Adventures with Joe: Mike  (“Strider”)


I had a great time with Joe in the Smoky's. I would like to post all of my journal, but this is Joe's trip. I would like to tell about one part of our trip and perhaps you could post it in the news letter.

On Friday April 14th we were coming down off of Clingman's Dome to a shelter for the night. In the Smoky's you have to stay in or near a shelter. The shelter was full so we had to set up our tents near the shelter. It was windy all night and around midnight it started to hail. Then the hail turned to torrential rain with thunder and lighting. Quite a night. Anyway, the following morning we awoke to find that we had camped in a bog. (I had picked the spot) As soon as you stepped out of the tent water would pool around your feel. My tent was damp inside. When Joe removed his sleeping pad there was a puddle of water under it. It wasn't raining so we cooked a quick breakfast and packed up the wet tents and gear and headed off to Icewater Shelter. 

As we entered Newfound Gap it was 40F and started to rain....sideways! There is a road thru the gap and people wait there to take hikers into town for a fee. We had no plans to go to town and politely refused their services. One driver offered us oranges and apples which we gladly accepted. Since it was pouring we huddled in a Men's room and ate our lunch and fruit. With renewed vigor we headed back out into the weather (Joe: "Could be worse....").

We the hiked UP 3.9 miles to Icewater Shelter (very well named). As we arrived there the shelter that sleeps 12 was already full, but people made room for us. We claimed our places in the wet cold shelter. People kept coming in cold and shivering with wet.....everything. It's still blowing rain out when Joe tells me he's going to build a fire. I look at him like he's nuts. there iS a fireplace in the shelter. But water is pouring down the chimney into it. This doesn't stop him. Up he gets and out into the rain to get WET wood. So, now I don't feel like it, but someone has to help him......out I go. This is NOT fun. Who's idea was this anyway. We come back with arms full of wet wood. Joe gets a candle from his pack, lights it and starts to add wood. Soon he has a fire (kinda) going. He's worked at it for almost and hour. I relived him and add a little more wood and a lot of blowing. After about a 1/2 hour it's still burning, a little. Other people are now going out and getting wood. I turn it over to them. After about 2 hours we have won! The fire is going strong and the rain has stopped. Soon people are drying their sock and themselves by Joe's fire. More people show up.......and more. Hawkeye, Knock-Knock and others that went into town earlier now come in. They have filled their nalgenes with wine and have fixings for quesadillas, nachos and salsa and 6#s of fudge. Soon it's a party and everyone is eating and joking around. 21 people slept in that shelter that night. Joe's fire lasted most of the night drying socks and hikers.....who'd a thought!

Strider

(that's my story and I'm sticking with it)

