock a few Ibuprophen and the swelling
was almest gene by that night. Unfortunately, |
had to go back to beiling my drinking water.
There was a stream near out camp sight, so | could
at least get away from drinking burnt snow.

This is where the problem of only ane Nalgene
really become an issue. | boiled water to drink, but

Belmdo Bankes, Leiso Eidson: Crevase Rescus Tining,
Wind River Ronge, Wyoming 2000, (Photo by Moel Tichenar).

it tock several hours to cool dawn enough to drink.
If | had breught two bottles, | could have drank
water from a cold bottle while the previously boiled
water had time to cool down in the cther bottle. In
addition fo the long cool-down time, one of my
foad group partners incessantly asked to use some
of the water | just boiled before | could let it cool so
| could drink some of it. He was able to use lodine
in his two water bottles and didn't realize that since
| couldn't and had only one bettle, my water supply
was limited. Being dehydrated, | grew very short
tempered and this really frustrated me. Al | want-
ed was cold waler, but it seemed so difficult to get.
The saying, "water, water everywhere, but not a
drop fo drink" became crystal clear to me! In
order to haove =:|r|'n||:|'n-g water, | had to plan chead-
waking up at least 45 minutes before my cook
greup so | could boil my personal drinking water
before boiling water for the group.



Depending on the situation, water can be life
threatening or invigorating, something you can't
get E‘It;ﬂ.l#‘[ of or mmelhing you never want o feel
again. In the Wind River Mountoin Range, water
was the source of every emotion of love or hate |
Expﬁriencad- Water allowed me to experience the
serene beauty of o mountain lake, the numbing
pain of falling in a freezing cold river, the pleasure
of drinking water from a fresh mountain stream
and the inconvenience of having a swollen lip. My
moods were 5imp|e-if | had water to drink, | was
happy...it | didn't, | wos not hoppy ot all. | obwi-
oushy didn't die of thirst, so it all worked out in the
end. But the next fime | go anywhere in the great
outdoors, | will definitely bring two Malgene bot-
Hes-no matter whatl

Tent View
Wind Rrver Range, Wyaming 2000. (Photo by Leisa Eidson).

A Park for all Seasons...Right in UC's Backyard!

By Bridget Shoe

On campus with an hour before your next class
and nothing to do® Try a nature outing to Burnet
Woods. This is a wonderful place to take a short

walk around the lake visiting with the ducks, geese
ﬂl'l'l:! HS!'I-EI'ITE‘I'I.

Maybe you like to swing: there are swings both at
the top of the hill (directly ocross from the Hebrew
Union College) and in the lower playground below
Brookline Avenue near Ludlow. Are you beginning
io learn to roller blade or skateboard? Brockline
Avenue used to go all the way through the park but
thanks to UC students whe vsed it as a short cut,
often geffing speeding tickets for fying past the
lower pln:.rgrﬂum:i, Iu-|:||:|}r Brookline is closed to
through traffic. Now, it is a flat, poved area per-
tect for all kinds of activities.

Check out the park office. It's o wonderful, old
stone buill:ling- Inside are nature di5p1n}-5 and an
qbser‘m’rnr}r. There are loads of trails all over the
woods. Do you know what hoppened to the stone
from the Chomber of Commerce? Don't forget the
Frishee Golf coursel

I've stumbled into everything from art exhibits to
p]l:r}r rehearsals and Fﬂ'ln’rc: shoats. See the chang-
ing leaves in Autumn, the sleds and cross country
skiers in Winter, the flowers in Spring. Burnet

Wood:s is a year-round place to visit that's really
dﬂEE‘l



Night Climbing

By Peter Hn-gub-uum

Wednesday rolls around and I'm debating if | should stay in town and get some work done, or
go climbing. The dilemma is resolved when Jeff asks, ‘Hey Pete, whatcha up to this weekend?’
Translation: Let's go climbingl

So friday evening we pack up and head south. Jeff, Belinda and | arrive ot Roadside Craig
about 8pm. I¥s dark, but by medern virlue of headlamps we go climbing anyway. The approach
is short, and the glorious crack that is Roadside Attraction meets us at the end of our trail. We
set up, Jeff fixes his headlamp and then leads the route. After he disappears over the first small
ledge, the stillness of the night is enly broken by the occasional car, the ratle of Jeffs pro rack,
and the occasional tug on my belay device. Once Jeff reaches the top, he descends and com-

ments, ‘That was owesome.’

Belinda Climbs next. She works her way up the first part, fighting the crack with much effort, but
all | can actually see is the wiggle of her headlamp. She works her way up past the first ledge,
and ascends until her headlamp batteris die-Menial note to self: longer headlight time. | ascend
next, jomming and laybacking my way to the top, locking for footholds that are just out of my
headlamps light. Once at the top, | take a look around and decide that | will elimb at night more
often. The crowds are gone, the forest is quiet, and you never notice that you're eighty feet off
the ground.

Jeff Hylok: Senecn Rocks, Wes® Virnia 2000,
(Photo byTed Roll).




Hard Rock Climbing, Red River Gorge

By William Strachan

No climbing area in Red River Gorge carries more of a stigma than the Motherlode. Here the
warm-up routes start at 5.11 and the grades quickly progress through 5.12 and 5.13 inte futur-
istic 5.14s. This singfﬂ area, more than any other location within the gorge, draws climbers from
all over the world. This last weekend, | saw at least six climbers from Japan, a contingent from
Germany, some Brits, and a ::uupfﬂ Canadians, c:||nng with "local" climbers from Georgia fo
upstate New York. A veritable climbing Olympics!

| was told that the "elderly” Japanese climber had on-sighted every route at Torrent Falls last fall
(A lock in your guide book will tell you that was neo small feat.). And in true form, the Japanese
| saw at the Motherlode were getting it all on videotape. The current premier hardman of Red
River Gorge, Bill Ramsey, was jugging, aiding, and bolting a new line in "The Madness" cave.
Bill, when not r:|imhing, isa phl'lnsnph}' pm[ at Matre Dame.

However, when stripped of all the hype, the Motherlode, like mest other areas at the Red, is a
very beautiful place. The Lode is also blessed with solid rock and a good variety of climbing. The
Buckeye Buttress has o smattering of arete and slightly averhanging pocket and erimpy face
climbs. The Warm-Up wall features steep plates and huecos. The Madness Cave, shown en the
cover of Bronaugh's guide, is very steep, overhanging, power moves. The Undertow Wall is just
as steep but shorter than the cave area. This pupu]ur area is also |m'|'ng!;.r referred to as the
"Dark Side" due to its lack of sun. At the far end of the crag there is actually a classic 5.11a
sport face climb and a token 5.10 trad route. All in all, there are over 'Fil‘ly routes at the
Motherlode,

In most other locales, one area at Red River Gorge would suffice as the main crag. But the
Gorge has numerous crags with virtually every type of climbing you could imagine: slab, face,
cracks, and steep overhangs in both the trad and sport variety. So get motivated. Train in our
local rock gyms (Climb Time, Rock Quest, Miami U. Rec Center] or at Eden Park. Once honed,
experience Hard Rock Climbing, Red River Gerge sl'yle.



The Riverfront East Bike Trail Project

By Michelle Kesterman

Over the past few weeks, several Cincinnatians have come together to form RETA, or Riverfront
East Trail Association. The group's primary goal is o inspire the development of a 4.5 mile mul-
tipurpese trail from the existing Lunken airport loop to downtown Cincinnati,

Having a multipurpese trail along the river will be o great asset to our community. It will pro-
vide an excellent alternate commute to downtown for east-siders, which can lead to less rush
hour trattic and therefore a reduced demand for fossil fuel and reduced air pollution. It will alse
odd one more piece of the puzzle as the network of trails across Ohio grows. Ulimately cyclists
hape to link the preposed irail in dewntown Cincinnati to the Loveland bike trail, which already
connects with a number of other bike routes in the state.

The proposed irail will mast likely be loid along existing {though unused and deteriorating) rail-
road fracks thot already connect Lunken Airport with downtown. It will be modeled after the
Loveland bike trail, providing a space for walking, skating, biking, jogging, and cross-country
skiing in a safe, scenic seffing along the Ohio River. The trail will also be wheelchair accessible.

To find out mere about this exciting project, go online to www.egroups.com/group/riverfront-
east-trail-asseciation. From there you may wish to subscribe to the RETA list server to stay
informed of the progress and needs of the group. You may also contact club members Jerry
Bargo, Michelle Kesterman, or Chuck Crimmel for more information.

RETA is in its infancy, so there are plenty of ways to get involved. Telling your friends and neigh-
bors about the trail will help to spread the word and raise interest in the project. Since much of
the groundwork will undoubtedly be political in nature, letters to Cincinnati City Council in sup-
port of the trail are greatly needed. To make this trail a reality, RETA, is also in need of project
volunteers to help with everything from publicity fo a project feasibility study.

Action through letter-writing, spreading the word, and velunteering is crifical at this early stage
because the longer we wait fo organize the riverfront rail, the more likely it will be that the pro-
posed site will be occupied by something else. No matter what your degree of interest in
cycling, walking, or jogging, this effort will help to raise awareness of our community's need fo
create more spaces for recreation and reduce our reliance on fossil fuels, and these are values
that are worth promoting!
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Hiking The Olympic
Coastline
By Bob Kessler

In early August two UCMC Club Alumni and their
families (The Kesslers & the Harfingers) headed for
the beaches on the western coastline of Olympic
National Park. Locoted in the northwest corner of
Washington State, the trailhead is about two hours
from Seattle. The hike was from Third Beach to Qi
City {Hoh River terminus into the Pacific ocean).

The hike is I'Elﬂ‘ﬁ\"ﬂl}f short, seventeen miles, unless
your are with kids ranging from 5 to 10 years. We
decided to tackle the hike in four-and-one-half
days. As with any ocean beach hike, one must be
aware of the tides as they occur during the day
and night in order to efficiently travel. We planned
to walk about 4 miles each d:;:}r, camp

ing at major fresh water streams each evening.

First thing we had to do was pick up our permits at
the ronger station in Port Angeles, which is aleng
the driving route from Seattle. You con also self-
register ot the trailhead, The Park Service now
:hurgas a l:!uih- use fee of 54 per |:|::|1,r per adult.
For our group of BI'EI‘II' with four adults and four
kids, the parmit totaled $32. The rangers alse
advised us that we were required fo use roccoon-
proof bear cans each evening. We rented two
very nice [but too smalll) bear cans for $30. Later,
we naticed that everyone else on the trail was using
plastic pickle buckets; a much smarter plan.

Abker all the Fq:erwurh was done, we headed to
the trailhead, ‘We dropped off the wives and kids
ond Mark Harlinger (UCMC President 1977 -
197%) and | ran the two-hour car shuitle, leaving o
vehicle at the troil ferminus at the meuth of the Hoh
River. By the time we got back to the irailhead of

the Third Beach parking let, the families had
already hiked the 1-1/2 miles to the beach and
made camp.

Mark and | fellowed them in, but scon there was a
problem. | had decided to carry o water bag in to
avoid pumping water the first night and merning.
The additional 20 pound: didn't seem to be a
potential problem for such a short hike in, but as |
walked down the trail | twisted my ankle. | heard
an oudible snap emanate from my left ankle and
down | went. | suppose that the additional weight
tock a likely minor sprain into the major injury cat-
egory. As | struggled to my feet, the pain was
intense and | worried about being able to walk.
With time | wos able lo hebble into camp and spent
the evening sooking my ankle in a cold stream
Aowing out of the hills. With the use of an ace




bandoge, | manoged to complete the hike, but the
injury was severe ond required the utmost of care
as | hiked.

Third beach is a lovely stretch of sandy beach
stretching obout a mile and o hall. Camping is
basically on the beach, with o few wooded sites.
We carefully checked the high tide line to ensure o
dry evening. High fide was occurring ot late after-
noon, so we often could safely pick a camp just by
noticing were the fide reached on the beach.

The next moming was the official start of our hike
and we headed south along the beach. We need-
ed to cover about 4-1/2 miles this first day.
Almost immediately we faced our first sand ladder.
When the coastline contains on impassible head-
land, the Pork Service has constructed trails
through the woods fo by-pass these spots. To climb
the hills they installed giant ladders of wood and
cables that lay against the ground and allow hikers
lo ascend mfd}r.

Eventually we got used to the four sets of ladders
we were to cimb during our trip, but the first one
required careful inspection and festing before the
kids were allowed to climb. Once up in the woods,

we were rewarded with spectacular forests of giant

cedars. After about o mile of dense wooded trail,
we re-emerged onto the beach.

The day progressed uneventhully, We timed our
stort to poss a spot at low tide that would otherwise
be impassible. Once beyond that point we had the
rest of the day Io leisurely hike to cur next camp.
At a spot called Strawberry Point we spent a cou-
phe of hours exploring tidal pools along an impres-
sive sea stack (lorge outcropping of rock) that was
slowly being surrounded by the in-coming tide.
We passed a park ranger who was surprised and
irnpressed that we were !uking such young children
on this hike!

We comped that night at Toleak Point. There is a
summer ranger stotion there ond a large stream
Howing out of the woods. A great wooded spot
was found and we slept peacefully, aware that we
were well above the high tide mark. When we
went to felch water from the stream, we discovered
a surprising effect of the sea on the stream. At high
fide, the ocean become o kind of water dom pre-
venting the low of fresh water out of the woods.

The water backed up and the pools locked turgid.
It was hard to pump without clogging the filters.



However, the next morning, os we hiked by at low
tide, the stream had become o crystal dear bab-
bling brock., A wise coast hiker times his water
needs with the tide too!

The second full day of hiking was initially a repeat
of the first, Affer about a mile of wide sandy
beach, we came to our second ladder ascent to o
highline trail. This trail was 1-1/2 miles long and
featured o wide stream crossing at about the mid-
point, Goodman Creek is usually on easy ford of
20-30 feet in knee-deep water, but rains or a high-
tidde induced damning can make it impossible to
cross.. We had no problems, and eventually
regained the beach and hiked the final 2.2 miles 1o
our beach camp af Mesquite Creek. Even though
the tide was slowly coming in during that after-
noon, the wide beach allowed us to hike easily and
safely. There were numerous sea stacks along the
way and everyone enjoyed the rhythmic pounding
of the surf-a great way to forget about the city
sounds we normally endure every day.

While the kids ployed around camp, Mark and |
decided to scout our next day's hike. We had to
decide on either a 3-1/2 overlond trail or a risky
beach hike at low tide. Unfertunately, the low tide
the next day was not very low and the waves would
be literally lapping ot our heels as we scrambled
across large boulders. We scrambled, climbed,
wave-hopped along the coast for about a mile
before we were forced to admit that this would be
too much for the kids. Free adults would probably
enjoy the challenge of working their way clong this
rugged section of coastline. Those who make it are
rewarded with a 1.3 mile beach hike an the other
side, reducing the highline trail portion fo just 1.3
miles,

With our decision to loke the sale route, we imme-
diately ascended out of camp the next morning,
entering the longest section of wooded trail hiking.
There were several small creeks that were possed
during the long hike in the woods, but the trail was
generally very easy. The spectacular tree scenery
occasionally opened up to offer vistas of the beach
and sea stacks hundreds of feet below us. The
group worked their way slowly through the woods
and refurned to the beach for good by late after-

M.

Because of high fide, we couldn't get around a
rocky point, so we locked for o gwd comp spol.
The section of beach we were on proved to be lack-
ing in that category, but we eventually squeezed
into a spot amengst some downed trees, just above
high tide. We ate dinner and discussed trying Io
get around the point chead, hoping to find better
comping en the other side. This would require o
dusk hike, likely ending in a night hike-not a good
idea with kids.

To our later regret, we decided to make the pu:h
for the far beach. Leaving camp at 8:30pm, a Rll
three hours before low tide-but at least during o



reducing phase-we set out, Almost immediately
we came to a jumble of car sized boulders that
required coreful negotiation. The waves were
crashing ot our feet, and despite Mark and me
QssUring the group that the tides were going out,
some of the kids got very scarred (I'm sure I'll hear
about this later: "Hey Dad, remember that time
you fried to drown us in the ocean with poacks
ong"). The group was making slow progress when
Cindy and Molly slipped on the wet rocks in the
gloom and Molly smacked her head. A large welt
popped up on her forehead ond teors were odded
to the general misery, It was fully dark by the fime
we reached the beach on the other side and tem-
pers were short. It was well past the kids' normal
bedtimes and the expected better comping spols
were no-where to be seen. Alter some persistent
scouting, Mark found a small site in the woods, we
made camp and fell inte an exhausted sleep.

The next morning we discovered that we were af
the Hoh River and had anly about a mile o hike
out to our cars. The additional hike the night
before greatly reduced our itinerary for the last
l:ltl}". The families tock ndmnhga- of the extra lime

o go badck and lock at the rud:}.r point in the |ig+|r
u{du}- (it didn't seem so scr:ﬂ'ﬂ

We finally hiked out to the cor, and after complet-
ing the car shultle, went cur separate ways: The
Hartingers went bock to their home in Seattle, and
the Kesslers continued their vacation by driving
next to the mountains of the Goat Rocks
Wilderness. The weather throughout was coudy
and cool, but dry.

An Old Government

Recipe
Submitted by Chuck Crimmel

According to the Knight Ridder Mews Service, the
inscripfion on the metal bands used by the U.5.
Department of the Interior to tag migratory birds
has been changed. The bands used to bear the
address of the Washington Biological Survey,
abbreviated as "Wash. Biol. Surv.," until the
agency received the following letter from an
Arkansas camper: "Dear Sirs: While camping last
week | shot one of your birds. | think it was a crow.
| followed the cocking instructions on the leg tag
and | want 1o tell you it was horrible.” The bands
are now marked "Fish & Wildlife Service”
-Thamas Mclntyre

(huack: Crimemed, Chodes Redmond: Cooking Tomle P
Wind Brwer Rangs, Wyoming 2000. (Phato by Laiso Eidson).



Kool-Aid in My Stir Fry

and Potatoes in My Cocoa

By Renee Ford

"Labels...In Mols we didn't get labels,”® replies on
of the fearless leaders on the Winds
Mountaineering trip that was offered this post June
through the Mountaineering Club. This course was
offered to club members to teach basic moun-
taineering skills which incuded an in depth look ot
backeountry cooking.

Let me backtrack to the argument for labels. You
see all our food was in bulk and distributed in
clear bags without labels, making it difficult to
determined what was in the bag. The problem
with this system is illustrated in the fitle, Powdered

milk and powdered mashed pototoes can resemble
each other when one is hungry and cold.

However, | am not griping on the way we ale
throughout the trip. In fact, | don't think | have
eaten that well since Mom would cock dinners for
me. We were lucky to have the amount of food
that we did, especially when the second food
rafion never arrived fo our group.

The students were prcwn::l&-tl with umpla .*.upp|ias ta
cook gourmet dinners. If you were lucky enough to
have open-minded eaters ond creative cooks, your
meal choices were endless. This is where the Kool-
Aid comes in, Chuck ond Charles were elected to
cook that night for Leisa and myself. | believe the
cook’s choice was sweet and sour rice and this
meont that we needed something sweet. The
recipe called for dried fruit but our hungry bellies
afe that long age. The substitute was to be Kool
Aid. | must admit | hesilated o try rice with Kool-
Aid but eafing it, | discovered that these cooks had
a natural ability for good taste.

Accomplishing backcountry cooking was a major
priority within our cook group and | am proud to
say that we hod much success. Other dishes
included Gaudu-Gavdu spaghetti, something that
resembled a toco pie, and with Chuck's assistance,
a beef jerky stew |Chuck brought some of his own
ingredients). Pancakes with spice cake mix and
hememade bread by Annelies. One of my proud
moments was after the course ended, ‘What began
os everyone making their own breakfost turned out
to be a huge buHtet including my homemade cinna-
mon rolls.

Of course everyone has his or her own advice
when cocking. Ask Annelies, she will tell you to
use mucho butter. Chuck's ailment to bland cook-
ing...tohasco sauce and my favorite to add that
extra Hovor, peanut butter.

Abter the day was done we discussed if anyone’s
pants felt looser. Hiking all day reassured us that
our waistlines would be smaller. Chuck, the true
experimenter, walks into the general store in
Pinedale, WY and crosses paths with a scale. A
5025 -::|E|:u;|nsi’r lets Chuck know that our mn«lting
was cerfainly not a low-fat diet, for he weighed the
same. Somehow the excess of butter, peanut butter
and whatever else was lying around, is good fer
the back country and net for Jenny Craig.

Let this be a lesson to all of us: you see you don't
need to know what goes into your dinner because
it you are hungry, everything tastes good. In addi-
tion, creativity and open minds go very far whatev-
er you do. Lastly, "the Nols' way” prevails once
again, we didn't need labels, besides who wants to
carry that extra weight?



Car Camping Recipes

Submitted by Peter Hogaboam

Garlic Ramen

| pkg Ramen noodles [save seasoning for a soup)
5 cloves fresh garlic, unpeeled

1/2 Thlsp butter seasoning

pinch salt

pinch pepper

2 chives, chopped

waler

Bring to o beil. Add Ramen and garlic. Once
Romen is ready, drain all but a litfle bit of water.
Take each individuel clove of garlic, and pinch it
until the dlove pops out of the skin [moke sure ou
gint it toward the pot). Mush and stir in the garlic.
Add everything else, stir well, serve.

Renee Foed, Befinda Bankes:
Wind Biver Range, Wyoming 2000. (Phato by Latso Fidson),

Chicken in Winesouce

1 chicken bullin eube

some bow-lie pasia

1 cup dry white wine

freeze-dried chicken-or ground chicken-or pre
cooked chicken breast cut up into little pieces

3 cups water

1 thlsp comn starch

Bring water to boiling, add pasta and chicken.
Once pasta is cooked just the way you like it,
drain the water off (possibly in o container for
later use). Crush the bullion cube into fine pieces,
add to the pot, Add wine. Bring to a simmer, long
enough that the alcohal taste burns off. Slowly
add corn starch, stirring constantly to ovoid
lumps. Once sauce has reached desired thick-
ness, remove from heat, serve. Makes 2 servings.

Yonahons:
1. Mushrooms instead of Chicken.

2. Beef & gravy mix instead of chicken & bul-

lizn.



Challenging

the Cascades

A Comprehensive View: Bob Mouk,
Matt Kappen, Steve Meiman, Toby
Yougt, Ted Roll

With the peaks of the north cascades reaching up
into the clouds, and further u:i:-::nrding fo T-nl:y who
has actually seen the peaks on the one clear day in
the past seven years, the five of us packed cur gear
in the pouring rain and fromped several thousond
feet into the clouds. Steve and Malt had just com-
pleted a 31-mile-loop around Mt. 5t. Helens the
day before and were feeling pretty fired. Toby, Ted
and Bob were raring te go, with fresh muscles and
over-inflated ambitions. iThe night was dark, the
night waos blue. Out of the alley, the poopcart Hew.
A bump was hit, a scream was heard. Ted was hit
by a flying turd.i For several hours we struggled
toward the first pass on the journey to Mt
Challenger [yes, the name says it all). Within the
next 24 hours, the five of us would discover how
Mt. Challenger earned its name.

The hike to base camp on Mt Chu“anger was
roughly 20 miles including o 2000 foot climb to
Hannigan pass, dropping back down more than
2000 Feet to a good size river that we would have
to cross, ancther several thousand feot climb to
Perfect Pass, a climb through the "imperfect
irnpus.se" which was abeut 1000 k. r:leep and &
good 30 f. wide (| om not positive of the dimen-
sions because we couldn't even get that far), and
then traversing the Challenger Glacier to a good
spot for basa camp. All in all, that first painful day

covered no more than 5 miles. The irail was so

covered with snow that | believe we spent as much
time searching for o trail to follow as we did fol-
lowing the trails that we could eventually find. To
skow things down even more, Ted decided thot joy-
riding down steep snow-covered slopes without an
ice axe would be exciting until he discovered the
trees in the Morth Cascades have not yet been
padded. In other words, Ted slid about 60 feet, on
a 40 degree slope, narrowly missing several tree
trunks. All that Matt, Bok: and Steve could hear
was Toby yelling "Ted.. Ted, slow down, Ted...stop
Ted...TED... STOP"® The rest of us ran [as best we
could run on the snow covered slupel to see Ted
nestled in the trees 40 feet below us. Fortunately,
he had found several nice branches to stop him
before the tree trunks would have.

By the time we reached camp [ndun”}r gave up
hiking and threw tents on the snow), all of us were
sore, tired, lost (although it turned out we were
actually 75 k. from the trail), and hungry. We set
up camp, ate, and reloxed for the eveningédis-
cussing what we could do the next day. The prob-
lam at this point was that Steva, I:!El'ng clder and
wiser than the rest of us, reclized he could not
physically make it even to the Mt. Challenger bose
camp so he was ready to turn around and let the
rest of us continue without him.



After o good night of sleep, sanity found the rest of
the group, and Steve was not the only one that
realized Mt. Challenger was more of a challenge
than we had time for. A check of the area revealed
that we had actually made it to Boundary Camp,
about half the distance that we hod planned for the
first day. At this rate, we would make it to the sum-
mit about the time that we expected to be back on
the road. We decided to hike back, and consider
our options that afternoon. It was much easier
today to tell where we needed to godfollow the
creek up info the bowl, and turn right fo Hennegaon
Pass, which was obout a 1,000 feet up a 40
degree slope. Okay, maybe sanity hadn't yel
returned. Even after Ted's excellent adventure the
day before, we still did not break out the ice axes.
We took a break of the pass for lunch, and it didn't
toke long for o pair of birds to come locking fer
handouts. They tock off after realizing that the
only thing they were gefting was their faces on sev-
eral photographs.

As we started back down, we realized that we

were going fo have the same problem that we had
the day beforeéwhere the blozes is the traile Or
any blozes for that matter? Okay, time for dead
reckoning again. Despite a few false leads, we
eventually found the trail and headed down. The
trail was much more enjoyable today, since we
were going down and did not have to push so
hard. It felt like we had a lot more time to lock
around and take pictures.

As we headed into town, Ted read through the
Cascades guidebook to find a mountain that would
be suitable for our group, given that we had two
days less to climb. He and Toby determined that
Mt. Shuksan would be o suitable climbéeven
though Toby hod already had to abort two attempts
on that mountainl Steve, the least experienced
member of the group, is wondering what he is get-
ting inko.

That night, we camped olengside picluresque
Baker Lake. Mt Shuksan would be a two day
climbéone day up to high camp at 6,500 feet on
the Sulfide Glacier, then one day to get lo the sum-
mit, back to comp to pack up, ond then down to the
car by nightfall. 'We stripped our packs to the min-
imum, including using only one tent (the Stretch
Prelude) for all five of us.

In the moming we loaded up on water and headed
to the trailhead at 2,500 feet. Ted, Toby and Matt
played speed racer on the way up, while Bob and
Steve played torfoises. The trail was a relafively
mild slope for the first couple of miles as it ran
along the base of the mountain, but then tock a 20
degree turn directly up the ridge. For about anoth-
er mile, the trail was fairly easy to fellowsdjust fol-
low the slushy wet tracks, and hope you don't slide

Stave Nieman; At the summit,
Cescodes 2000,
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down farther than you step up. Then we hit snow.

Mo mare tracks to follow, so the speed racers had
to do doughnuts lecking for the trail. 'We finally
decided to go by dead reckening again, and
headed as directly up as we could. Eventually we
got above the tree line, and could see where we
needed to go. Though it flattened out for a while,
it wasn't long before we would need to break out
the ice axes. After we climbed a particularly steep
sechion, we scrambled through a netch and could
see the peak of Mount Shuksan, and the glacial
valley underneath itdgreat place for lunch, and to
let the: tortoises catch up.

We started out from the notch and tock up the
same positions as before lunch. Toby being famil-
iar with this route, knew thot we would not need
ropes. The rest of the approach te high camp
included traversing steep snow slopes and climb-

ing wind-swept snow felds. By late afternoon we
reached the Sulfide Glacier and found a perfect

camp under the shadow of Shuksan's summit pyra-
mid, We quickly divided the tasks of pitching the
tent, digging out our kitchen and melting snow, so
that we could eat dinner and relox a little before
heading to bed.

Alter o semi-cromped night in the Prelude (Make
the Switchl), we awcke ot 4:30 a.m. for our alpine
start. ‘While the sun was still hidden beneath a
blanket of clouds, we silently prepared for the
climb. We had all laid out equipment the night
before so that we only had to put an sur packs,
step inta cur crompons and rope up before head-
ing out. Early in the elimb Bob was plagued by
huge blisters he suffered the day before and had to
turn back. While he was frustrated ot missing the
summit attempt, the beautiful sunrise over a valley
full of clouds helped ease the disoppointment.
While the rest of the party continved towerd the
summit, Bob returned to comp and went back fo
bed for o few hours. Later that merning he melted
a bunch of snow so that the rest of the party would
have water when they returned, They were expect-
ing to be back in comp by 2:00 p.m. at the latest.

The first part of the climb was obout a mile and a
half of gentle uphill, weaving acrass the glacier. At
several points, we leave wands |6 foot bamboo
shoots with small red Fags) sticking in the glacier to
help us find our way back in case of poor visibility
A couple of crevasses were bypaossed, but at one
point, Steve (did we say before that this was his first

Taby, Séeve, Bab: Coscodes 2000,



wilderness mountain ascent?) decided o see how
close he could get to a crevasse ond take o picture.
This seemed fo make the rest of the group quite
nervous. Steve eventually gave in to peer pres-
sure, reached his arm out over the crevasse and
snapped a shot, hoping it would turn out when

developed.

We reached the base of the summit pyramid. Time
Check: 9:30 a.m. 'We feel good, we are making
good time, only o couple more hours Io the sum-
mit, so we should be headed down by neon at the
latest. At this point, Toby, our de facto guide since
he has climbed several summits in the Cascades,
decides to mix up the route a little and get off the
snow onto the rack. Ted and Toby, being frequent
fifth-class climbers, are both extremely comfortable
with this reute. Matt and Steve, on the other hand,
have not done as much rock climbing (that is, once
was enough) and are not so sure about this, but
will trust cur leader. Alter about an hour of rocks
sloping ot 30 degrees, with loose gravel all over,
Matt and Steve are clinging fo the rocks for life,
while Ted and Toby are bouncing around like
mountain goats.

The climbing is slower now, since the lead climber
scrambles up as for as the rope will allow (hopeful-
ly to a good perch] then waits for the rest of the
group to catch up. Some of the pitches require
maneuvering arcund, and even under, overhang-
ing rocks. Matt has the remaining wands sticking
out of the top of his pack, and the rest of us fre-
quently hear "F#1"#1* wands!" Malt and Steve are
convinced that this is worse than fourth class dimb-
ing. Progress is taking incredibly longer than
anticipated, but the best route is upward, since our
return route is planned down the other side of the

summit.

We finally pull around a ridge and see that we are
about 40 feet from the summit. All we have to do

is go up about 10 lfeet of 40 degree snow, climb
about ten vertical feet, scramble over some more
rocks, and we are there. As usual, Toby leads the
way. When he gets to the fop of the climb, he helps
Steve get up the climb, then unropes and scrambles
to the summit [about 15 feet above). Steve has
finally found a relatively flat spot (wide enough to
sit on, and only slopes about as much as a handi-
cop ramp) and decides that this is far encugh. He
helps Matt up the climb, as Mait says "Fourth-class
climbing, my a**1" Matt then unropes and passes
Steve lo proceed to the summit. Steve then holds
the rope as Ted scrambles up the climb, saying
"F#1*#|* Wands!" as he had finally taken pity on
Matt and relieved him of the wands. Ted, too,
passes Steve and proceeds to the summit. After
several minutes of coaxing, the group gets Steve to
scramble the rest of the way to the summit. Time
Check: 2:30 p.m.!

As we are running very late, we snap a couple of
pictures and then start down. We can see where
several groups have left belay slings to rappel
down the other side, so we start there, ‘We fell info
a fairly efficient pattern. Toby would set up the
rappel, go down first and scout for the next belay
rock. Steve or Matt would go next, and the others



would follow. Then Steve and Matlt would cling to
the rock for dear lite, while Ted rappelled down,
pulled down the rope and worked with Toby to set
up the next rappel. About the Fifth rappel, Matt fol-
lowed Toby down, got off the rope and yelled for
Steve. As Steve started over a ledge, he kicked
loose @ small rock, say about the size of his head.
To warn those below, he immediately yelled, "Rock
.. .ROCKI! The rock was headed right for Toby
and Matt. Matt was able to toke some cover under
a ledge, but Toby, in the middle of a snow patch,
had nowhere to hide. Fortunately, the rock could
not decide which one of them to hit and londed
harmlessly in between them, spraying them both
with snow. Evm'rl;:qdr shook off that scare, and we
went for the next rappel. Steve went second that
time and waos surprised by a hull moon shotéas
Toby cleaned out his trousers.

Alter several more roppels, we got fo a notch in the
ridge where we returned to the side of the moun-
tain that camp was on. At this point, we were still
a couple of hundred feet above where we hit the
summit pyramid about & hours earlier, but now we
had snow that we could descend. ‘We put the
crampons back on and Toby belayed vs down os
far as the rope would reach. ‘We then got off rope
and headed for a nearby island of boulders that
was relatively flat.  Alter regrouping there, we
roped bock up and started the trek across the gla-
cier. Time check: 4:30 p.m.. About the filih step
out from the rock island, Steve's right leg plunged
into the glacier all the way to his thigh. Steve
called it o crevasse, but everyone else said it was

"just" a bergschrund.

As the hours ticked with no sign of the guys, Bob
got a litle nervous. Eventually two other climbers
appeared and set up their high comp adjacent to
ours. While Bob made small talk with the new
arrivals he leamed that it was almost 5:00 p.m. He
was starting to think about when to go for help

when he noticed four small dots moving very slow-
ly off the summit pyramid.

It tock about an hour and a half of trudging across
the glacier (this snow sure is a lot softer now than it
was this morningl) to get back to comp. Ahter a
good rest break, we tock down the tent, stuffed the
packs, and headed down. ‘We left camp about
7:00 p.m., and made it back to the car by 9:00

p.m.

We got a hotel that night, then dropped Toby off in
Seattle. Okay, he dropped two of us off to pile
back in the Ranger. The four of us headed down o
M. Rainier, with plans to possibly take o day hike
to Camp Muir [app. 10,000 feet). When we
arrived at Rainier Lodge, we ran into Phil from the
Benchmark store in Cincinnatil He told us that
Jeremy and Annelies [two former officers on their
graduation/ engogement trip) were going to be in
the area the next night. We decided not to go to
Camp Muir, but rather tour around the mountain
and try to hook up with Jeremy and Anna. Though
they did not make it back when expected, we did
see them on the morming that we were headed out-
4os we drove out of the MNational Park, we spotied
a familiar Trooper (lsuzu Trooper, that is) parked by
a coffee shop. Small Warld,
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Richardson Forest Preserve
By William Strachan

Richardson Forest Preserve is 250+ undeveloped acres of Hamilton County Park land in the north-
western portion of the County. The park is largely wooded lowlands and hillsides along Banklick
Creek between Kemper and East Miami River Roads. Storting about two years ago, the County
began to mark and maintain trails within the preserve. The main troil crosses over an old road
bridge over the creek which is in @ small gorge at this point. It then skirts upstreom along the
creek, passing a meadow / prairie area, then fords the creek, and then loops back. There is
side trail that leads to one of the enly natural wetlands in Hamilton County.

The preserve is @ park for oll seasons and sees very few visitors. When there is adequate snow,
excellent cross-country skiing is fo be found in the preserve. Fortunately for me, | can access the
preserve from my street, so | can literally ski out of the front door info a seeming wilderness. And
wilderness is not that far of a siretch as one winter | came across mountain lion tracks. There is ski-
ing for all levels in the preserve. The trail along the creek and around the meadaw is perfect for
beginners. There are some gentle slopes for beginners. And for the advanced, telemark skier,
there are some steep hillside trails and the awesome power line cut which has o verfical drop of
almost three hundred feet.

Richardson Forest Preserve can be accessed by following the appropriate reute fo the northwest
side of town [i.e. I-74 west to -275 east or |-71 north to |-275 west). Then take the U5 27 /
Colerain Avenue exit north to the Kemper Road exit. At the end of the exit ramp, take a right on
Kemper and then go about a half mile, and take a left on Lick Road. At the end of Lick Road there
is & furnaround area with plenty of room to park. This is where the main trial starts. If we get some
decent snow this winter, | would be happy to host an X-C skiing outing into the preserve.



Lost and Found

Submitted by Chuck Crimmel

ANYOME CAM GET LOST It happens all the time, even to UCMC Members. You can get lost
practically anywhere, and when you least expect it.

This doesn't just occur in the deep mountains or wilderness, but more often, on day hikes or
afterncon jaunts at civilization's edge. Because the less conscious you are of the pessibility of

getting lost, the more likely you will get lost-a potential problem you need to take seriously

‘What if it happens to you? Soaner or later it probably will, especially if you hike off trail (bush-
whack). If you often head into disorienting places like deadfall areas and underbrush jungles,
not to mention look2alike forest, mountain and prairie terrain. The best sirategy is to "stay
found® in the first place. So for whatever reason you find yourself more than a bit "turned
around." What do you do?

Prevention here is the key. Carry a map, use a Compass, carry one as a backup even if using a
GPS wnit. Daypack the standard overnight survival gear; pause to take frequent landmark and
compass reading. Stop and turn around to pay as much attention to where you came from as
to where you're going. Dress or equip for a possible wide range of weather conditions. Be sure
te give a trip plan to a reliable person before you leave, (and/or file with the park office)
describing exactly where you're going and when you'll be back. If you don't return when you're
supposed to, the authorifies con be alerted ond directed to your location.

An acronym worth remembering: S.T.O.P

S= Stop. If you think you're lost or even mildly turned around, stop! Right there. Don't keep
walking and fumbling forward, hoping evarything will suddenly be clear. Usually the
opposite happens: The more you move, the more lost you could become. So don't just
stop, sit down. Rest, Get comfortoble.

T= Think. As it hits you that you might be lost, you can experience a floed of erratic thoughis
and emalions, anything from fear, embarrassment and/eor panic, Fear of humiliation
cein be one of the main reasons lost people wander farther and farther into lostness,
instead of simply sitting and waiing for rescue. In the early stages of being lost, fear,
embarrassment can be mere an your mind than being found and actual survivall So
its vital ot this time to collect your thoughts and focus on the problem at hand. S,
relax, take a few calming breaths and maybe a drink of water and a bite of food if

you have it, which, provides conscious and unconscious reassurance that you're stll



in control, still functioning in health and comfort. Focus on the specific problems of
your situation rother than the terrifying worst2case overview.

0=Otient. If you have a map and compass, this will be o lot easier. With or without those aids,
ask yourself: Where are you in relation to landmarks you might recognize? Which
fork or trail or detour did you take? How long have you been off-course, or uncer-
tain. Can you backirack with reasonable certainty to the last familiar peint? That is,
you might not actually be lost yet, just en route to becoming lost. Calm and reason
might get you back to recognizable ground.

P=Plan. If you con't get confidently oriented, you now face the big question: Do you stay put-
or iry to find your way back? There are lots case histories of people planting them
selves mistakenly, only to die from exposure mere yards from a road or trail, or a few
minutes from help. On the other hand, and more commonly, lost people have wan-
dered around unnecessarily, getting deeper and deeper into trouble while alse ham-
pering the efforts of rescue teams. 5o the decision fo stay put or travel on is crucial.

Stay or go?

If rescue is likely or near2certain, and if staying put does not place you in immediate or devel-
oping danger, don't travel any farther. Often the best recourse when you are lost is fo stay
where you are, except for miner movements to find shelter and to aid your chances of being
located by rescuers. You can expect rescue if you've filed o reliable trip plan; and/or if you have
adequate signaling equipment (a two?way radio, a cell phone, a flare gun, or something like
that), and/or if you are near a vehicle (car, boat, or airplane] that can both offer survival aid
and serve as a visual beacon easily seen by searchers,

Travel from your "point of lostness” only if you have a reasenable certainty of where you are
going, or if you must move fo escape possible danger (out of a canyon to aveid a flash flood,
out of a snow basin to avoid a potential avalanche, and so on) or to reach ground that offers
better visibility or @ wider overview of the landscape. But if you move at all, mark your trail copi-
ously and overtly, making directional arrows of sticks or rocks, rock?stacks, or even treebark
blazes if necessary. Don't, as so many advise, "follow sireams downhill," hoping they'll lead to
civilization, unless you are sure of the specific stream and where it leads. If you must camp for
the night, set up shelter, signal equipment, and fuel for a fire well before dark. Do your best to
stay dry [wet skin and damp clothing lead more quickly to hypothermia) and conserve energy.



{onfinusd from Lag ond Fousd
Overexerting or exhausting yourself only creates a weakened and therefore dangerous state, In
most areas of this country, even in the "wilderness," rescue is usually less than a day away,

That's @ reasen fer optimism, which will alse raise both your potience and your odds of eventu-
al survival,

-Excerpted from the Oct. 2000 issue of Sports Afield by Anthony Acerrano
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