
 

WILDERNESS TREK XI 
July 27 – 30, 2017 

 

Thursday, Day 1…..We began our eleventh year backpacking trip 

by meeting in the Metro Church of Christ parking lot at 0445.  

Those hiking this year were David Vaca and his grandson, 

Ramsey, Jonathan Clifford, Jacob Carlson, Greg Woods, and 

myself, Mike Thomas. 

   Jacob and his wife, Alyssa (my  gorgeous granddaughter), had 

planned this year’s trip by scouting the trail a week before, 

purchasing and planning for our food, transportation and camping 

spots.  Alyssa attended a family reunion and was not coming with 



us this year.  Jacob provided the transportation so the six of us fit 

into his Suburban with our packs very nicely. 

   We began our hike from the parking lot at Timberline Lodge on 

the south side of Mount Hood, Oregon.  It was a cool morning at 

the 6,000’ level and the sun was just now breaking over the East 

Ridge above Elk Meadows.   

   The upward hike to connect with the Pacific Crest Trail was only 

a taste of more to come.  Pausing before the mountain peak for a 

group photo, courtesy of some tourists from back East, we 

continued along the PCT to a point where we entered the National 

Forest, where we signed in and got our entrance permit.   

 

 

   The trail was up and down with a gradual descent.  We soon 

came to an overlook ridge where we could see down into the 



mighty Zigzag Canyon.  The Zigzag Glacier was still providing 

much water to run down the canyon.  Cascades of the melting 

glacier rolled down ancient lava with a roar.  Waterfalls could be 

seen off in the distance. 

       



   We reached the bottom of the deep canyon and stopped for a 

snack and water before crossing the stream.  We crossed the 

Zigzag without incident, or getting wet, and began our climb out 

of the canyon.  Several downed trees, some very large, littered 

areas of the trail causing us to brush-hop around the 

obstructions. One particular bunch necessitated removing our 

packs and crawling beneath these old growth Douglas fir trees.  

Jake and Jonathan helped Greg and I negotiate this irregular trail 

and finally get ourselves on the other side.  There were still more 

downed trees to come, however. 

 

   Near the turnoff to Paradise Park, where we intended to spend 

a few days, David and Ramsey decided to go on ahead as we  

  rested our bodies on an overlook point.   



 

   Paradise Park is a large, open area on the West face of 

Mt Hood.  This area was abundant with wildflowers of many types 

including Avalanche Lilies, Purple Daisy’s, Lupine, Indian Paint 

Brush and Old Man of the Mountain, not to mention a few dozen 

more! 



 

  Snowfields dotted the ravines and shady sides of hills.  There 

were many areas of snow lingering on the trail as we headed 

farther into the Park towards our intended campsite.   

   David and Ramsey took a wrong turn or two and ended up 

hiking a few miles farther than they had intended to hike, but got 

a good self-guided tour of Paradise Park. 



 

   Our campsite was a dusty knoll with plenty of room, lots of 

fresh, glacial water and a gorgeous view towards Mt Jefferson to 

the South and the night lights of Portland to the West.  With 

David and Ramsey not yet caught up, we hung a T-shirt near the 

campsite entrance so they could find us.  It wasn’t long before 

they came rolling into camp. 

   With our tents set up and a couple of hours of rest behind us, 

Jacob prepared our meal of Mountain House dinner.  It was 

Turkey Tetrazzini.  It wasn’t exactly a four star meal but it was 

the best we had and tasted good.  As campfires were not 

permitted inside the Park, we sat around and watched the Jetboil 

boil water.   



 

   The evening came and the air temperature began to drop as we 

watched the setting sun go down behind the Coastal Mountain 

Range.  We could see Saddle Mountain off in the distance    

The evening chill made us bring out warm jackets as we sat 

around our fireless camp.  We spent time reading from the Book 

of Psalms and working in our journals by answering the questions 

about our expectations and goals.  Prayer time was good as we 

gave God praise for this beautiful place.   

   Although the night temperature was cool, it was a mild night 

compared to some of our campouts in other times.  Still, I made 

myself a hot water bottle to take to bed with me.  Its warmth felt 

good and I was comfortable.    All of us were tired and ready to 

feel the warmth of our sleeping bags.   



 

Friday, Day 2…..There were no alarms this morning.  We slept in 

as long as we wanted.  The sun was peeking over Mt Hood as we 

stirred around and did our own thing for breakfast.  I enjoyed my 

Mocha and bagels.  Soon, everyone was up and having some kind 

of breakfast, coffee or tea as we readied ourselves to meet the 

day.  This morning we would take a hike in the Park. 



 

   Ramsey opted to remain in camp and rest his body for a few 

more hours.   



 

The rest of us headed to the trail that would take us towards the 

upper reaches of the mountain.  Years ago I had spied a large 

waterfall coming off the Zigzag Glacier and had a plan to see it 

again.   

       

   Greg decided to go rest under a shade tree as the rest of us 

made our way up to the overlook.  David found interest in 

chatting with some strangers at a particular knoll where they 



were sitting.  Jacob, Jonathan and I continued up hill, stopping 

often to stop and smell the flowers and take pictures.  From our 

perch we could see Mt Jefferson, Mount Saint Helens and Olallie 

Butte, not to mention the Coastal Mountains, Saddle Mountain, 

Trillium Lake, Ski Bowl and other points of interest.  There were  

      

many wildflowers.  It was all beautiful.  The weather was perfect.  

Jonathan and I cut off of the mountain boot trail and headed 

towards an overlook point where we could see three waterfalls  



 

coming from the Zigzag Glacier.  Jacob ventured farther up the 

mountain where he was able to have some alone time.  It wasn’t 

long before David decided to join us.  He was surprised at the 

sight of the waterfall.  We sat there for a long time, snacking and 

taking pictures of the mountain.   

       

   We headed back down and found that Greg had gone back 

towards camp.  



 

 We caught up with him near a stream crossing close to the 

location of the once standing hiker’s shelter.  Jacob also caught 

up with us as we headed back to camp. 



 

 

   The mosquitoes were pesky, but not as painful as the biting 

flies!  We used our campsite area to cool off, nap and lounge 

around.  Some went over near the stream and snowfield to cool 

off and soak their tired feet.  Our campsite provided little shade 

but we managed to congregate around a single Fir that provided 

enough.   



 



   Later in the afternoon, Greg and I also went to the stream, 

intending to soak our tired feet and hurting ankles.  We sat down, 

removed our shoes and socks and nearly killed our feet when 

they hit that cold water!  The snowmelt was so cold it made our 

feet hurt like they were in a vise!  Nevertheless, we did an in and 

out method enough times that it made them feel better.  From 

there we walked over to the snowfield and found clean snow to 

stuff in our water bottles.  There is nothing quite as refreshing as 

extra cold mountain water!   

 

   David and Jacob once again treated us with a nice Mountain 

House meal.  This evening’s entrée was Beef Stroganoff.  Dessert 

was Raspberry Crumble which, after a hard day in the high 

country, was actually quite tasty.   



 

   Our evening devotional was interactive and inspiring.  Greg 

always does a great job leading our devotionals.  It is also a good 

way to help us get to know each other better. 



    

   After watching another beautiful sunset from our mountain 

perch, the air began to chill down and we soon found ourselves 

heading into the comfort of our tents and sleeping bags.   

   I got up in the middle of the night to witness something 

majestic.  Although I have limited vision, the brilliance of the 

night sky was breathtaking!  The Milky Way Galaxy with its 

billions of stars was clear and bright.  The Planets were visible 

and twinkled brightly.  The sky was clear at this elevation and 

nothing obstructed my view, save my Macular Degeneration.  

Shooting stars raced across the nighttime sky moving in a 

seemingly still galaxy.  I was awed by this vision.  I can only 

imagine what it would look like with perfect vision! 



    

Saturday, Day 3…..Morning came quickly.  A good rest was had 

by all.  We stirred from our slumber and began to get up and 

around.  It was time for breakfast.  It was also the day we pack 

our packs and make our way across the Park and down towards 

the Ramona Falls area where we would camp the next two nights.   

   Crossing the Park along the upper Park Loop Trail, wildflowers 

were in abundance.  We walked across more patches of snow as 

we made our way down to the PCT.   



    

   We stopped along the way to rest our bones and take photos of 

the Sandy River canyon.  At one particular overlook, David 

realized he had inadvertently left his camera at the last place we 

sat down.  He dropped his pack and scurried back up the trail and 

was soon back to rejoin us.  The waterfall near the “tooth”, a 

large outcropping projecting into the canyon, was roaring.   



 

   In a few miles we came to the canyon floor where the Sandy 

River has created a huge washout.  There were no bridges here 

and other hikers were wading across the knee deep water.  I  



 

removed my boots and took out the liners and pulled off my 

socks.  With my boots back on my feet, I was ready to wade the 

river.  Jacob and Jonathan were helping us cross by carrying our 

packs across and making sure we didn’t fall into the river as we 

walked across. 

    



   In less than a mile, we came to a large flat area in the trees 

where we made camp.  Other hikers came through along the PCT 

and some stopped to also make camp for the night.   

       

   After setting up our tents and resting a while, Jacob and David 

put on some water to boil and began preparations for dinner.  

Tonight’s meal was Lasagna.  For dessert, we had a mocha 

pudding with crumbles kind of thing.  Not bad.     This evening 

was much milder and warmer, probably due to the elevation 

change.  

   We were allowed to have a campfire in this area, so we did!  

Jonathan attended the fire and kept it going as we finished dinner 

and our evening devotional.   It was a quiet evening in spite of 

hikers nearby.   



 

Sunday, Day 4…..was a sleep in kind of morning.  No one had to 

get up early except those going on a day hike to Yokum Ridge, a 

rocky ridge about 6 miles away and a few thousand feet elevation 

gain.  We would be having our devotional and Communion  

 



Service this evening.  Greg, Ramsey and I opted to remain in 

camp while Jacob, Jonathan and David packed some food and  

 

water for a day hike to Yokum Ridge.    It was a round trip 

distance of about 11 miles. 



 



   Ramsey, Greg and I took our chairs over to Ramona Falls to do 

a bit of R and R.  There was a small crowd of hikers enjoying the 

cool of the falls.  The beauty of Ramona Falls can be seen in a 

myriad of posters, magazines, photography shops, postcards and 

publications across the country.  It is one of Oregon’s most 

photographed fall.  It can only be accessed by foot or horseback.  

The nearest road is at the Ramona Falls Trailhead, roughly 4 

miles away.   

     

   In a couple of hours we returned to camp to warm up and have 

lunch.  Greg brought out his Fajitas and flour tortillas, which he 

graciously shared 3 of them with me!  Very tasty!  Afterwards, we 

took the water jug and filter down to the stream to cool our feet 

and pump some drinking water.  Yes….from the same spot!  I 

never noticed any funny taste in the water.  Did you, Greg?? 

   While we were pumping water, Jacob returned from his Yokum 

Ridge hike and admitted leaving the other two guys on the ridge.  

He said it was gorgeous, of course.  I’m hoping to see some 

photos of it soon.  In a little while David and Jonathan returned to 



camp.  David brought back a thermos bottle full of snow, so we 

all could have snow cones….uh, cups.  I had a flavoring of lemon, 

strawberry and watermelon.  Not bad!   

 

   For this evening’s dinner, we opened the can of chicken and 

noodles that I had been carrying.  It was pretty good.  For 

dessert, we had the Key Lime with graham crunchies sprinkled on 

top.    Dinner around the old campfire felt good.  There were not 

so many campers tonight…only us in this area.  Following our 

evening devotional, and poking around the fire for a while, we 

headed off to our tents and to bed.   

 

Monday, Day 5…..The sun had already lit up the sky when I 

crawled out of bed.  David was sitting around the campfire area 

with his coffee, which he shared one with me.  Soon, the others 

got up and had their breakfast fix.  We proceeded to clean up the 

camp, pack up our things and get ready to hike out.  This is our 

last day. 



   We put on our packs and headed up the trail to Ramona Falls.  

We spent a little time here taking group and individual photos.  

From here we continued on the north side of this lollipop trail, 

following the beautiful Ramona Creek along sheer cliff walls that 

rose several hundred feet into the air.  The trail was gentle and 

easy to walk.  The tree cover and ne 

arby stream 

provided a coolness that we appreciated.  



  

   The Sandy River crossing near the Trailhead was an area of 

cris-crossing logs that provided several areas to cross if one could 

keep their balance.  One log in particular seemed to be the best 

so that’s where we crossed.  It wasn’t bad.   

   Jacob had left us behind at Ramona Falls to scurry on down the 

trail and meet up with Alyssa to drive back to Timberline Lodge to 

get the Suburban.  He showed up a little after we arrived at the 

Ramona Falls Trailhead.  We were ready to head home.   



          

   Following a stop at Calamity Jane’s for a greasy burger and 

fries, we headed to the Metro Church of Christ parking lot.   

 

Mike Thomas 

 

    

    


