TABLE ROCK HALF WAY - 9:30 START ON SATURDAY, JANUARY 26, 2008

 

Peter Taylor,

Fran Spicer,

Chris Lane,

Betty Perry,

Sondra Hayes,

Bob Smith and

Sonja Smith all wrapped up against the cold, assembled by the Lake at Table Rock State Park and set off up the main Red Trail for the Half Way shelter.  'Twas a misty morn, a cold and misty morn but, although we took it slowly we were stripping some of our wrappings within the first half hour.  Of course we were well rested because of our nine thirty start so could afford breath to talk and discuss things and look at the scenery and admire the fantastic shapes rising out of the mists.  We observed the large number of dead pines, a sad sight.  The pine beetle's doing it somebody said.  

There is a fine new bridge over the creek just beyond the waterfalls and a gasp of horror forced its way from our lips as we saw that a lovely, healthy and huge Hemlock had been sawn down to accommodate the location of the bridge.  Betty was most the most horrified and saddened but we forced ourselves on and soon cheered up.  The mists cleared and dishabillations continued until I was down to my shirtsleeves with about ten pounds of wool in my backpack before we were a mile into the hike.  There were a few hikers on the trail and some even on their way down from the upper levels.  None had been to the top as the ice below Governor's Rock was dangerous they said.  However the only ice we saw was a pretty sight and we admire each sparkling icicle.  By noon we were at the Half Way House and most of us braved the brisk and chilly breeze to eat our lunch beneath the clearing and occasionally sunny rock.  We were a compatible and cheerful bunch that munched their goodies on the rock and it occurred to me that I would like a cup of coffee and Fran and Chris remembered that the stuff they brewed at The Pumpkintown General Store was pretty good. So to the Pumpkintown General Store we all hurried.  On the way back across the bridge with the poor dead Hemlock lying in its long sad decay, we met a group of three Rangers.  I was further back but Betty told us that she had given them an earful of advice on how to treat Hemlocks. When I met these Rangers they were still shaking and quick to point out which of them it was that had chopped the tree down.  That fellow defended himself saying that the men from Columbia made him do it. We gave them the newly invented Thumbs Down Award from the GNHA and continued to our coffee and at the Pumpkintown General Store there drank our fill.  

We were pleased with the hike glowing happily we parted to prepare for the Farewell to Jodie Party that evening.

