M. R. Hyker's Latest Adventure
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What a perfect way to start the WVHC backpacking season: perfect weather, great hiking companions and a seemingly flawless plan to avoid crowds and seek out some sense of solitude over one of the busiest backpacking weekends of the year. Again we set our sights on Canaan Mountain and again we had the entire mountain to ourselves. While others were bumping into each other in places like Dolly Sods or Otter Creek we saw but 2 tents and a group of 4 young adults in the first hour of the trip. Other than that we saw a couple of pods of mountain bikers, some car campers near CLR13 and one huge but brief family outing over the course of 3 days. The rest of the time we were alone.

I was joined by the Bishtons, Doc, Blue Mike, Da Judge, Pathfinder (AKA Rock Lady), Everybody Loves Raymond, Rocky B., Heather, Cognac Jack and Molly, one of our canine mascots. Although the beginning and the end of the hike were identical to last year’s trip, we added some different trails and increased the mileage a bit this time. 

We started at the Blackwater Falls Lodge and followed the Birch Tr to the Allegheny Tr and then the Plantation Tr. From there we took the #6 Fire Tr to CLR13. I was expecting it to be some kind of “Plain Jane” connector trail but instead found a very straight trail full of its own character. The dark, rich Spruce forest was a joy to walk through. From CLR13 we jumped onto the Pointy Knob Tr. This was another nice trail although the east side of it was quite boggy. “Mud” was the word for the day (and actually, as it turned out, for the entire trip). By the time the trail turned north it had dried out significantly and we began walking through woods with an understory of freshly sprouted Hay Scented Fern. (This place will smell great in the fall.). We picked up the sounds of the south fork of Red Run and soon crossed it. At about 8.3 miles into the trip we arrived at the Shelter and campsite and called it a day. After dinner Da Judge and Pathfinder managed to get a fire going and we proceeded to have a contest: “Who can stay up until 9 o’clock?” We all made it but by 10:00 everyone had retired for the evening.

The next day we arose to more blue skies. We were on the trail around 8:30 and soon discovered a hidden gem. The Pointy Knob Tr climbs up out of the bogs and follows an old railroad grade through stands of Hemlock, Spruce and tunnels of Rhododendron, the whole time remaining meticulously within sight and sound of the south fork of Red Run. For about 1.5 miles it seemed we were hiking along a miniature Otter Creek. We had to ford Red Run below the junction of the 2 forks but all made it across unscathed. The subsequent walk down CLR13 was nothing short of quick. Along most of it, if we couldn’t see Red Run we sure could hear it. This was the third year in a row that I’ve hiked on Canaan Mt and I’ve never seen the streams this “juiced”.

From CLR13 we veered off onto an old woods road and found the connection with the Mountain Side Tr. We used this to “corkscrew” our way back to CLR13 west of Table Rock. The first third of the trail is really beat up - muddy with lots of blowdowns. It appeared that some trail maintainers recently came through but left the branches they cut lying in the trail. I think they did it to give mountain bikers to ride on. Between the mud and these tripping hazards we had to take it slow. The middle portion was a typical railroad grade: a slight incline with lots of rocks left over from the ballast – more slow going. As we approached Laurel Run we returned to a Spruce and Hemlock Forest with a gurgling stream meandering across the trail in several places. My initial plans were to camp here but Bruce Sundquist suggested that we collect extra water and camp out on Flat Rock and that we did. It was a very rewarding experience. The views here are always outstanding on a clear day but the sunrise the next morning was even more remarkable. We watched in awe as that golden orb peaked out above Dolly Sods and Cabin Mountain and then we went back to bed for another half hour.

We took our time breaking camp but still managed to get on the trail before the preplanned 9:00 o’clock. We hiked out to CLR13, dropped our packs, and walked a short distance to collect enough water to get us through the day. Based on the “mud factor” of the previous two days I expected the Plantation and Lindy Run trails to be pretty messy. They were in places but were in relatively good condition for Canaan Mt trails. We took a long break at their junction before quickly descending off of the mountain. We paid the traditional visit to Lindy Point before finishing off the trip on the Shay Trace Tr. 

We were back at the Lodge by 3:00 with visions of cold drinks and ample sandwiches at the Purple Fiddle in our heads. We stashed our packs and freshened up … and then it happened … or didn’t happen … Doc’s car wouldn’t start. The battery had died. No problem, Blue Mike has jumpers. Still a problem … the hood release is broke. Several of the more mechanically inclined gentlemen in the group gave it their best shot but it wasn’t budging. Doc called her husband and AAA and made the necessary arrangements. We supplied her with extra water and our best wishes. As we were turning to leave our beleaguered friend Blue Mike suggested she give it one more try ….vvv … vvvvv… VVVERUM … the car started!!! Although we knew it would be unwise for Doc to join us at the Fiddle (risking another battery failure upon turning the car off) all of our hearts suddenly became lighter. We bid Doc and Molly “Goodbye” and headed off to the Fiddle. 

Never has a dark amber brew and Roaring Rapids Roast beef Sandwich tasted so good!

