
WILDERNESS TREK VIII

August 14 - 18, 2014

Greg and I chose to return to JEFFERSON PARK, a pristine, lake-filled, high mountain 
meadow on the North side of Oregon's own beautiful, Mt. Jefferson.  

In preparing for this event, we opted to open the TREK to both teens and adults in 
hopes of drawing a full crew.  Wilderness regulations limit the number of groups to 
12.  Our treks have never been so full that we’ve had to turn kids away.  

This year, three teens signed up to go and six adults. Our adults consisted of Greg 
Woods, our Metro Church of Christ Intergenerational Minister, myself, Mike 
Thomas, one of the Shepherds of the Metro congregation, David Vaca, also a 
Shepherd, and his wife, Christie, who works for Reynolds School District, a first 
time backpacker very anxious to come along.  Jake and Alyssa came up early 
Saturday morning, our third day, to help out.  They have been working with the 
teens at Metro and love doing this kind of thing.  Our teens were Josh, Monica, a 
first time backpacker, and Daniel.  Josh and Daniel have joined us on two or three 
other TREKS over the years and love the outdoors.
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DAY 1

Ten miles out of Detroit, we cut off onto Whitewater Road 2243, a bumpy, gravel 
road that ends in a parking lot at the Whitewater Trailhead.  After putting on our 
backpacks and snapping a few group photos, we hung our parking passes from the 
rearview mirror, filled out our Wilderness Permit at the Trailhead and preceded up 
the rocky trail.
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At mile 2.5, it began to sprinkle.  I stopped our hikers and took the time to properly 
cover our packs with water-proof bags and slip into a poncho or rain jacket, 
anticipating a drenching.  Dry packs were more important than anything right now.  
We would be here 5 days and no one wants to sleep in a wet sleeping bag or put on 
wet clothes!  Besides, it’s easy to get chilled in the night air and treating hikers for 
hypothermia was not something we wanted to do.

At mile 4 we crossed the Whitewater Creek on makeshift logs, doing our best to not 
fall into the cold water.  From here the trail ascends more steeply for a quarter mile 
or so before intersecting with the Pacific Crest Trail.  From here, we have about 1.5 
miles to go.  Soon, we cross a small stream on a footbridge where a myriad of flowers 
thrive along the stream.
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It was comforting to finally break out onto the Park after 5.5 miles and 1800’ 
elevation gain, where a level trail winds its way around the lakes that makes this 
area so beautiful.  It wasn’t long until we were dropping our packs on the one 
campsite we had prayed all along to get.  This site along the North shore of Scout 
Lake was large enough for our tents and community mosquito tent.  We were glad to 
drop the heavy weight from our backs.  This was a tough hike for some of us as we get 
older.  Every year I find myself, more and more, growing tired of the packs.  But even 
though I’m turning 68 this Fall, I can’t help but feel loss to think about having to give 
up seeing these pristine mountain meadows and high lakes someday.  
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As we entered the Park, the rain subsided and we enjoyed a period of relief.  We were 
able to go ahead and set up our tents without too many sprinkles.  We blew up air 
mattresses and lay out our sleeping bags inside our dry tents just before it started to 
rain.  With everyone inside, changing into dry clothes and warming up inside our 
sleeping bags, the rain began to pound down even harder.  It rained for a few hours as 
we huddled inside our tents.  Fortunately, no one got wet as the streams of water ran 
under and around our tents.  

After the rain subsided, we crawled outside.  It was still daylight, although not for 
long.  We brought out camp stoves and prepared a hot meal of Mountain House 
Chicken Fajitas for everyone.  Though parts of this freeze dried concoction was a bit 
crunchy, no one complained; rather, complimented about how good it tasted.  Monica 
said it well:  “You know, it's actually not that bad!”

We spent time in our Journals, individually, working on writing down our 3 personal 
goals that we expect from this experience.  Our study guide will be the book of 
Colossians.  Each day we are to spend quiet time of meditation, prayer and reading of 
God’s Word from Colossians.  Tomorrow morning we will begin.
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DAY 2:

We arose at our own good time this morning.  Some were up and out early, snapping 
sunrise photos through morning clouds in reflection pools of clear water.  My body 
finally told me it was time to get out of bed and meet the day.  I set my camp chair 

outside the tent and put on a pot of water, anticipating our hikers would want a hot 
meal, coffee and hot chocolate.  I wasn’t wrong.

As the community water was heating up, I took out my Jet Boil and made coffee.  I 
was consuming my second cup when Greg made his way back to camp.  He was hiking 

towards the East to find a good place for a sunrise photo.  He did.  Christie got up and 
walked over.  I fixed her a cup of coffee and asked if I knew where David had gone.  I 
didn’t.  But eventually David returned and told us a story about his early morning 

adventure and where he had walked.  He was, apparently, enjoying a period of 
aloneness with God and basking in this part of God’s creation.
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Following breakfast, we all had our quiet time of reading, prayer and introspection.  
After that we came together for a devotional. The Mosquitoes were not that bad.  
The ones we had were pesky enough to cause us to begin lathering up with “bug juice” 
to keep them away.  It was not raining but the sky was overcast and most of the 
mountain was obscured by heavy clouds.  We are anxious to see ALL of it!
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After our devotional, we decided to hang around camp today and take it easy.  We 
seemed to split up and go off in different directions.  David, Christie and I explored 
the lakes area, taking a look at Scout Lake, Bays Lake, Rock Lake and Park Lake. The 
sky was clearing and the sun was warming our damp bones.  Occasional views of Mt 
Jefferson peeked through the morning clouds.  The sun was drying out the raindrops 
left on grass and tree leaves, causing the cloud cover to increase.  



It was a relaxing day as we simply enjoyed God’s creation in this place.  We explored 
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everything, taking photos of everything that moved, or didn’t.  The Skeeters were 
not too plentiful, although others might tell you differently.  The temperature began 
to drop as the sun descended the western sky towards evening.  Following a hot 
evening meal of Mountain House Beef Stroganoff, which caused Monica to say, "It's 
actually not that bad!" , we met inside the mosquito tent for a devotional.  The sky 
was clearing and we could see the stars and an occasional meteor crossing the night 
sky.  We turned in early tonight, hopeful for a good night's sleep.



DAY 3:

Today is Saturday. A few of us slept in while 
some of us beat an early morning path over 
to Russell Lake to take some scenic photos of 
Mt Jefferson reflecting in the calm water.  

Following breakfast, we spent quiet time in 
Colossians and writing in our Journals.  We 
gathered inside the protection of the 
mosquito tent for a devotional.  About that 
time, Alyssa and Jake arrived in camp.  They had arrived at the trailhead early and 
made a quick 5.5 mile hike to our camp.

After our devotional we opted to take a hike north on the PCT beyond Park Butte to a 
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small meadow where we might find some snow.  We strolled through the Park taking 
photos of the beautiful snow covered Mt Jefferson, clear streams and flowers, lots 
of flowers.  This was a beautiful day with clear, sunny skies.

 The PCT wound its way upward.  Each switchback offered more views of the Park and 
Russell Lake.  We stopped often to snap more photos than we needed.  Soon we 
approached the small meadow that we had intended to find.  Off to our right, a 

snowmelt stream ran down the 
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mountainside through a deep ravine cut into the mountain over years of running.  
The stream fell from beneath a snowfield, forming a waterfall before cascading 
further along beneath an even longer snowfield.

Another 200 yards up the trail we crossed the stream in the small meadow we had 
envisioned.  Several tent campers had set up camp 
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and were enjoying this beautiful area.  We spotted someone high up on the 
mountainside near a large patch of snow.  A young lady sat in her camp chair near 
one tent, soaking in the warm sunshine and reading a novel.  Peaceful.  We found out 
later that this was the campsite of some Boy Scouts who were out hiking in the Park.  
No wonder it was so quiet!
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