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Wilderness Trek 2016, an annual event since 2007, was our 10th 
Anniversary of guided treks serving the Metro Church of Christ 
teens.  This year's 5 day adventure began on July 21st.  Our group of 
eight souls consisted of Greg Woods, our spiritual director, who 
serves as Metro's Intergenerational Minister; Jake and Alyssa 



Carlson, (my Granddaughter) a great young couple that Greg and I 
would love to see take over this high adventure ministry; 

David and Christie Vaca, a Metro Elder and his wife, whom we would 
also love to see co-lead future treks and their Grandson, Ramsey, a 
teenager on his second Trek; Jonathan Clifford, a young professional, 
also on his second Trek, our unofficial fire builder and fire tender this 
year, keeping the campfire going all the times we spent in camp; and 
me, Mike Thomas, another of Metro's elders and co-leader of 
Wilderness Treks.   
   DAY 1 began at 0500 in the Metro parking lot, where we met to 
transfer our packs into a utility trailer pulled by a Suburban borrowed 
from Alyssa's parents and driven by her husband, 
Jake. 

  

It was a cozy fit for those of us in the back end.  We pulled off of I-5 
near Longview,  WA for a quick McBreakfast.   
   Our 3 hour drive brought us to Berry Patch Trailhead.  The primitive 
toilet would be our last facility for the next 5 days.  After taking a 



group photo and donning heavy packs,  we began our hike 
about 10:00.  For a while we were driven along by newly hatched and 
very hungry mosquitoes.   The steady uphill climb was often 
encumbered with a rocky trail and an occasional downed tree needing 
crossed.  The Bear Grass blooms were plentiful and healthy.  I 
renember thinking that it must be a good year for Bear Grass.   
   Through the trees and upon an occasional knoll or clearing, we 
began catching glimpses of the disrant rugged Goat Rocks from the 



  

 

Gifford Pinchot National Forest.  Occasional patches of packed snow 
appeared along Trail 95, especially in the shaded areas.   
   Our first stream crossing provided more opportunities for dozens of 
hungry mosquitoes to have lunch on us!  We picked up the pace a bit, 
not wanting to linger near this swampy place we called "a mosquito 
factory"!   
 Early afternoon we were growing a little weary from the steady 
upward climb, swatting bugs and carefully negotating the narrow 
parts of the 



trail. 

  

 

The rain clouds began rolling in and low clouds settled upon the trail, 
which ran along the west side of Goat Ridge.  Jake and Alyssa were 
taking the lead.  I said they could go on ahead if they wished but to 
wait for us at the second horse camp, as we might camp  there for the 
night.  With inclement weather moving in we might want to camp at a 
lower elevation in case of a storm.  It is not smart to camp high on a 
mountain during a lightening storm.  Besides, there would be a better 
opportunity for a warm fire where wood is more available.   



  

  

As Jonathan and I approached horse camp 2, we noticed that Jake 
and Alyssa had already dropped packs and set up their tent.  So we 
did the same!  The rest of our group showed up and seemed pleased 
with stopping here.  I noted on my GPS that we had hiked 3.6 miles 
with an elevation gain of 1400 feet, camping at the 6000' level. 
 



  Our evening devotionals and daily Bible readings came from the 
book of Colossians.  Each day we will journal about our reading and 
discuss how it relates to us, or talking about our favorite verse.  We 
also shared 3 things we hoped to "find" here in the wilderness.  
   Tonight's menue:  Chicken ala King.  Mmmmmmmmmm! 
   As the sun set behind the Coastal Mountain Range and the campfire 
died down, it was time to rest our tired bones. 
 
DAY 2 was a pleasant Friday morning; heavy fog obscured much of 
the scenery, thick enough to block the sun.  We were hopeful that the 
clouds would soon lift.  Light rain began falling during the night and 
continued off and on throughout the day.  Greg's tarp that I had 
packed in became a raincover over the seating areas around our 



 

 

campfire. Though the rain was light, it was sufficient to get one wet 
after a short time. 
   Jonathan was poking around in the fire ring when I awoke.  With a 
hot breakfast and coffee on my mind, I crawled from my warm 
sleeping bag, dressed and went out to meet the day.  Smoke from the 
fire reminded me that we needed more wood.   
   The fire was warm, breakfast satisfied my hunger and the smell of 
coffee was tingling my senses.  Our sleepy crew began to emerge 
from tents and were drawn to Jonathan's warm fire.   
   Our morning devotional was spent close to the campfire and under 
cover.  We occasionally scattered out beyond camp to forage for 
more firewood. The acrid smoke, driven by a slight breeze, burned 
sensitive eyes until tears rolled down our faces.  Impossible to 
breathe, we were often forced outside the shelter to avoid passing 
out!  This was fun! 
   An occasional group if hikers would come up the trail with waves, 



hellos,  and "nice camp!"  We felt fortunate to have this comfortable 
campsite considering the weather.  The forecast, the day before we 

 

 

left Portland, promised sunshine the whole time.  Looks like God 
decided to water the flowers, instead.  
   A lone hiker dropped by to warm himself by our fire.  He said the 
forecast called for rain today and sunshine beginning tomorrow.  He 
was a talkative young fellow.   I suppose hiking alone on the trail 
allows one to save it all for when he meets other hikers.  But he was 
pleasant enough and we didn't mind his company.  After a short time 
he continued up the trail to find a campsite higher up towards 
Hawkeye Point. He would be out there, alone, for the next five days. 
   Another couple stopped by to chat; a man and wife team, they 
asked about the trail and possible campsites.  The woman carried a 
large pack, while the man carried two large packs...one on his back 
and one on his chest. We couldn't guess how much weight he carried. 
Interestingly enough, he said they were only up here for one 
night.  Ha ha!  
   While foraging for more wood, one of the guys found a rather large 
piece of black plastic and brought it over to add to our rain shield 
over the campfire area.  We managed to scrounge enough cord 
between us to rig up a much larger rain cover.  Although it seemed to 
trap more smoke than we liked, it certainly eliminated our mosquito 
problem!   
   Due to the weather, we remained around camp 
today. Tonight's menu calls for Stroganoff!   Yum!  Ramsey was not a 



fan of Mountain House freeze dried dinners, but he survived the week 
on pop-tarts and Ramen Noodles.  

 
DAY 3 today.  The low clouds began to dissipate and blue sky began 
to appear.  The rain had subsided during the night.  Today looked 
very promising. 
   Following breakfast and caffeine we packed our day packs with a 
few items like, jackets food, water and cameras for a hike.  
  Leaving camp, we hiked north along Trail 95 towards Hawkeye 
Point.  High up on the far ridge was a snowfield that I pointed out to 
the group as our destination. It's the saddle where the Lily Basin Trail 
crosses over the mountain. 
   The narrow trail traversed the side of Goat Ridge.  The steep hillside 



plunged off into the Jordan Creek canyon, so caution was needed to 
safely hike this part of the trail.  Wildflowers added color to the 
volcanic hillside.  Many new flowers would be blooming during the 
next few weeks.  It hasn't been that long since this trail was snow 
covered.   

 
 

   The jagged peaks to our right were still blanketed with low clouds 
that were slowly burning off.  The morning sun was trying hard to 
punch through the clouds.  The eerie array of shadows cast from the 
morning sun shining through the clouds became a photo opportunity 
for all of us.  It looked like the Goat Rocks version of the Northern 
Lights!  No telling how many pictures we took, both with cameras and 
those imprinted in our memories.



 
 

   As we approached the Jordan Basin, it's year-round creek, snow fed 
from several sources, cascaded down through the narrows and 
dropped steeply, creating a gorgeous waterfall that we could hear and 
see from our camp.  The small, swift running creek ran very close to 
the trail as we came up into the natural bowl of the Jordan 
Basin.  Here, on the rocky meadow we dropped our packs and had 
our morning devotional,  led by Greg Woods.  The book of Colossians 
offers much that we can read and apply to our lives.  Here, in this 
pristine mountain setting, these words of encouragement from the 
Apostle Paul seems to have greater meaning to us. 
   Following our time of discussion and trying to count the number of 
Marmot running about in the Talus slopes, we headed on up the trail. 
David made the observation of how much easier it was to hike without 
his heavy backpack, noting that, "I brought too much stuff"!  Truth is, 
David and Ramsey carried extra weight so Christie wouldn't have 



to.  With 

 

her right arm still in a cast and favoring bad knees and ankles, it was 
important to ease her burden.    



   Half way up the bowl to the crest of Goat Ridge,  on the last 

 

switchback, Christie stumbled and fell.  Fortunately she landed on the 
soft grass and avoided rolling sideways.  Had she rolled on the 
downhill side, it might not have been pretty.  

 

 

 

 



  
   The scenery was gorgeous, as always. The clouds were lifting and 
the majestic 14,243' snow covered Mount Adams to the South 
glistened in the sunlight as we came up onto the ridge and saw this 
amazing view for the first time.  With Goat Ridge to the right and the 
high peaks of the Goat Rocks to the left, the spacious valley below 
offered pristine beauty and seclusion for the animals who made 
that area their home.



 
 

   Behind us to the north, the large snowfield that I had pointed out 
from our camp, was even larger. We eventually made our way to the 



ridge and waited for the clouds to reveal massive Mt Rainier to the 

 

north.  We could see the Lily Basin trail, although under snow on this 
side, winding its way down and around the bowl and across the next 
ridge where Heart Lake hides in the next valley.   Beyond that, beyond 
Angry Mountain, the trail ends near the town of Packwood. 



 

 



   Jake and Alyssa, Ramsey and Jonathan decided to climb to the top 
of the 7,431' Hawkeye Point, while Greg, David, Christie and I 
remained at our perch on the ridge.  I have been on the on top of 
Hawkeye three times over the years and can attest to its gorgeous 
view.   



 



 

   The climb to the top of Hawkeye was easy for these tough 
kids.  There was a large snowfield they glissaded down just before the 
climb, but it sounded fun.  The view from the top offered clear views 



of the surrounding Goat Rocks' dozen more prominent peaks, besides 

 

Mounts Hood, Adams, Saint Helen's and Rainier.  Frozen Goat Lake 
lay below the peak, the beginning point of a rugged flow of water with 
a long, cascading waterfall before it's plunge into Goat Canyon and 
feeding the lush Valley floor more than 2000' below. 



   As we sat on the ridge, Greg needed to go find a secluded spot 
among the bushes for some alone time.  About 45 minutes later, 4 
hikers came up the trail to where we were sitting and asked about 
where to camp.  I suggest the campsites down next to the snowfield 
would have the best views and nearest water.  

 One of the girls said there was a cute little old man laying down there 
napping.  Ha Ha!  I have heard Greg called many things over the 



years, but never a cute little old man!     

 

  After the kids came down , we headed back down the snowfield,  slip 
sliding our way down to where Greg had sneaked off to have a nap.    



 

After pumping some fresh snowmelt into our drinking  bottles, we 
took a left turn where Trail 95 intersected with the Lily Basin Trail, to 
hike down for a closer look at Goat Lake. 

 



 

 

We stumbled across a few questionable patches of snow and 
water.  Other than a few muddy spots, it was doable. 
 

 

  The lake was beautiful.  It was a perfect cauldron of ice with only a 
crescent of water around the shoreline.  The land around to the south 
side was snow covered and provided more glissading runs for 
Jonathan and Ramsey, while the rest of us took a number of photos 
of the gorgeous scenery.  We stood at the edge of the canyon upon a 
rocky cliff and imprinted many memories into our minds. 



 

 

  Across the lake on the mountainside, grazing between the many 
patches of snow were several Mountain Goats, some were very 
large.  These mountains are home to several herds of these big 



shaggy creatures.  

 



 



  After satisfying our needs, we headed back on the trail, across Goat 
Ridge, down through Jordan Basin and back to camp.   

Today's hike netted 19,459 steps.  We were tired and soon ready  for 
dinner.  This evening's menu was Lasagne.  Mmmmmmmmmm!  
   We lingered by the evening campfire as long as we could.  It was a 
great day of sightseeing!  Thanks for the fire, Jonathan! 
 
DAY 4 and it's Sunday, The Lord's Day.  Following breakfast we 
prepared for our morning devotional.  We had communion together 
with fresh grape juice that Greg cooked up because we forgot to grab 
the communion before we left. The unleavened Triscuits worked 
pretty well.  Our devotional time was meaningful and appreciated. 
   Following all that, we discussed options for day hiking versus camp 
couching.  Greg, David and Christie decided to go take a closer look 
at the Jordan Creek Falls.  Jake, Alyssa, Jonathan and I decided to 
conquer the steep west side of Goat Ridge and see what it looks like 
on top.  Ramsey opted to sleep and that's just what he did. 

 



   We made our own way up the steep hillside, no trail to follow, 
switchbacking as if we knew what we were doing. In half a mile we 
approached the top of Goat Ridge and were amazed at what we saw!   

 

Goat Valley lay a thousand feet below us, wild and pristine stretching 
north to south.  The presidential, Mt Adams loomed before our 
eyes.  Old Snowy, Ives Peak and Mt Curtis Gilbert. 



 

 

 Jonathan hiked a few yards ahead of us.  At one point, he spooked a l 
buck deer that bounded off ahead of him.  Patches of snow still 
lingered on top of this 6600' elevation.  I took the liberty of filling my 
water bottle with  snow which made for tasty drinking water!   

 



   Jonathan looked down near his feet and found a round metallic 
piece of something that appeared to contain a small coil and electrical 
wiring.  I had not seen anything like it before.  It appeared to only be a 
small piece of some larger object. There were some identifying words 
and numbers stamped across its silver colored back.  He put it inside 
his pack for late4 research.  When he got home, he learned this was a 
piece of a headset manufactured in the 1920's.  Very interesting find!   
 

 

  We remained on the top for a few hours, hiking from one end to the 
other.  We eventually came to a barren lava spire that was 
uncomfortable to traverse.  It was here, on a particularly scenic perch 
that we shed our day packs and brought out food and water.  It was 
the perfect picnic spot! Goat Lake could not be seen from here but we 
could clearly see the cauldron where it formed and the high, barren 
cliff face where we stood yesterday taking pictures.  We listened to 
the raging stream far below, it's noisy flow echoing through the 



canyon for all to hear.        Following a few more photo ops, we 

 

decided to head back to camp.  As we made our way down the steep 
hillside, I reflected upon the events of this amazing adventure. 
   Meanwhile, Ramsey slept. Greg, David and Christie's adventure to 
see the waterfall on Jordan Creek was a fun adventure for them.  They 
were resting in camp when we arrived.   
   We swapped a few stories of our day's events around the campfire 
and as we enjoyed a hearty helping of Mountain House Beef 
Stew.  Following a time of reading and talking to God, we retired for 



the night. 

 



   DAY 5 was on a Monday.  Following breakfast and packing all of our 
belongings, we prepared to head home.  We decided to take a few 



more photos at the rim of Jordan canyon where Jake and Alyssa had 
set up their tent.  One final look at the falls and a final look for 



anything we might have left, we had a prayer and then hit the trail.  I 
had promised the group we would have a clear view of Mt Rainier 
today.  Though it was none of my doing,  God did provide some great 
views of the mountain on our way home. 
   The mosquitoes were as hungry as ever as we crossed the final 
stream before the Berry Patch Trailhead.  We met a few hikers coming 
up the trail, excited to see the Mountains?   We met 4 Rangers along 
the trail, cutting out sections of fallen trees to open the trail to horse 



traffic.  Soon this trail would be busy with both riders and hikers. 

   

Soon we found ourselves back at the Trailhead.  We loaded our packs 
changed into clean clothes and headed out to find real 
food,  SPIFFY’s RESTAURANT was the stop for food.  We each 
ordered what we had been missing.  I watched Ramsey wolf down a 
one pound Mountain Burger with ease.  
   Wilderness Trek 2016 is now a part of the Metro Church of Christ's 
history.  Our Wilder\ness experience program serving our teens and 
young adults has completed its 10th year.  Greg Woods and I have 
been faithful leaders of all ten treks.  We are tired.  I will turn 70 this 
year.  My body is quick to tire and slow to recover.  Greg's diabetes is 
becoming more difficult to manage in the wilderness.  Though a few 
years younger than me, Greg is also tired.   
   This program, if it is to continue, needs new leadership; people with 
young blood,  younger bodies with stamina enough to keep up.  Our 
hope is to have a young couple like Alyssa and Jake to continue this 
10 year-old tradition of giving teens a wilderness experience. 
   May all of you young hikers who have experienced Wilderness Trek, 
be blessed.   May your good memories of reaching your goal 
following a hard day of physical exertion, seeing the vistas,  the wild 
and the pristine, be images foreve4 burned into your memories.   May 
you always be reminded, whenever you find yourself immersed in the 
untamed outdoors, of God's kindness in the beauty of His creation, of 
which He has put us in charge of caring for it. May you always see 
Him at work in His creation...and be thankful. 

 
Mike Thomas 


