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We began our first Wilderness Trek at the Snowgrass Flats Trailhead 
near Chambers Lake, South of Packwood, Washington.  Our crew 
consisted of 13 staff and teens.   



Greg Woods, our Youth Minister of several years who loved
the kids and the mountains; who always led by example, was key to the 
spiritual success of this trek.  

Josha Moss, our female chaperone was a vital asset to this trek. She 
had put together the study guide we will be using this week, as well as 
organizing the meals we would be eating together. 



Jason Hill came along as an adult chaperone. He has a lot
of energy and is well respected by the teens. 

I am Mike Thomas, one of the elders of the Metro Church of Christ and 



avid backpacker.  I have hiked these mountains many times and can 
bring an element of safety and experience to this trek. 

Our teens this year are Brandon, Kristen, James, Logan, Lindsay, 
Andrea, Molly, Derek and Andrew. 

The 5-1/2  mile hike continually climbed to higher elevations as we 
neared our goal.  I knew this area like the back of my hand, having 
camped on this mountain for the past several years.  Two likely 
campsites were sufficient for our group.  We found the first was 
already occupied.  Climbing higher I was pleased to find our second 
option was not. The only thing missing was a mint on the pillow!  This 
was a flat area along the Pacific Crest Trail where bypass 



Trail 97A takes off to connect with the Lily Basin Trail to Goat Lake. It 
is suitable for several tents and a campfire, perfect for our needs!

We picked our tent spaces and began to set up camp.  Afterwards, we 
took our water bags, canteens and filters down the hill a short distance 
where we pumped fresh water through our bacteria-proof Sweetwater 
filter for cooking and drinking. We take no chances on unfiltered water. 
Most likely the water would be pure enough if we got it higher up near 
its source, but with the area so popular with weekend hikers, some with 
dogs, we will not even considering taking the chance!

We were all tired and stayed around camp this evening.  The weather 
was perfect and would give us magnificent views of stars tonight. Some 
of us scoured the area and brought in enough firewood for a campfire 
tonight. In the meantime, Josha lined up helpers to prepare the evening 



meal.  Soon we were eating a delicious, hot meal that made all the 
difference!  We will be here for three days, spending time in Bible study, 
journaling and hiking to amazing vista points. 

During our evening devotionals we shared events of the day and spent 
time in prayer.  During the day we worked in our Journals and spent 
personal time with God.  

 



 

We also explored God’s high mountain creation.  We hiked to the top of 
Old Snowy Mountain, elevation 7,930’, for the view of our lives!  

The teens had fun playing in the August snowfields; their laughter 
echoing across Packwood Glacier.



This would be our last evening at this location, so we spent time 
enjoying the warmth of a campfire. We sang songs and discussed 
specific prayer needs we each had. Then the person next to us would 
offer a prayer on our behalf.  It was humbling to hear Lindsay pray for 
me.  I will not soon forget that experience.

I arose early on Sunday morning.  The skies had turned cloudy and it 
looked like rain coming in.  I snapped a few early morning pictures of 
flowers, mountain silhouettes to the east, Old Snowy, Ives Peak and 
Gilbert Peak, and of Mt Adams to the south. 



I picked up my water filter and container and headed down the PCT to 
the stream where we pumped our fresh water.  No one else had gotten 
up so I was on my own.  Along the trail I met an old man coming towards 
me, carrying his pack and steadily making his way north. I stepped off 
the trail and said "good morning". We exchanged a few words of 
greeting and the ever changing weather conditions.  I asked where he 
was headed.  He said, "Canada", and then turned to look southward and 
asked me, 



"What mountain is that?"  I said, "Mt Adams". He said, "I thought it 
was a bit farther."  

He carefully pulled a small leather pouch from his pocket, loosened the 
drawstrings and removed a small rechargeable camera and took a 
photograph of Mt Adams.  He then carefully turned off the camera and 
placed it inside the pouch, pulled the drawstrings secure and slowly 
placed the pouch into the same pocket he had pulled it from. I asked 
where he had started his trip and he answered, "Mexico". "Mexico??  
How long have you been on the trail?" "About 3 months", He said. I was 
impressed!  
I asked if he was traveling alone and he said, "yes". He explained that 
all his friends were too old and in poor shape to do such a hike. 

I kept asking questions. He talked about some of the awesome scenic 
places he had seen, about waking up in the Sierra Nevada's to fresh 



snow on the trail and to seeing, bear, deer, elk and cougar.  He then 
turned, wished me a good day and continued his journey towards the 
north.  I was impressed that a man of his age would attempt a Trek of 
this magnitude all alone; a distance of more than 2600 miles!  From 
here, he will only have about 350 miles left to go to reach the Canadian 
border. 

 

Today is Sunday, the Lord's Day.  After the kids got up and made 
themselves breakfast, we walked across the trail and into the meadow, 
seating ourselves on the hillside for a morming devotional and worship 
service.  It was a beautiful place to worship God, watching, as the clouds 
danced around Mt Adams.

Following our time of worship, we broke camp and backpacked nearly 3 



miles to a campsite near a place called Hawkeye Point.  The weather 
had turned sour with rain coming down most of the day.  

We stopped to rest at Goat Lake and have a snack. We snapped a few 
pictures and enjoyed the awesome scenery down the Goat Valley.  

The temperature had dropped and we began to chill.  Thoughts of hot 
food, campfire and a warm sleeping bag began to occupy our minds.  
Brandon and Andrew decided to hike around the lake, thus holding 
everyone up.  Not only that but it was not safe to go all the way around 
the lake as there was a crusty snowfield on the steep side to the west.  
 Josha volunteered to head that direction and meet them near the 
snowfield to offer a rescue in case they needed it.  Carefully, they 
inched their way across the slick snow and came out okay. I went ahead 
with half of our group, and continued on towards Hawkeye Point to 



start setting up camp and getting warm. 

Just beyond Goat Lake the rain stopped falling and the sky began to 
clear.  It was time for a photo of those near us.  I especially enjoyed 
seeing smiles behind the cold rain gear!  



We continued our climb towards Hawkeye Point where we found the 
perfect "perch" on the barren hillside. We set up camp and began 
working on that dinner!  Brandon Casey scouted the area for pieces of 
dry wood for an evening fire, and maybe enough left over for a morning 
fire as well!
 



After a wonderful hot meal prepared by Josha and her helpers, we 
huddled around a small campfire trying to keep warm.  The sun was 
setting as we began our devotional time to God.  Almost instantly the 
sky turned into brilliant colors of orange, blue, gray, and yellow as the 
sun danced across the moving clouds.  

Mount Adams to the South was glowing as the colorful hues glistened 
upon its ancient glaciers.  The low-lying fog rolled down and settled into 
the valleys.  An updraft caused low-lying clouds to move up towards 
the top of a nearby hillside where two large pillars of rock stood.  The 
clouds were glowing with the evening colors of sunset, but would 
abruptly disappear as soon as they touched the pillars. Very eerie!  



The brilliance of Moun St. Helens was the most awesome as it was 
blowing steam from within its crater, rising perhaps 2000 feet into the 
sky.  The setting sun behind the plume caused it to glow eerily.  It was as 
if God was putting on a show; giving us a beautiful gift, wrapped with 
brilliance and bow tied with dancing colors.  As it progressed, all of us 
stood watching, except Greg Woods, our devional leader, who was 
trying to teach a lesson and had his back to the mountain.  As we began 
watching and taking pictures, I ran to my tent to grab my camera.  
Quickly returning, I began snapping photos as Greg stopped trying to 
get our attention and turned to see the sight.  His jaw dropped just as 
far down as ours!  This sight was the most awesome we had ever seen! 



 We will never forget this evening.  God seemed to have preempted our 
devotional, prayer time and study with something that caused all of us 
to stand up, and with our mouths open, to just watch the show!  
 

Following our devotional time, we went to sleep; our final night.
 
It was still dark when Jason Hill asked if I wanted to climb Hawkeye 
Point to see the sunrise with him.   Because of my Macular 
Degeneration, I was unable to see well enough in the early morning 
darkness for this hiker to be safe.  So I stayed behind and prepared to 
hike to higher ground as soon as daylight started.  About half an hour 
passed and I hiked up the Lily Basin Trail to the crest of Goat Ridge to 
get a view of the magnificent Mt. Rainier.  



Being unable to join Jason I opted to take amazing photos of Jason 
standing atop Hawkeye Point greeting the early morning sun and taking 
photos of the first rays warming our tents below us.  The morning views 
of the rising sun were spectacular!  

 



It was God’s creation in all its glory!  The teens were asleep except for 
Brandon Casey preparing to build

a campfire.  
 
     I should have made them get out of bed to watch this amazing sight! 
 Even Greg was sleeping!
 
In a few hours we packed our things and began our 6 mile return to the 
trailhead.  



Greg spaced our teens out in single file, with about 100 yards between 
us so we could reflect within and spend time alone with God.  We met 
together about half a mile down the trail and spent time in a devotional. 
 The remainder of our hike was uneventful, yet it gave us ample time to 
think about the last 4 days.



Soon we were dropping our packs and loading the van.  It wasn't long 
until we pulled into a hamburger joint in Packwood to reintroduce our 
taste buds to "real" food!
 
…Mike Thomas

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


