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DEDICATION

To the men and women who founded this Clus
our sincere appreciation

To future members
may this Club give you
the same deep contentment in the outdoors
and the same abiding friendships
that it has granted to its members
both past and present
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PREFACE

The desire to explore remote places, to enjoy the out-of-doors, teo conguer
difficult terrain, and to share these triumphs with congenial souls, has been
the motivating force behind the formation of many an outdoor club, 5o 1t has
been with the Klahhane Club,

From the enjoyment of our heritace of mountain, sea, and forest, comes
renewed strength and a spirit of delight which carries over into our workaday
world, This is an enthusiasm which may be aroused in early childhood or later
in life, but once arcused, it continues to delight throughout life, even after
hiking days are dene. May I conclude with a quotation from Mr, Thomas Gupthill,
who wrote in the first Klahhane Anmnual of 1918, "Favored is he....who is privi-
leged to join that charmed circle of congenial spirits who find inspiration and
recreation in unfreguented aisle and far reaches.”

by Primrose Bredl
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PRESIDENT'S REMARKS

K¥lahhane or good-times-out-of-doors has meant more to me during my fifty
years of membership than any other organizastion, Being president (usually when
no one else would take it) has been only a small part of it., There is some-
thing inexplainable about its lure, VYou leave your safe comfortable home to go
and climb a mountain, There, with smoke filled eyes, you bend double cooking
over a campfire---you eat food seasoned with smoke and cinders---you sleep on
the bumpy ground---in short, you suffer all sorts of inconveniences and still
you go agoein and again, Somehow, as the years pass, the hardships fade and you
remember little flower filled meadows---the painted splash of bricht orangy red
autumn huckleberry foliage---the graceful deesr bounding thru the timber---the
while storm scourad ghost trees---the view from the cragy skyline of rows and
rows of distant peaks---the blazing campfire at night with its songs and stories-
--the stars thru the spires of fir trees when you have crawled into your sleep-
ing bag to be lulled into sleep by the rushing stream---the friendships you
have made along the trail, These all become priceless memories and you thank a
kind Creator for the privilege of living and enjoying the besuties of the
Olympic Peninsula,

~==~ Thelma (Chambers) Robinson
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OUR PRESIDENT

Qur president, Thelma Robinson, has the distinction of having been an active
member ever since the year the Wlahhane Club was organized - fifty years ago,

She has served on the Board and ss President many times during the years,
She knows the history of the club from A to Z. During the early activities of
the club, Thelma was one in a group who climbed Mt, Olympus, the highest peak
in the Olympics, Undoubtedly she has traveled more miles of trails than any
present or past member of the club, Thelma's knowledge of plants, animals, and
birds has added intersst to many a hike and meeting; and in addition, her work
on matters of conservation has helped preserve the natural beauty of our country-
side for future generations,

At one time our president owned a cabin at Lake Crescent on the same grounds
as occupied by the Klahhane Club, Later, when the club cave up that location,
she had a cabin built at the Heart 0' the Hills which she oenercusly shared with
club members until the National Park purchased it, UWe, who were members at the
time, cherish the memories of the potlucks and overnights there; her hospitality
was unsurpassed,

Thelma has always given willingly of her time and talents, The club has
played a big role in her life, 0On the other hand she has meant much to the
club, UWe salute her on this the Club's 50th anniversaryl

by Edna Kelly
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KLAHHANE BEGINS

Minutes of Meeting for Purpose of Organizing
Mountaineerst! Club

A meetinc was held at the home of Mr, & Mrsg, Ben Phillips on the evening
of March 4, 1915, for the purpose of orgenizing a rountaineers! Club with hir,
Phillips acting as chairman,

Those present were: PMr, & Mrs, Ben Phillips; Misses Helen Redington, Mamie
FPazandak, Leah Babcock, Carrie Polhamus, Nell Mason, and Winifred Walton; lessrs,
MacNeal, Recnier, Polhamus, Halberg, and Slattery,

Following a discussion as to whether or not we should become a brench of
The Seattle Mountaineers or merely = locel organization, it was unanimously
agreesd that we should be a local organization for the time being,

The following officers were unanimously elected:

Presidente o o o o ¢ o o o o« & o Mr, Phillips
Vige-President . . . . . « « « . Mamie Pazandak
SECTEEETY,. & o &« o « « o « o o « Winifred Walton
TreasuTer. .+ + &« « « « » « « o « M. A, Regnier
Historian. ¢« « « o« o o« ¢ s « o « Helen Redington

Local lialks Committee. . . . . « Vernon Samuelson
Clark Slattery

Entertainment Committee, « « « « Carrie FPolhamus
Mrs., Phillips

Mr., MacNeal was unanimcusly elected to draft a constitution to be voted
upon at the next regular meeting,

There being no further business the mesting adjourned.

Signed Winifred walton
Secretary



E. B. WEBSTER

2nd Peak, looking toward ARgate Beach

Upper Left

E. B. Webster, a leading spirit
of the club for many years, discover-
ed a new flower on Mt, Angeles which
was later named Seniclio websteri,

In addition to flower coliecting, he
wrote several books on the out-of-
doors; including the "Friendly
Mountain® and "Fishing in the Oly-
mpics," His books have given us an
insight into his love of the out-ofe
doors; for example, in his "Fishing
in the Olympics" he wrote, "one finds
himgelf climbing the trails to hob-
nob with the elk, bear and deer of
the mountain parks, to gather the
hundreds of varieties of brilliant
hued mountain flowers, to feast on
the blueberries, and secure an un=-
rivalled collection of mountain
pictures,” 1In later life he became
interested in rock gardening and his
Klahhane Gardens at Heart O' the
Hills became one of the show places
of the peninsula,

Lower Right

-The old Louis williams cabin was
converted into a mountain lodge in
1920 and became the scene of many
happy Klahhane gatherings until 1t
burned down several years later,

Klahhane Lodne - 1920




CLUB BUILDINGS

Scon after the club was organized a search was begun for a suitable club-
house. 5Such a place wes found in the abandoned Williams cabin, When pioneers
were taking up homesteads, Louie lWilliams, spoken of as 2 lawyer, scholar, and
poet, had filed on a bench of land at the foot of Mt., Angeles, He= built a two
story house of cedar logs sawed and planed on thres sices and dovetailed on the
ends, The ceilings were beemed and the floors were maue of two inch cedar
planks, 0On the east side wcs & thirty foot porch with @ good view of the dis-
tant hills., The club leased it from the Forest Service and began fixing it up,
rebuilding the stone fireplace and addinp a 22 by 24 foot kitchen and dining
room with g men's dormitory overhead. Dishes and blankets were kept there and
the lodge was used practically svery week end,

New Year's dinners were held there with as many as sixty attending in spite
of the fact that all supnlies had to be back packed the last half nile and water
carried from the creek a nood hlock away,

Later the building burned to the ground as a result of vandalism, RNow the
forest has taken over. Tuenty foot tsll trees stand in its place and a moss
covered stone fence is all that remains of a pioneer's dream,

In 1922 by private donation and a drive which gained 300 members, a town
clubhouse was built on the bluff above the Ford Garage. It was a bunoalow type
building 30 by 35 ferst with a large stons fireplece, Here the museum was started
under the dirsction of E, B. lWebster, alsoc an aviary with fancy nheasants, pea-
cocks, swans, etc. There was also Jo-Jo, the pet dear.

In 1924 Klabhane wes oiven what is now Camp David Junior on Lake Crescent,
Rock gardens were built. The birds were moved out and a hair seal was added to
the menagerie. e becoms a great pet going on every swimming and rowing party.
He would zlso follow one clecr up to the pavilion if the pace were slow enough,
sev.ral private cabins were built on the orogunds by different nembers and the
work of caring for the ploce was to be done co-operatively. Plans did not work
out well, and the property was returned to D. £, Thompson, Mr. Wzbster found
land at Heart 0! The Hills and developed his gwn beautiful rock garden which
later was given to the Olympic National Perk,

The nresent hlahhanz Clubhouse wes built there in the early 1930's after
which thz town clubhouse was oiven up.



KLAHHANE iUBEUI and CLUBHOUSE

Part 1

In the course of the many years in which the klahhane Club has besn organ-
ized, several nlacss were used for wmectinos and club houses., In the late 1920's
and early 1930's, the lilahhsne Gardens at Lake Crescent was the usual cathering
place, In about 1532 E, 8. ebster established the rardens at the Heart of the
Hills in which he hed a fine collection of nztive plants of the Clympics, Under
his expert care it oecame a2 showplace, atiracting many visitors to see the hand-
iwork of this naturalist who loved the mounteins and its wild life,

Under the guidance of 1ir. Uebster, the Wlahhaneites bepgan the building of
a new Club House adjacent to the Gardens on the shore of Lake Dawn, Through the
direction and supervision of QOscar ielson the members sso:nt many week-ends cutting
and preparing polzs, makinc shakes and erecting this buildine which still stands
as a landmark at the Heart of the Hills, It wes first used as a museum, housing
many interzeting mounted specimens of wild 1life and Indian relics. In addition
it now serves as a Club House where pot luck dinners and business meztings are
held, The clubhouse kitchen was added on a few years after the main building
was complated,

The buildine wess kept onen to the nublic for many years, but when Osear
Nelson and, lster, Fred Leissler, uwho had actecd as car=stakzrs, left the Heart O
the Hills, it was necessary to cleosz it to the public end keep it just as a
clubhouse, A few af the exhibits were returned to their oriocinal owners but most
are still there.

by Henry Kiel

Part I1

About 1955 Club membzrs decided to builcd a fireslace in the clubhouse, Be-
fore they started on this 2aroject, they took 2 good lock at the building and
found that the foundations had rotted away. Several work trips were hald and
the heavy work of putting in new stringers, Joists, and cement blocks was com-
pleted, After the job of rettinn the fuilding level, the Club contacted hken
Steffen, who had offered to do the brick work on the fireplace. Before he could
start his work, Klahhaneitzs had to cut a hole in the wall and put in a concrete
footing to supsort the fireplace. This proved to be a real job as the willing
workers had to mix the concrete by hand., After the brickwork was completed,
Roscoe Robkinson cut two big maple slabs and siliced them together for the mantle,
He also donated some andirons which were formerly from a steam boiler, Bob
Dalton made a fireplcce screen and helped finish the red cewment hearth; and, at
long length, the fireplace was finished to send forth its friendly glow and wel-
come heat at all Klahhane meetings.

In 1962 the Club benan the construction of a new woodshed, Roscoe Robinson
again directed the work and, after he had cut the various lengths of poles for



Klahhane Clubhouse and Museum
(continued)

the complete superstructure, the "dubs" hammered and nailed the logs together.
To this day they are amazed at how fast this building took shape.

This past year, 1954, Leonard Falmer and John Nelson re-wired the club-
house, rutting in new outlets and a new box so the cooks can now brew coffee
without blowing a fuse,

General work trips for weshino windows, cleaning cases, and minor repairs,
are held once or twice a yezr., The kitchen was nainted in 1964 and many members
put in hours of work refinishinc the floor in both thes kitchen and wmain room.
One work trip many won't forget., It was the "year of the big snow', about 1952,
when threes feet of snow on the sagging roof scared evaeryone into working with
shavels, In spite of thne hard work there was much merriment, even when one
member fell off the edge of the roof into a huge pile of snow. Soon after that
new beams were added inside to help support the roof,

Through the years many members hesve donsted things for use at the clubhouse,
in fact, so many items that it i1s impossible to list them all, but among those
most appreciated are the chairs and benches made by E. H, Keller,

The clubhouse is now in pretty good shape, May it be the scene of many
tlahhane activitizs for years to come!

by John Nelson

* ok Kk ok ok ox % %

Many of our friends and members will be interestsd in an adcitional fact
which has come to light durino rscent researches, In 1940, when the clubhouse
was open to all, 1,465 people registered there., Among these were visitors from
five foreign countries: Al=sska, Hawaii, Japan, Poland, and Alberta, Canada,

Excerpt from an Account of 1917 Doings'!

Prominent amang the festivities at the Lodge was the marriage of the Mount-
aineers to the l4lahhanes, Jack Tussler impersonating the groom as a broken down
old man and Miss Mary iess as the young bride. Thos. H, Guptill, his face fes~
toaned with tree moss, officiatcd as the minister while other members represented
the best man, bridesmaids, ring besrer and flower girls, The ceremony was guite
an elaborate affair,

by £. B. liebster



name implies,

MLAMHANE CLUB PROGRAMS

As well as ~7roviding its members with Ygood tines out of doorsY, as its
the Hilahhane Club nas given its members, as well as townsneople,

a wealth of information cbout nature at home and elsewhere. llhen the club was

first orgenizeco,

vertised thus in the loccl naper:

t4lehhane Club

LCTURE COURZSSE
Seven Excentional Entertainments
One Thousand w#etchless Pictures

PROF, J. B, FLETT
tMountainear and Eminent Sclentist, in an Illustrated Talk
on iit. Rainier and the Olympics.

FTHE FBUNTATNY

PROF, J. N. BOWMAN
Department of History, U, of U,, Cnthusiastic and Leading
Member of the Seattle Club,

"RISE OF THZ LOVE OF THE (iOUNTAINS"

MISS LULIE NMITTLETON
Chairman Conservetion Coasmitice &itate Federetion OF
Womenl's Clubs; Charter tamber Seattle moun-
taineers; Club Historian; Member Scard of Directors.

"CITY, STATZ HIGHWAY, AKD NATIOMAL PARKSM

PROF. E. G, COX
Department of Enalish, U, of u., Mature Lover and Irishman,
"A Friend of All iho Love the Out-of-Doors.,”

TLOUNTATRS IN v GLISH LITERATUREY

ASAKHEL CURTIS
Publicity Expert, Oricinator of the Seattle Fountaineers,
will Show Selections from His iiany Hundreds of GSlides,

UTHE OLYMPIC PENIMSULAU

T, ANGELES, THE HOME OF THE BLAHHANE CLUBM

4 Showing of Ssverszl Hundred Pictures of Mt. Angeles,
the Soleduck-Hoh Divide, Happy Lake Country, the
Elwha Trail, #ts, Olympus, Meany, Queets, Christie,

Etc., from the Collections of the Seattle itoun-
taineers, Curtis, Flett, Denham, llilliams,
liebster, and Uthers,

5

it brought to Port Anceles 3 series of lgctures which were ad-



In the last twenty years the programs have been varied. Artifacts, exhibits,
and specimens have been feastured, and we have traveled zll over the United States
and in foreign countries by means of slides and movies.

At two mestings we learned sbout the Indians of Washington and saw many
artifacts, anciznt and modern, from Mr. Aonew, a Fort Townsend collector and our
own Dave Harley, who is working with the Indian Oureau,

Thelma Robinson, one of tihe ezrly members, and now the president, knows the
tress, flowers and birds of the Olympics, where she has lived all of her life,
better than most of tihe members and she has sharzd her knowledge with us on many
delightful occesions, displaving nictures and spmecinens,

An interesting evening was snent at the showroom of liilma madison, a local
authority on mushrooms. Jesides knowino all acout mushrooms, noisonous and
edible, Mrs, Madison has made very life-like ceramic mocels of over two hundred
snecies. Some of her collection is in the Provincial Museum in Victoria, and
some mocels are in {ir, Grebin's cri store on Front Street., After this program,
members, who had bez2n hesitant sbcut collecting mushrooms and some who had never
collected them, were more confident =zs iirs, Madison told very ccrefully how to
tell the poisonous from the edible varizties,.

Ruth and Louwis Wirk's lectures and excellent slides hzve ade us more aware
of tne geoworphology of ogur own Olympic iational Park, and of other parks 1in the
United States, as well gs porks in Encland, Hawali, Japan, the Phillippines, and
Thailand., e enjoy Ruth's books on thz Olympic Peninsule more bzcause we know
a little about how the hills and valleys wers formed,

Life in Alaska wzs the subject of two pronrams by Shirley and Leonard Palmer,
who lived there, and by Ruby Knudson, who has a cood collection of slides of
Eskimoes beyond the Arctic (ircle, where she spent several weeks last summer,

Lisutenant-Commander David Gershowitz of the Coastnucrd gave us a glimpse
of Antarctica in & film of Admiral Byrd's Expedition to the South Pole.

lle have bzzn to many far-away placzs with Klahhane Club members who like to
travel--to Japan, to Scandinavia, to Germany, to the Holy Land, to Jamaica, to
Hongkong, to Sincapore, and to Thailand.

e have re~lived all of our summer outinos and other memorable trips in
movies and slides shown between hilarious reminiscences of each trip. The
"Oscar" of Storytelling ooes to Henry kiel for his inimitable way of combining
bits of scientific knowledge with humorous incidents, which have entertained
us many hours before the Klanhhane fireplace.

Conservaticn and care of our parks and national forests have been emphasized
in talks by the Conssrvation Chairmen and slides and movies shown by Park Person-
nel, In fact, klahhanes oronrams have enharced our enjoyment of "Good times out-
of-doors, "

by Lillian keller



SPECIAL DCCASIONS

Klahhane Hallowe'en Farties

Things we remember best about Klahhane Hallowe'en partiess....the costumes,
the games, fcod, the atmosphere, the settings....

The costumzs are the result of much mentzl effort with everyone trying to
think up disguises and costumes with original ideas such as Man from Mars,
walking lighthouses (complete with lioht and foghcrn), the snowman who dropped
ice cubes down unsuspecting necks, =ssorted gysies, pirates, Indians, tramps,
Roman gladiators, walking "gift boxes", and T,VY. sets, men dressed up as gor-
geous gals, plus lots of witches, goblins, spooks, and - just creatures,

And the games....men behind a2 curtain, exchanging shoes and socks to con-
fuse the gals who had to sort out whose lzgs belonged to who....the prize-
winning pair of hairy wen's lzgs....Then there was the game that backfired which
involved a real uncooked eqg, which, when one contestant Jokingly threw 1it,
splattzred in all directions.

And the food....we cen remember popnine corn by the fireplace, =zating
pumpkin pie, doughnuts and homemade cider...."'/ho can foroet the time the refresh-
ment committee purchased what they thought wss apple cider ang it turned out to
be vinepar!

Then thers wss the unusual and eerie silence, with svzryone sitting around
in a circle, silently weilting for che late comers, no one wanting to talk fer
fear of revealine their identity....There was one cxcentiorn though....remempber
the psrson sitting next to a stuffed dummy and trying to strikz up & conver-
sation with it? .

The clubhouse was alwsvys a nerfact setting for -serties, with all the stuffed
animals and bLirds wearing hets and decorations, and with the cdditicn of real
cornstalks and pumpkins from the Robinson's farm, 2ll c=sting =zerie Lhadcws in
the flickering firelicht.... P\\

And spesking of the RKRobinson:s farm....remembsr the years?“ﬁR\‘;x
thz parties were held there or at Kelly's cabin ~ with a walk § “ﬁ“/
down the road to the old Indian cem=stery as an added chill..., j -

KMlahhaneites hzve alwcys made their own fun and here's
hoping we will enjoy many morzs fun-filled Hallowefen parties
in the next 50 years!

by June Nelson



THANKSGIVING PARTIES

One of the traditional hiphlights of the year continues to be the Thanks-
giving dinner enjoyed by Klahhane members of all ages., In the past 15 years,
the dinners have been held at various places including Edna Kelly's cabin at The
Place, the Boy Scout Hall, and the club house &t the Heart-of-the-Hills,

My extra-snecial fond memories are of the dinners held at the home of Thelma
and Roscoe Robinson. Their large kitchen with & wood fire in the range where
food could be kept at the Jjust ricght tempzrature by moving the pan -- not push-
ing buttons ~- seemed to be a touch of home and family so many miles away.

Only a big kitchen could contzin the hustle and bustle that were as much
a part of the Thanksgiving dinner as the tantalizing aromas that drifted from
the oven where a turkey was assuming the propsr degree of "eating resdiness".

Roscoe kept the fireplace and stoves stoked with fuel, but I'm sure the
warmth of the house was created by much more then fire and wond. Family, a home,
tradition, and the presence of distinct and fascinating nerscnslities all blend-
ed together to make the day a very special one in a very special way by two very
special people.

by Eleanor Naddy

A Thanksgiving of Yesteryear

In 1939 we took ocur turkey and other food for a Thanksgiving dinnmer to the
0lympic Hot Springs. We were given the frzedom of the Lodge, which was an art-
istically furnished rustic one with an esnormous rock fireplacz. Ue went up the
afternoon of the day before and enjoyed a swim in the pool by moonlight., Some
of our practical jokers cgave us guite a start by hanging a form wade of a pair
of long-johns stuffed to resemble a man from the ceiling of the upstairs hall,
No one has yet admitted doing it,

thilahhane cooks have a well-deserved reputztion for being good; that dinner
with the traditiomal turkey, cranberry sauce, and pumpkin ple was the best they
had ever cooked. Uhen the dinner wass eaten in an atmosphere that was like "the
good old days", sitting in comfort before the fire, and, afterwards, enjoying
the good fellowshin of lovecrs of the out-of-doors; this has left a happy memory
of Thanksgiving at the Olympic Hot Srrings,

by Lillian Keller

CHRISTMAS PARTIES

Every year Jjust before Christmas the Klahhanes, like a large family, get
together for a Christmas party. [io ong wmisses this nzrty 17 he can help it,
Ages may range from seven to seventy, but the years make no difference, every-
one has a good time. The refreshment, names, and deccoration commlttees between
them never fail to produce a gay and colorful evening., In the old days there
was always a special hike up to Half-lkay Rock to brino back a Christmas tree,



(The very first Christias tres was cut for the i5lahhane narty on December 13,
1919,) This is not possiblz now that Half-Way Rock is in the park, but the
Christmas party is still graced with a tree.

If the weather 1s too snowy, the party is held in someone's hame; otherwise,
it is held in the clubhouse at the Heart of the Hills, The clubhouse, which is
also the Klahhane museum, seems to give the festivities a special atmosphere with
its antler heads, stuffed birds end mounted sea lion. At Christmas time to add
to the collection of wildlife, there is a wonderful collection of "white ele-
phants', Beautifully wrapied in colored naper, these anonymous gifts are placed
at the foot of the tree. Ilihen the time comes, some importizl method of distri-
bution is gevised, Just the same, one sometiimes suspects a little maneuvering
when a person receives a white elephant particularly aporopriate for him, or
perhaps one should say insppropriate. 0One of the largest white elephants was
captured by £leanor Naddy a few years ago, After removing leyers and layers of
tissue papsr she came upon a single, large and very dilapidated hiking boot,
Harry Lydiard, believed to possess the largest feet in the club, was immediately
spotted as the giver, Harry no doubt thoucht he wes well rid of his worn out
boot, but a few days later a parcel turned up in his office. Inside he found his
boot beautifully gilded with gold paint!

Another particularly famous white elephant was a batech of corn bread cocked
pver a campfire at Royal Basin oy Dave Harley. The party planned to eat it on
the way out, but never stopred and so the corn bread turned up months later at
the Christmas party. S5Still recconizable, if not edible, it is no doubt secreted
somewhere in cold storage awaiting another Christmas.,

Many of the white elephant gifts have a special meaning to the Klahhanes
recalling some hiking incident, and so too with the Christmas gawes made up to
tie in with certain members of the club, or with some special Klahhane joke,.

To most people the ideal Christmas perty is one with their own family where
there is that feeling of close associstion and shared memories of happy days.
tilahhanes are like one big family in that they, too, at their Christmas party
enjoy close asspciations and shared memories of hanpy days.

N by Hope Hodges




EARLY OUTINGS

by
Thelma Robinson

Incomplete records are all that are available of the early annual outings,
The first one in 1915 was to Mt, Angeles, It was a back packing trip in which
most of the participants were girls who had never carried a pack oefore, When
we look at the old trail where remnants of it sre still visible, we realize
that packing your own dishes, food, and blankets (sleeping bags were not on the
market then) was guite a task. Mae Webster Duckerinc recalls a bit of humor on
the first morning, The batch of pancakes which the girls mixed up for breakfast
was lumpy, 5o to avoid razzing by the menfolk, they threw the dough onto a
nearby ledge and stirred up another bateh, The incident was not ended, however,
for some of the boys sat down on the ledge to eat and soon had hotcakes on the
seats of their trousers as well as on their plates, The week was spent in ex=
ploring the flower fields and rocky peaks between Little River and Morse Creek,
Those on this first trip were:

Mr. & Mrs, Ben Phillips Beth webster
Leah Babcock Cecil Machutt
Mae lJebster Larry Mason
Mae Black E, B. tiebster

Bernice Campbell

1916

In 1916 the trip was up the Elwha to Chicago Camp where they "neighbored"
with & nerd of clk. Travel up river was slowed down because the trail had not
been opened after the winter storms and they had to cut trees out. From base
camp, hikes were taken to Delekarre Fark and the Low Divide from where Ben
Phillips, Oscar MNelson, and Mae liebster climbed Mt. Christie. I'thile exploring
here they found signs of the old 1907 camp of the Seattle fiountaineers, and
watched two deer on the ice on Lake Mary. The Elwha Basin was under deep snouw
as a result of an avalanche from Mt, Meany,

1917

A heavy fall of snow the previous winter necessitatzd a change of plans for
this summer, The timz was divided between Mt. Angzles and the Olympic Hot
Springs with members of the Seattle
Mountaineers joining the outing.

There were at least two annual outings to
Hurricane Ridge before any road was built when
supplies were packed on horses and the people
walked up Little River. 0On2 camp was made &t
the big meadow, and hikes were made from there.
Some of the men even went down to the Lillien 7
River fishing, but rued the day as they made '
the tiresome climb back up.

10




- Potluck dinner, late 1940, Left to Right:
E. H, Keller, Lillian Keller, June Nelson,
Essie Sarff, Charlotte Jurgensen, Mrs, Fred

Leissler, Mr, Leissler, Thelma and Roscoe
Robinson,

Left to Right - 1953
Bennedicta Cavanaugh, 777777,
Amy UWright, Eleanor Naddy



One day Inmez MclLauohlin and Thelma decided to have a bath. Thz gang
threatened to take pictures of the process so the girls nathered up all the
cameras and took them with them, However, Tom Guptill was an artist and when
they returned to camp he sprang out from behind the trees waving a sketch and
saying, "I've got it, I've got it!"

Upon brezking camp the party returned home via the Elwha., No trail was
followed and it proved guite a jaunt, Hot, tired, and dusty they finally came
out above the Humes barn, where they stopped to rest, O0One of the men threw his
pack down and sat down beside it only to find he had landed in a yellow jacket's
nest, The girls thought they were avengeo for the sketch he had drawn.

A later Hurriceng annual outing was neld near tho small lake bzyond Obstructe
ion Point, From there the country around £lk Mountain and Lake Lillian was ex=
plored, At that time stock was pasturcd on the ridge and ane aof the men couldn't
resist procuring roast lamh for supper one night which was indeed delicious,

1920

The Mt, Olympus country was chosen for 1920, noing up past the headwaters
of the Elwha anc into the .jueets 3azsin., On this trin €d Halberg remembers
coming upon a cawmp of boy scouts who had caucht more trout than they could use,
The boys had stazshed their cotch in the ferns by every rock and tree., They
gladly gave the WKlshhanezs all they could eat., Two teenaoe pboys in ths club
group kept things quite lively. 35liding down a snowbank the maztches in one of
their pockets caught fire which reguired a guick seat-dunking in a pool of water,
The number of bear was another interestinn feature of this trip. 0Blue huckle-
berries were ripe and people literally couldn't move without disturbinc & bear,
It was fun watching them rake the berries off with both paws. 5ix bear uwere
sighted from camp at one time. Maud Ulmer, while on an afternoon jaunt stopped
to eat some of the luscious berries, he ring a noise on the far side of the bush
she made some remark only to find she was talking to a bear,

Herb wood, Vern Samuelson, and Herb Crisler made the climb of iiddle Peak,
and ljood and Tom Newton climbed Third Peak where, at that time, only 15 names
were registeored, Newton was a daredevil high rigger from Forks, He wanted to
get back to a dance and the group watchad him go up over the side af the mountain
until he became a tiny speck in the distsnce. There were many tales told of his
feats while topping trees, but he was fipally killed in an accident at Coulee Dam,
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1922

Mt, Olympus was visited agein in 1922 by a party of eight., They left from
the Sol Duc Hot Springs goino over Bogachiegl at an elevation of 4,500 feet, drop-
ping down to 1,200 feet in the Hoh, then following a trapper's line to the
Stewart cabin at 4,200 feet. From there they went down apain to the 2,600 level
of Glacier Creek which made them climb about four mountains. It rained eight of
the ten days and people were wet to the skin wost of the time,

The day of the attempted climb was so fogoy that the party veered off to the
left and when the fog had lifted after hours of hard work they found they had
gone up the wrono mountzin, there being no marked trails. It was then decided
to go down and make camp in a small meadow below the Blue flacier, They had no
blankets with them and their only food was the remnants of their noon lumches,
Charlie Lewis, the ranger, went back to base camp reaching it at nine o'clock
that night and brought back food the next day. The men built a shelter and beds
out of fir branches and took turns keeping the fire going all night. It was
pretty chilly so near the Ice so there really wasn't much sleeping done,

Aftar a necessarily late start the next morning, the party was able to
reach and cross the Lhite Glacier, but snow ovarhung so badly that it was deemed
unwise to try to go the last fifty feet or more to the register. Members of this
trip were:

Ben Phillips Annette Swan

Commander James Thelma Chambers

E. H., Eckart Charlie Lewis

Evar Halberc E. B. Webster
1925

There were other early annual summer outings of which no records were kept,
One of these wes from rora to Neah Bay. Wwelking the sands a2t louw tide was fun,
as they poked into seaweed and admired pretty shells. then they were forced to
climb the bluff or swim it was a different story., Following a dim Indian trail
over fallen trees thru six to eicht foot high salal brush tried the mettle of
the hardiest of the party. They finally got thru and that trip was a conver-
sation piece for some time.

Geyser House

A favorite hike of many Klahhanes is the one to Geyser housz and farm. This
interesting house is shaped something like a2 beeghive., Someone said the home-
stead was built by a doctor who was interested in bees, All the farm buildings
are made of cedar shakes,

0ld postcrrds depictino various perts of the country and an old 1927 cal-

endar are nasted on one wall of the house, One room has a smsll creek running
through it with two minizture falls whzre the wsater comes throuoh the wall,
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THE 1940's

During the war years Klahhane Club found its activities restricted because
of oas rationing, The membership was depleted because many wsre in the armed
forces, However, those et home managed to hike a lot, arrangine trips that were
closer to home with overninhts to Zdna Kelly's at the Place and to Thelma Chamber's
cabin &t Lake Dawn. Parties, potlucks, and meetings kept everyone busy enjoy-
ing good comradeship in the out-of-doors. Mt. Angeles, Lzke Angeles and the
Eluha River were favorite areas for hikes, Members explored almost every trail
they could find near town and manaced to have three annual summer outings, plus
a few longer trips whenever they were able to hoard gas coupons. Then they
would drive to Lake Crescent to climb Storm King or go to Hurricame, It took
a bit of planning to squeeze as many &5 possible into one or two cars., Menu
planning was a problem because of rationing, but no one wminded inventing meat-
less hat dishes, sugarless desserts, and drinking imitation coffee; it tasted
wonderful around a campfire.

One well-remembered trip was the one made in & snow storm up the Mt, Angeles
road, Because of the dim-out, the club members could only use the car parking
lights to find the way, but by hanging out both windows &nd giving directions
to the driver, the car-load managed to rezch Thelma's cabin where they spent
a gay weekend, hiking and skiing,

Another interesting highlight was the time when seventeen Royal Air Force
members of the R,A.F, Mountaineering Club of Sidrey, B.C., were weekend guests
of various organizations of the city. Klahhane sponsored a party and the fol-
lowing day a climb up Mt. Angeles to Hezsther Park. Needless to say there was
a really big turnout on this outing,

SR I R

On July Lth, 1942, a.horseback trip wess planned as a "trial® for later pack
trips. With Oscar Nelson as packer the group "left Lake Dawn and followed the
Mt. Angeles trail to Heather Park, Then on over Second and Third Peaks to
Starvation Flats, and down to an overnight camp alaong the ridge. The next day
the route lay along Hurricanme , down Little River trail, and back home. It
was on this trip that E£dna Kelly became known as "Hoss Tzil" since she held on
to any available horse by the tzil, DMembers on this outing were Edna Kelly,
Ray Sarff, Thelma Robinson, Louis Mook, #zrjorie Jenson, Margo Aal, June and
John Nelsaon,




In August 1942 the Club members decided to have a summer outing, Again
Oscar Nelson was the pscker and guide. Eight Klahhanes and ten horses left Slab
Camp and followed the river to the Graywolf Basin, then over the pass to Dose
Meadows, At this campsite they baked blueberry bhiscuits in a reflector oven.
During the night several sleepers discovered they had chosen a well used deer
trail to sleep in. Grezt was the commotion when the peaceful sleepers were sud-
denly roused by many deer walking right over the sleeping bags.

On the 1942 trip were Thelma Robinson, Margie Jenson, Louis Mook, Lillian
keller, Ray Sarff, June and John Nelson and the packer, Oscar flelson,

e e e e sk ok 2k ook sl

In 1943 the highlinht of the year wes an einht day horseback trip. The
Klahhanes left Heart 0' the Hills, took the trail to Mount Angeles, then on to
Hurricane Ridge, and finally to Waterhole where they spent the first night, The
flowers on Mt., Anceles were at the peak of their bloom and nowhere an the rest
of the trip did anyone see such variety. In the days that followed the party
continued on their way to Obstruction Point, to Moose Lake, and then to Cameron
Basin, an especially beautiful spot with waterfalls, snow lakes, huge fields of
flowers, deer and marmots which kent camere enthusiasts busy.

On the way to Three Sons Camp the weather turned rainy so the intrepid
adventurers changed plans and spent an extra dey in this area. Seeing a bear
not too far off, several set out in the fog and mist to try for pictures. After
stalking the bear, they sighted a lone bull elk and followed him - soon they
found themselves near a huge herd of over 200 elk, What a thrill it was to hear
them whistle and watch them run when they casucht sight of us! During the rest
of the trip other smaller bands of elk a@nd 23 deer were sighted, but this day
was the highlight of the entire trip.
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In spite of the cold drizzling rain, hornets and

yellow Jjackets were present in such numbers that

this annual outing became known as "The Bee
Trip",

Those making the trip were Edna Kelly, Edith

Swanson, Marglie Jenson, Thelma Robinson,
June Nelson, and packer Oscar Nelson, For
part of the trip Ranger Bill Augustine and
son, BCobby, were along helping to clear

U trail,

As there was no annual outing in 1945, by
August of 1946 everyone was anxious for
another horseback trip. Arrangemants were
made to head for the Cameron Basin. GStart-
ing at the 2-N Ranch, the Klahhanes rode up
to Deer Park for their first camp., GSome of
the party were not riding horses so they drove
up the road and met the first group later in
the dsy. Early ths next morning the whole group
went across Green #ountain toward Hurricane.
Suddenly June exclaimed, #That bear, what's he
doing? Don't tell me he's taken up tobogganingl!
Sure enough, a big black bear was slidino on his back
down a snowhank,

A little later, on this same trip, pzrt of the pack on
"one of the pack-horses came loose and gear went rolling
down the steep hilleide, scattering sleeping bags, food, and
supplies down the hill., This caused some dismay, but finally
the sturdy adventurers succeeded in gatherinc up and repacking the
load, Then they continued on their way to Badger Valley where a city of marmots
kent everyone busy taking pictures. The next day rein gvertook the group at ttta
Lake forcing them to head back to Moose Lake Shelter. The bedragcled crew was &
sight to be seen, cech one leading his oun horse and carrying pots, pans,
dishes, etec., down trail the short distance to shelter.

The following day evasryone losded up and rode over the pass doun
into the Cameron Basin., Once again they admired its beauty but
decided that this time they would not linger, for the mosquitos
and gnats were pressing in their attentions. The fishing was
excellent on this trip and the narty dined aon trout every
day.




Those who went on this outing were Thelma and Roscoe Robinson, Edna Kelly,
Olive Gassaway, Lillian Keller, udob Lander, Oscar Nelson, and his daughter, Nita,
June Nelson, and the three rucoed hikers who made it on foot all the way -~ Chuck
gradner, Willanna Priebe, and John Nelson,

by June Nelson

1948

A bit of pink showecd in the eastezrn mountzins at five o'clock in the morning
on August 19th as six aof the Klahhane membzrs - June and John Nelson, Roscoe and
Thelma Robinson, Ruby Knudsen and Edna Kelly - sicrted on a summer outing., They
were headed for Sel Duc Park which was to be the base camp.,

Near the 5ol Duc Hot Sprincs they maet Minnie Petersen who was to pack the
luggage, At that time Minnie was a husky friesndly woman about fifty years old,
She used four horses for thez packing and rode the fifth herself. The hikers
left her to come later. UWhen they reached cemp at 3:30 they were delighted to
find their packer had just arrived too.

That night Ruby and E£dna put up a brand new tarp nsar the cempfire, Thelma
and Roscoe hung their tarp in nearby trees and June and Jobn put up a pup tent,
From their campsite they watched six bear, a bull elk, and ten deer aross the
grassy plains, Before bedtime it bepsn to rain and they turned in early, Much
to their disgust, Edna and Ruby discovered that their brand new tent leaked like
a sieve, This resulted in Ruby spending most of the ninht trying to keep the
rain off a peacefully-~sleepino Edna,

Saturday morning it stopped raining and, althouch it was foggy, the girls
started hiking up to the High Divide, leaving good-neatured Roscoe to protect the
camp from beers and John to fish in Lake No., 8. On the ridge the girls came
close to a three point buck deer and took his picture. Then they saw a family
of grouse and watched as the rooster called his mate. Amonp the alpine flowers
which bloomed in profusiaon were avalanche lilies, lupine, Indian paint brush, and
arnica, Just as they reached Sogachilel Feak, the girls heard a voice calling
through the fog. They called back, "Is that you, John?!

Back came the answuer, "Yes",

The idea that John could have found his way in the fog across the valley to
Dogachiel Pesk filled the cirls with amazement, but they were even more amazed
when they saw three strangers approaching. They were from a California hiking
club, and the one who answered to John proved to be colored. He guite enjoyed
it when June remarked, "Oh, I thought it was wmy husband. He's a blond."

The new John laughed and claimed that it was the fog which had changed his
color,

On Sundey Ruby sterted on down ahead with Roscoe and John, armec with fish-
ing poles, helped her with her pack as far as 7 Mile Shelter. Then Ruby contin-
ued on alone, weightzd down with a 25 oound pack and banging away on her camp
plate to wzrn all bears to clear the tracks,

The rest of the nroun stayed two or three more nights in the hope that the
weather might clear, but they were doomed to disappointment and finally gave up.
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By thz time they reached the Sol Duc Falls Shelter, they were so tired that they
decided to go no further that niaht., The next day the boys went back up the
trail to pick up a cache of croceries while Thelma tidied up camp. June and Edna
packsd a load & half mile down %o the cars, Back to caiep they headed, when sud-
denly they heard a terrifying splintering crash! A tree had just crasihed behind
them falling its full 1lznnoth alone the trail; an exciting conclusion to a trip
that, although it had dampened their clothing, had failed to guench their love
for the outdoors,

Klahhane Outing 1949

One more cuting for the 1940's - a nine day outing which took Klahhane hikers
into Olympic high country from August L4th to the 13th,

Minnie Peterson of Forks packed the supriilies by horses from the Jackson
ranger station to Hoh Lake Shelter,

The first day's trek was through a fairyland of the Rain Forest to Olympus
Guerd Station, wherz the first night's camn wes set up, After breakfast the
next day evoryone hiked the five and a half miles up to the mile high Hoh shelter,
Hikinr was difficult that day for the trail wes very soft and covered with snow
in many places.

The second day was clear with Mount 0Olympus
and bkount Tom in sight, The group hiked up to
Bogachiel Peak. In the Seven Lakes Basin
they were rewarded by the sicht of = herd
of 70 elk, Another reward czme in the
form of trout, caught by those who went
to Number Einht Lake where each fisher=
man caught his limit, That same day the
party identified 56 varieties of flowers
and found 13 others unknown to them,

Pouring rain which lasted for two
days forced the hikers to stay in camp,.
Uhile sitting around the campfire circle,
various members whittled animals, totem
poles, fans and other objects. They also
sang, popped corn, drank coffee and watch=-
ed the bears play on the hillside. : L

Hoh Lake itself was almost completely
frazen over except for a few spots arcund the edges which were thawed during the
day by the constant downpour of rain,

One day while hiking along the High Divide, the group came upon fresh bear
tracks in the snow., Uihen the bear, which was just a short distance ahead, heard
them he looked up and then made for the timber, A¢ the same mament a large
cougar bounded from the woods, Both were scon cut of sight,

The twelve iilahhanes on this outing were Mr, & Mrs,., George Smith aof 5pokane,
Mr, & Mrs, Charles Bradner of Seattle, #r., & Mrs, John Nelson, Mr, & Mrs, Roscoe
Robinson, and the Misses Essie Sarff, Ruby Knudson, Cdna Kelly, and Gladys Carl-

son, all of Port Angeles.

by Ruby Knudson
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SEVEN LAKES BASIN - 1959

After a lapse of several years an annual outing was scheduled for the summer
of 1959, Three menbers, all female, began the hike on August 23rd from the end
of the Sol Duc Road, They camped the first night at the pot-holes just sbove
Deer Lzke. At 5:00 a.m. the next day they were awskened by the whistling of elk,
and for the next two hours watched them as they browsed across tie hillsice
above. It was a thrilling sight to the two who were new-comers to the high coun-
try of the Olympics, 3y the time they hit the trsil, the sun was snininc bright=-
ly and became hotter with every upward step. [io water, no snow, no canteenl By
the time they rsached the trail leading to Seven Lakes Basin the necessity of
watzr had rerlaced any desire to car on Bogachiel Pesk, and they hastily dropped
down to Lunch Lake to guench their thirst and set up camp. Hs they approached
the shelter they wzre stertlzsd to ses & large black becr lumb=ring over the hill
with three boys in pursuit, They had emptied their packs, stzcked their food
neatly in the shelter and then made the wistoke of leaving it unguardec while
they explored the sres for a couplez of hours,

The dsy was clear and hot as the Klahhanees hiked through the Basin to the
High Divide and a breath-taking view of Mount Olympus. It was like being on top
of the world as they lcisurely hiked zlong the Divide with frequent stops to gaze
in awe at the panorama of wountains, lekes and velleys., In mid-afternoon clouds
began to build up and the pace chanced from a leisurely one to a speedy one with
only one thounht in mind - to resch the Heart Lake Shelter before some other
party did, Rain and wind hit soon after thay had finished dinner, and the even-
ing was spent in vainly trying to plug the numberous larce cracks in the walls,

It rained and blew all the next day so that the girls ventured
out only for wood, watzsr, and meals, They had hoped to hike
into Cat Creek Basin. However, with the same foul weathar the
next day they couldn't face the thoucht of another cold day
znd anothcr long night sleeping on uneven boaros without an
2ir mattress, 5o they hastily broke cemp and headed for
- home, thankful that they had had three glorious days.

by Doris Stuart

MLAHHANE OUTING - 1960

(Hikers - Dave Harley, Regina Hoppova, and
Primrose Bredl)

The first four or five days of the 1960 annual outing
wzre not too eventful. There was the thrill of the
rain forest with its luxuriant shawls of moss draped
across the branches, the 70 or more PMountaineers and
their harses that we met on the trzil, and then the
Boy Scout troop. This meeting was the first reslly memorable event. There were
sixteen of these scouts with their two leaders.,

I think we met them first at 16 mile shzltcr and the sight of these lively
youngsters in the downpour of rain dempened our hopes of shelter at the Low
Divide, where they tooc were headed, However, their leaders were most hospitable,
It was a large shelter they assured us, lots of room for everyone, They would
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go on ahead and have hot soup re=dy for us, They were as goou as their word too,
but the "large shelter' seemed to shrink before our eyes, Four bunks for six-
teen scouts, under the two benches for the two leaders, Then thers was the her-
mit and we three, Dave, Regina, and I being the lzst comercs haod the honor of
sleeninn under thz outer ednes of thz shzlter, with Dave lying on the edge of the
mud where refreshinoc rain edoed over the roof and onto his uplifted face. It
rained most of thz time, guite steadily for three days - and for three days we
shared the shelter with sixteen boy scouts and two leaders.

On the fourth day the sun came out, the scouts headed off on their own and
we spent a perfectly cdelightful dey wendzring up to the Martin Lakes, After this
intarlucde tha irip really h=nsn.  be had breckiost Thursday morning and were on
our way., It was around noon when we szw the motiher bear and cub., e probably
spent more time than we should have watcirine thiem and tzking pictures. It was a
beautiful day - sunshine, fresh air, and no scouts! Shortly afier this we Began
to feel hungry so we hurrizd sway from the meadow down to Seattle Creek, but be-
fore we arrived a hail storm broke and we were nlzd to takz shelter under the
tent of & bushy everrreen, There we enjoy=2d a sumptuous repast of nectar and
ambrosia, (The next timz I ate hard tack, Lutter, and jelly, I was sadly dis-
illusioned,) Once thc hail storm had passed we set out briskly, as it was then
after 4 o'clock, We had traveled a milz2 nr so and were looking for a spot to
camp when suddenly a cloud burst occurred richt over our unprotected heads! All
around in the distance we could see sunshine, but not where we were. This was
too much, Back we turned to a soot where we had noticed two conveniently spaced
trees, Between them we stretched a rope and hung our tarp, while underneath the
little hollow filled with water. Then came the task of lirhting a fire with
damp matches, wet twics, and sodden paper, The sulphurous thounhts crackling
through the atmosphere finally kindled a flame and we contrived a meal,

The ne:t day was beautiful, Ue took =z few picturzs, and set off on the
trail - the three musketeers, bound together .by the joys and sorrows of the past
few days,

At this point confusion sets in, U!las this the day we ran thz obstacle race?
Thirteen trees stretched their length across tie path, thelr branches interlock-
ing., Carefully we wiogled & foot in between the branches; carefully we extri-
cated a foot, stepped over the next tree and inserted a foot between the branches,
Again memory fails - was it before or after this that we crossed a narrow dirt
ledoge with a hill slopinn up on one side and nothing - absolutely nothing - on
the other., The temptation to crouch and cling desperately to the tiny blades of
orass was overpowering to me. Dave, lecturing very gently but very firmly about
the center of gravity finslly telked me across the horrible spot where there was
width for one foot only, Was it after this that we found the trail washed out
and spent three hours travelino the guarter mile to Lake Beauty? UWe tried to
lower our packs on ropes, but when that failed Dave carried first one pack and
then the other straicht up a cliff and over, Regina and I made it up the cliff,
clinging by our ryelashes, 0Once that hazard wss passed we reached the Lake with-
out further difficulty, Aftar restinn and taking pictures we found a convenient
patch of snow where we atz a guick lunch washed down with snow, It was then
that I decided to start off ahead for I knew perfectly well that I was the one
who held up the party in spite of their cheerful lies, Sieppinc out at a cood
pace I hiked on my way, I must have marched fer a good ten minutes when I heard
voices, Just ahead of me and slightly above I saw a patch of snow and two
people packing up lunch things - Dave and Regina, I was flabbergasted and some-
what discouraged,

19



That nicht we found a beatiful comp site by a dried up stream bed, Ue built
two fires - one for cookino and one for warmth, e had a most satisfying supper,
watched a lovely sunset, saw the moon come up, and finally crawled into our
sleeping begs. It was a perfect night -~ much too perfect to waste in sleep,

The stars were bright and one of them seemed to swing back and forth across the
sky, Could it be a weather balloon? Later we found it was the first of the
satellites,

The next day the sun was out and we were socn on our way, It was just as
well we bad had a good night'!s sleep for the climb up to Promisz Creek Divide
was steep and hot, UWhen we reached the top Dave and Regina moved along the ridge
to admire the view., I cuddled down on the rocks and sneaked a refreshing cat
nap, After that, down we went again and this was the time we all three got lost,
e followed the best worn path in the vicinity to nothingness, Ulle were late
making camp that nicht. It was after eicht before we found a spat big enough
and flat enough to accommodate three air mattresses and three sleeping bacs,
That was the night of the starmy sky, UWe didn't know whether we were seeing
northern lights or & rainbow or what when Regina called out, The sky was weird
and magnificent. We took one picture after another, ocur hearts in our mouths
far fear they might not turn out. All below was black darkness, but above the
sky kept changing and changing, its beauty growing more and more breath-taking,
That night we slept the sleep of the just - though I nearly suffocated Regina,
covering her with plastic to protect from the "still dews of night",

I've heard much of the beauties of the Skyline Trail but peering through
the moist blanket of air I saw little, We did catch a glimpse of about 200 elk
below us shrouded in mist,

About 5 otclock that evening the three of us tucked away twe of the so-
called four man packs of pancakes, Then once again I set out ahead leaving the
others to clean up, We had to make Three Lakes Shelter thnat night as time was
running out, It was dark when Dave and Regina overtoock me and we stumbled on
by flashlight. After traveling up a "flowing" path and through a magnificent
bog we saw a8 sign "Three Lakes Shelter % mile", For two hours we searched for
that shelter, Dave found a pile of bones and a pool of water that rose up over
his boots, but no shelter, At length we bedded down in the bog, tarp below and
tarp above, Sometimes during the night it rained; sometimes the moon shone
bright, At one point I woke up thinking that I was sliding out from under the
tarp into the rainm, but no, while we slept running water had been "laid on',

The next niorning, Monday morning, it was too wet to make a fire, UWe break-
fasted on blueberries which had to sustain us till 12:30 when we reached a spot
where twno streams met and when the rain let up, We built a fire and prepared
a meal. That was the time when I had a scare, a real scare, for when I had
bent down and dipped up water from the stream, my legs refused to raise me,

I finally managed to hoist myself to my feet and got back to the fire where
Regina, bless her, had hot chocolate ready,
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A huge tree trunk spanned the creek, its bark peeled off, its surface
gleaming wet, and slippery. The only way to cross was to sit and hoist our-
selves along. Easier said than cane., Dave led, I came next and R=qina brought
up the rear, First there was & it of branch on the right side, I used both
hands to 1ift wy l=2g up and over, than a bit of branch on the other side and
finally a stump in front., That was too much for me, but Dave reached back,
caught the top of my kelty pack and tioned me over - just like thz little tes
pot! Almost helpless with laughter, I managed to wove shead, only to have my
shorts catch, Fortunately Regina unhitched me and, somehow, with Dave to haul
and hoist and Regina to unhitch, I made it across the stream, along the path and
even back to the rozu nesr where the car was perked, e drove to Kalaloch where
we washed, combed our hair, and changed our clothes, Then to the Lodge where we
ate a veritable banguet prepared by someone else, Of the return trip in the car
I remember practically nothing for I crswled into my sleeping bag in the back
seat and promptly died,

It was a marvellously satisfying trip., I enjoyed it them and I've enjoyed
it many times since in retrospect. Now I want to go back and fraom the Three
Lakes Shelter end look for that mythical spot in daylight and walk the Skyline
Trail on a brinht clear day when I can see the Skyline View,

by Primrose Bredl
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CAT CREEK BASIN 1961

The Klahhanes Annual outing to Cat Creek Basin was enjoyed by ten ardent
hikers: Pat vatland, Primrose Bredl, Lillian Keller, Doris Stuart, Regina
Hoppova, Dave Harley, Carroll and Irma Smith, and Len and 5hirley Palmer,

Having left the 5ol Duc about S a.m,, the hikers arrived at the lake late
in the afternoon. The first officiel act of thz croup on arriving was to assem-
ble and present a "birthday cake" to Pat Matland. Only then was base camp set
up above Heart Lake from which subseguent trips were made,

Some of us made a two day trip to Cat Creek Basin, The first day was spent
in the basin looking for a "lost Cabin", watching elk and bear, and exploring
the area, The next day the group made a8 trip up the mountain ss far as the trail
allowed, Much to zveryone’s surprise Carroll, Irma, and Lillian joined us for
lunch and watched another group of climbers makino their way up to the top of
Mount Olympus, Later in the day Len, Dave, Regina, and Primrose discovered a
small lake above the basin, They were delighted with the spot and their enthus-
iasm proved so infectious that the whole group finally moved to a site by the
lake, Because cf its brilliant grewn the lake has become known to Klahhane
members as Emerald Lake.

The morning after the inove everyone was zwakened by sounds of whisnering
and rustling as Dave &nd Regina stealthily rczached for their cameras. A look at
the skyline was enough to shake the sleep from everyone's eyes for, posed on the
sky line, was a herd of about seventy elk,

That day camp at Emerald Lake was hroken to return to base camp. As the
hikers neared the top of the first ridge, they glimpsed another herd of elk whigh
they wztched for some time from the shelier of slpine trees, Then Doris, Dave,
and Len decided to go on ahead to cet some good close~up nictures. After allow-
ing the "camera sleuths® tiwme to get in position, Shirley and Regina decided to
angle down the slope to another group of trees where they could watech. They had
almost reached shelter when a terrific commotion broke loose, The two had come
into the elk's bedding place and inadvertently started a stampede. Regina stood
waving her hat and ice ax whilg Shirley scrambled up & tree only to have a limb
break under her, About six feet away a huoe bull stocd reking the earth with
his antlers and hooves. It looked like the end, Then suddenly the elk turned
and made off to join his pals, After recovering somewhat from the experience,
the Y"camera bzavzrs!" descended on the near victims with some pretty cut-spoken
criticism of their thoughtlessness in scaring the elk and ruining the chance for
nictures!

Later at besec camp, as the story of the elk unfolded, tension gradually

gased and even the victims" were able to Jjoin in a shakay laugh:,ovar what
might have been their untimely deirise,
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ANNUAL OUTING--Rugust 18-26, 1962

Eleven members l=ft Port Anneles at 4:30 p.m,, ate & hurried meal at a
Drive~in, dumped their gear at the packer's home, and drove on to the trail-
head. As they started down the trail, daylicht was becinning to fade, so the
pace was rapid until darkness fell, For the next mile various comments were

heard, such as: '"How much farther is our campsite?", "You don't suppose we
could have missed it?", "“Watch out for the tree roots. Let!'s not have a sprained
ankle or broken leg before we reach base campl!? "whose bright idea was this to

start out tonicht?", And the campsite might have been missed except_?ar another
group of hikers who were camped there. What a welcome sight that cempfire wasi
After hiking about eight miles the next day, the group reachead base camp at Big
Rock in Royal Basin, The next six days were spent alternately relaxing, fishing,
and exploring,

It was soon discovered that chipmunks and mice shered the living gquarters,
but not before cne member lost a boot lace, Three deer visited the meadow each
morning and two bear were seen on the opposite side of the Basin., About a half
mile above camp there was a large colony of marmots who always whistled at the
approach af humans, but still allowed pictures to be taken at close range, And
hornets made their presence known when they attacked two members,

Royal Basin is a fascinating area from the geologic standpoint, and there
wesn't a geologist or rock hound in the group. Although there was some colored
rock on the Needles, the greatest display was near the top of the ridge east and
north of Royal Lake. ©Somz rocks had as many as three shades of red and green
along with white or gray. Others obviously had been molten and then cooled
rapidly, leaving a thin layer of hard, glassy, dark green surface over black
rocka.

At the upper end of the BEasin,glacial activity was evident with moreines, a
tarn, and a small glacier still remaining at the base of Mt, Deception,

Twa mysteries went unsolved: (1) Uho, or what, ate the pound of figs one
night when someone forgot to place them out of reach? (2) What happened to the
wooden stirring spoon the next night? Did someone use it as firewood? Or did
a four-footed creature take it, and if so, for what purpose?

by Doris Stuart
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AN DUTING TO REMEMBER

Every Klahhanez outing is an outing to remember, but the 4nnual outing of
1863 will probehly bz recalled by thz six hardy souls who survived it more often
than any other,

We started out with seven, but Regina Hoppova was allergic to burros, so
she had to guit us after a day's trial. Or could shez have had a premonition of
things to come? The rest of us - Dave Harley, Leonard and Shirley Palmer, Doris
Stuart, Eleanor Naddy, and Lillian Keller - cgrtainly had no premonitions as we
started out gaily from the Dosewallips Ranger Station thet beautiful Saturday,
August 17, 1963, Leonard had tsken lessons in "burro skinning", but he evidently
hadn't had enough procctice, because it took several tries, with all hands giving
advice, before the richt hitch was =volved and the packs looked as if they would
stand the trip to Honeymoon Mezdows, our destination for the first night,

We were thirteen in camp that night - Brian and Tommy Lydiard had come to
stay overnight with their dad, Harry Lydiard and DOr., Skerbeck'!'s three teenage
daughters, who climbed Mt, Anderson with Harry and Leonard on Sunday, Eleanor
went along, too, not to climb thz nountain but to see Anderson Glacier, The
rest of us decided to save our enerqy for the trail ahezc. So we moved to the
Anderson Pass shelter with Daisy and Tico, the burros, a distance of only a few
miles, most of it strainht up, By the time we got there the blue skies were gone,
Fog and a mist which turned into drizzle had set in. And our spirits were slight-
ly dampened when we found the shelter apparently occupied, When the drizzle
turned into rain we moved into the shelter, whose occupants had returned, Ue
were later joined by two others - a father and his teenare daughter from Bremer-
ton, The ten of us filled the bunks and all the floor space, but we kept dry
and were guite comfortable, after we moved the fireplace to a spot where not
guite all the smoke came inside,

Monday was spent in the shelter except for sallies ocut to gather firewood,
move Daisy and Tico to new feedino snots or loock at the sky. UWhenever anyone
sald "There 1s a light spot over the mountain® or "I see a bit of blue sky" or
"The rain has stopped", we all rushed out and stood with upturned faces oblivious
of the raindrops that continued coming down. If it hadn't been for the good food
we had and the good cooks - Doris and Shirley - we might have wished we were in
our living rooms watchning TV instead of sitting on hard benches, huddled together
to keep warm, moving only when a gust of wind blew the smoke into our eyes, The
time wasn't wasted -~ Eleanor read, the Bremerton girl spent most of her time with
Daisy, who greazted her with an unearthly wheeze and nuzzled her joyfully,

Leonard and the Bremerton man and Dave swapped stories about mountaineering
experiences that kept those who had nothing to do entertained, And so the day
finally ended. and we were glad to crawl into our sleeping bags which had been
moved because leaks had develoasd in the roof during the heavy rain,

Tuesday =~ more fog and drizzle, but "surely", we said, "it will clear to-
gay", But it didn't, and all we saw of beautiful Enchanted Vglley was an oc=-
casional waterfall throuch the mist. !ie did see several bears and a herd of elk
on the mountain side, And therz were flowsrs - lupine, larkspur, daisies,
asters, Indian pinks, and scores of others, !ie were climbing again, having left
the valley at the junction of the thite R, trail, The trail was slipoery and the
burros had to be coaxed and procdded,Tico to go up and Daisy to go down. Every

24



blade of grass and svery bush was an excuse for stopping to browse. Ue took
turns pushing and pulling. Daisy went down & slope, Dave observed, like an awk-
ward ballet dancer descending a staircase on her tiptoes. Besides, she had the
habit of walking as close as posczible to the edoe of the trail,

It was this habit which caused her down fall., She dislodged a rock on the
edge of the trail and began falling, Eleesnor and bhirley almost had her back on
the trail --- when the rope broke! Down she fell, to the bottom of a sheer rocky
canyon at least sixty fest steep, We were afraid to lonk, sure that she was
dead or had brokenm a leg. GShe landed on her back, the packing boxes were smashed
and plastic b-os and boxes were scattered evsrywhere, Leonard went down to her
and much to our surprise, she not up and stooc on all four fzet. He could find
no broken bones and only a few small bruises and cuts. He called, "She's all
right, I guess", and we all said "Thank God", We were so haniy that we laughed
and cried, It was some time hefore we reaslized that we had a problem on our
hands =-- how to get her bask on the treil. It took a lot of planning, going
pver the ground, and three hours of hard work on the part of Leanard, Dave, Doris
and Eleanor, before Daisy was back on the trail and safe, Neeucless to say, we
all hugged her and told her we were glad she was 2ll1 right.

Fortunately, the mishap had occured just @ short distance from a delightful
camping spot, with White Sreek not more than 500 feet away. So, while Daisy was
being brought up, Shirley &nd Lillian s=2t up camp and had a good hot supper and
plenty of coffee for the "mule skinners" when their work was done. The rein had
stopped, we had comfortable beds and I'm sure we all fell asleep thanking God
for the protection and guidance we had had,

Wednesday we climbed - to O'Neil Pass, 5,000 fect - in intermittent rain,
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fog, drizzle, and zlmost clear weather when we got glimpses of the mountains and
saw more bears and flowers, But by the time we got to Marmot Lake the rain was
coming down as if it meant business. Our spirits, which had been high up to
now, dropped, Our wet ponchos flapped sround our legs, oOur peEcks were wet, we
were hungry, and oh, so tirzd! The small shelter at the lake was occupied,
there were two groups of Boy Scouts camped a1l over the neescows, and, as Shirley
said, "We'd had it", But Eleanor, bless hcr heart, had scouted around and found
a spot on the hill with @ clump of trees under which we could put our sleeping
bags. S0 we dragoed the wet packs fram the meadow below to the top of the hill
and put them under the trees, And somehow the boys had manaced to oet a good
fire noing cut in the rain, As usual a oood hot supser revived our swoirits some-
what and we had a hilarious time trying to fit our six sleeping bzgs under the
trees, Getting into them and gettino them propped ul against the tress --there
wasn't room encugh to lay them down-- caused more peals of lauohter, Strangely
enough we all siept soundly, althoucoh Dave and Doris did have to lesve our cozy
corner to stretch owt their aching legs.

We hadn't bsen able toc dry out any of our wet gear, but we didn't get wet
in the night, and it wasn®t raining the next morning. Marmot Lake zven appeared
from beneath the foo lonc enough for 2 few ardent photographers to c=-ture its
beauty on film, e didn't linger long over brezkfast, as we wanted to get to
the Upper Duckabush shelter before the Joy Scouts took nossession., Shirley and
Lillian were dispatched to hurry on ahead, which they did, in wet shoes, with
wet packs, on a slippcry trail, down ano down, to the Duckabush Aiver, which had
to be crossed oo slippery rocks and logs. They arrived at the shelter Jjust as
the mzn who haco been et Lﬂe Marmot Lzke sh=2lter were leaving, A pair of hiking
shoes was left, uhich we later leurnad had been left there by & Scocut, who wanted
to held the shzlier for h15 group. The group hzd arrived in the area and were
busy pitching tents anc cetting firewood. UWe did fesl opuilty, esgecislly because
the Scout msster hzd given us some hot chili at Marmot Lake when we stood de-
Jjectecly in thz rein, wondering where to make cemp, But we sslved our con-
scienccs by obszrvi n; to esch other, "There wouldn't be room for &ll the boys,
anyway, only the _cout lzcders, and they are supnosa2d to share the same hard-
ships =s the boys.® Leonart knew, because he was a Scout lsader, So, our cone-
scionces quieted, we prococded to enjoy the comforts of one of the best shelters
in the Park, uith an unlimited water supnly, the bzautiful Duckabusn River flow=-
ing gently by our door, plenty of fire wood, and good grazing for Tico and Daisy.
Daisy, by the way, hac bezan living the 1ife of Riley since her fall, She had
packed only her saddle and 2 fzow tarps, and every morning each one of us took
time to ruc her noss anc olve ner 2 few "goodies®, Sne hadn't made a sound since
her fall, and ws missed hor wheeze, Tico hzd made o few half heart=d attempts
at brayino, but his Qﬁjabimgs lacked the "umph'" of Deisy'!s, How wonderful it
felt to sit in a dry snelter before = blazing campfire enjoyino & cup of hot
chocolate before crawling into our slzeping bagsi We had all thes cowforts of
home, even a clothes line on wnich socks, hikino shoes, sna dish towels were
drying,

The next dav!

5 ;ney egan with tleanor pulling Tico across the river,
with her shoes swingi
C

over her shoulder and tennis shoes on her feet. Daisy
crossed of her cun a rd. The rain seemed¢ to be over but we had to climb from
the river tc LzCrossn Pgss, 5,600 feet, and then descend to Honeymoon Meadows,

a long day's hike, Ue could see the mountains -~ Anderson with its glaciers
almost due north, White Mt. to the southuwest and Mt, LaCrasse naot far awsy., Ue
stopped at the Puus to watch the clouds creen up the valley, and to tzke pictures
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of the view and flowers, and to watch the marmots, who appeared on the rocks

and disappeared as guickly as they had come. Several bears ambled across the
valley below as we descended through z lush nesdow, dotted with white, yellow
and ~urple asters. Goon after we got to Homeymoon Neadows the rain ceame and

we ate with water from the sky coolinc our soup. Ue dun trenches around the
tents, but still our edoges got wet, However, that night we were homeward bound,
so "let it rain", we said.

The rain spent itself durino the night and on Saturday morning the sun was
actually shining! "I can't go home without seeing the
glacier", Lillian announced at hreakfast. Leonard 4
gnd Eleanor, who had seen it z week ano anjreed to oo
with her, #nowing how soon the weather can change
the three of us hurried to get thers oefore the fog
or clouds would shut off the sinht of both mountain
and glacier. e werentt much too soon zither, but we
did see the top of the mountain with a bit of blue sky
behind it snd hed timz to take pictures of the cglacier
and the bravez penstamon and mimulus that grew in the
crevices cetween the huge, colorful boulders that the nlacier had left at its
edge. As usual, & cold wind brousht in the fog and our teeth chattered as we
ate our checse and crackers on the least windy side of a huge bhouldsr, Opti-
mistically, we had worn sharts! Wnen we oot of f the glacier arza and began
ocing towesra the pass, the sun czme out acain. Lle sat on a big, warm rock and
soaked in tho wesrmth and said, "0h, if we only could have had onz day sven like
this}

The rest of the croup had gone down to our last stop, tho camp at Big
Timber., Thoy hed cop all set ws and hot coffec reacdy when we arrived at one
of the most besautiful spots for a night'!s sty in the Dosewallips Country, A
small strzeri, bordere. with beds of georgeous pink mimulus, provided water, and
the tarps were spresd under tell Dougles firs, Life was besutiful again! On
Sunday a short hikc of Tour or five miles broucht us back tn the Rengar Station
and we thought our ftroubles were over,

But nmot so! Daisy objected to goinn into the ftreiler, which had been left
a wile or so down the road., /After much nullin~, nushing and coexino she did go
in, houwever, e were on the home stretch at least 2nd all was well, or so we
thought, Lle had cone & few miles down the road when Eleanor noticed that we
could no longer see Daisyls head in the trailer ahezo of us, Leonard stopped
to sec what had happened and found her lying down., Y"But she seems to be D.K.,"
he said. e naild no more atizntion to her wuntil we aot te Luilcene to have
Dinmer. Leonard looked very nrave after he hed locked in the trailer and said,
"I doubt if Deaisy nets back to town slive®. Ue acreed =fter we had seen her,
Her eyes wers glazed, she was lving in a wmost unnaturzl position and there were
evidences of a sevcre injury. She had apperently tried to get up and had slip-
ped, "Pleese, dezr God, don't let her diel® was the thought that filled our
minds all the wey ihome. Leonzrd and Elesnor rushed her home. She waos taken to
the vets. He axpressec grave doubts cibcut beinn zble to save her, "If11 do my
best,? he scid. "She must have besn hurt when she fell off the trail and the
fall in the trailer agrravated the injury." He trzated her and gzve her owner
imstructions to stay with har 3ll nisht to apnly hot apnlications to the swell=-
ing. Leonard went to see her the next day and us were asll relizved when he
called to tell us that Daisy was better and the vet said she would be 0,K, in a
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few days, e were all relieved,ts lzarn that she would not be sent on any more
pack trips into the mountains, as she had served her time packing and deserved
a rest, She would carry children around the farm, where she is a favorite with
every one whao knows her,

Thus ended the memarable summer outing of the Klahhane Club for 1863, The
trip tested our mettle and faith and we came out 2 more closely welded group.
BUT our next annual guting will be in the warm sunny Wallowas of Eastern Oregon
WITHOUT BURRDS,
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KLAHHARE ANNUAL QUTING 1964

August 14, 19564, was the deedline date For the nstharing of the Klahhanes
to hike 18 milcs to a2 bese camp on tn2 Low Divide., For two, it was & first
expcrience &t backpsckino -~ Cathorine Leaverstt and Louise Dunworth., Carrol and
Irma Smith, Lois drannin, Erna Fountain anc her son d4ill, Shirley and Leonarc
Palmer, Doris Stuesrt, Tizanor Naddy, and Dava Harley complzted the oroup. Bill
and Leonard did it the herd way by hiking 28 miles from Wihiskey Bend while the
rest started from th: Ranczr station at the North Fork of the {uinault, Mr.
Brown, the Jacker, took in the camp supplies.

Excellent weather, mecnificzant mountaing, beautiful lakes, poor fishing, too
many bzars, tasty meals, moonlioht ninihts, profusion of wild flowers, lingering
snow and frozen lakes were all a part of the nine days that will bhe remembered
in a variety of weys by the twelve members aof the group. For each there was a
special adventurs and collectively stories that will be retold many times.

Memories to treasure are Lzonerc's cave hunting expeditions, Martins iieadows
and Lskes on Mt. Christie with late aftfternoon cool wezth-:r hasting the return to
camp, Louise sleening one complece cay and night. Catherine forgetting to take
a picture of the bzar crossing the loc toward her. Leonerd, Eleanor, and 0ill
tlimbed the wrong mountain, and Carrol was a master st flipping pancakes,

None of these, however, will surpass the nemories of the day the bear came
to camp. For some reason Bruin approved of Doris' taste and it was her things
he enjoyed most. Soap, candles, jam, and peaches were z pcort of his afternoon
refreshments chased with the specizl liguid from the pack of Doris, He made
certain many of the dishes would not be used again for anothor party,

And then there was th: nicht of the bear., Pazrhaps deteils of this should
be left to the story teller around the cawmpfire -- of Carrol prodded by Irma
to forget about his shoes to hurry to the rescue, the 3 a.m, moonlight stroll of
the inmetes of the White Motel, Shirley aswaking to see Bruin in the shelter, the
vocal power of coeriain individuzsls in the dark of the night in the woods,

by Zleanor Naddy
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Local l'alks and Hzech Perties

by Mary iless

(tzken from The Klahhane Annuzl, Januzry 1918)

No oth:r club is more iceally situated for tine bsach party, thsz week-end at
the mountain lodoe, or the Sunday hike to some enchantinn haunt of nature, than
the Klahhane Club,

The walks are under the supzrvision of a comwittee., A schedule for the
month is sznt to each menber, A leacer is chosen for each welk; tha time of
meeting, Jestination anc ecuipmont erz stcted in the schedule,

Many a crowd has suent 2 never-to-be-fornotten =svenins around tihe glowing
loc fire at Klahhesne Lodge. The forms of entertainment are many, GSometimes the
young psopls spend part of the svening in challenging one ancthor in atihletic
feats; somztimes in candy meking or other anusements, but aluays thz zvenings
close with the circle around the fire when songs and stories are called for,
Then youthful spirits are subdued ky the spell of the story tesller. WLhen the
fire has burned low, beds are soucht and all are lulled to sleep by the voices
of the mountuins and the story is continued by tho breezes and the dying embers,

The many beach suppers and an occasionsl brookfast heve bezn thorounhly
enjoyed, The leader snd his helnors no out early to the aspointed place, When
the crowd arrives they ars olad to find a hot supper zwasiting them, It is often
served cafeteria style, the committee in char-e arrangino thems=lves benind a
long log, while the hungry hikers, each srimed with a plate, cup, and spoon, pass
along the other side, When all are served they cathzr in croups around the big
fire; when aupetites are appeased, dishes gethéred and gach one in poszession of
his own, tie evening closos with story and song, wfter the hike home we sleep
soundly and awake 1 Treshec anu rzody to Face the day with oreater vicor and
clzar2r brain,

Overnight at Shi Shi Beach

Among many memorizs of funny Klehhanes outings, one that stands out vividly
is the 5hi 5hi Lzech tria,

It started out ~. ccefully with five cars full of esgsr members driving the
90 wiles to the oczan. As they anprosched their destination, the road gradually
became narrower and rougher until it seemed to end in the brush, The leader
merely waved his foliowzrs on and drove merrily into the overhanging brush and
out of sight. All the Klahhaneites follow2d, with braznches banging the windows
and rocks scraning the bottom of the cers. Suddenly they rounded a curve end
found the lead car stuck in < wud hole., Thz whole trgup disembarked, nushed the
car out, whersupon it advanced to th=s next mud hole. The nrocess was repcated
for sech car until all were in the clzar, After neictiating 2@ roadbed that ha
slinped four feet, all ceors finally reachc the end of the rosd and 5hiShi Beach,
Here they set up camp, Some, wanting to sleep rinht on the beach, set to work
buildinn shelters out of driftwood, Thez wiser ones picked a spot hiogher up (near
the parbage pit)., Dinner was soon ready and like trus Klahhanzites, the party
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A "First Trip¥ With the Klahhane Club

On & very cold morning in the winter of '51 (temperaturc s
15" above zerg) nzwly prosnective members Gil and Catherinz Le
the thermuometer and opined that the Klahnhane Club hike would no
off........ surely people did naot willingly seck the out-of-doors
that cold,

m colled

But shortly tne telephone rong and 211 tno soon we were ert of a csrivan
headed toward Graymarsh Farms. H:1f wey un ithe op osive side of fiorse Creek
Hill, a8 car suddenly zoomed around tne curve, spinning round and round on the
icy Mpad barely missing our line of shudozring cars. Uithout further incident,
we arrived at Graymersh. After tourine the famous estate, we set ofi for the
duck refuge returnino by way of the waterfront., ULith an icy wind blowing, 1t
was exhilarating to say the lesst, 1 had ncever been guite so cold in all my life,
but seeing tiny Anne Lydierd beinng carried unon her fctner's bock without com-
plaint, I covered tne frozen ground too, without a murmur. So this was "fun
in the out-of-doors®*..........

Catherine Loverett

Beachcombing

On & imarch day hike sowe Klahhanes revorted seeing seals playing and diving
in and out among the kelp, coming up to wustch the funny pecnle on the beach
eating.

After the hike back out some of the oroup went on from Third Beach to
LaPush uwhere several whales were entertaining by cavorting, rolling and spout-
ing not tooc far away from tne shore,

"It was like a firsworks displayi! someone said,

Others of the grcus went on to Neah Bay and the ocean beacn, there to find
a profusion of shells - manderin @nd scallop shells of all shapes =nd colors -
but no glass balls.

To top everything off wos the bhalmiest of weather the whole day long.

On one April afternaocn the Klahhones wet with surprisino successes which
kept them reclly busy. The proverbial bottle was picked up with a writien mes-
sane inside saying, "Pleste write ne =t - '; then followed the name and address
of a gentleman from Critish Uolumbia. Larue agotes were there for the finding;
one wes almost the size of a snal! ego.

nfter the ravages of tne winter storms driftwnod lay in new piles along
the shore leaving still visikle the channels where tne woter had broken across
the spit, s & consenuence many pleces of driftwocd in varying shapes and
slzes are no lonoger where they were,

One of the most exciting “Picku.s" was an odd~shaped bottle which contzined
beautiful blue crystsls, This bottle and 1ts contents have been turned over
for analysis to Uendell Mclain and his chemistry students ot Port Anceles
High Schogsl.
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Uf Klahhanees, oirds and Goots

On Sunday, npril 14, 1954, the Klenhanees took their nuests to Lake
Crescent and the Harnes Creesk Treil,

This is another deep waoodlend trail which winmds throuoh big trecs ad at
times, alont the cresk. Fectoons of light-colored moss nano fram the branches
all around., This section is comparaoble in part to the meore ubliclzed Rain
Forest on the Hoh., It 1s easily accessible from the hichuay and only a short
distance from it,

Mezrymere Fcl.s is cbout threes guarters of a2 mile
ogver an almost level trail, #ost of the pzrty hiked
along the Barnes Cresk Trzil towsrd = nicgher falls vis~
ible from the top of Storm Kino, /(After rzaching the third
stream, they were unsble to sicht tihe falls, so decided
to weilt until the roouler Storm King hike to locute tnem
for a future visit. They renorted seceinn several wood
ducks and watzr ouzels in the creek at voricus points zlong
the trail. The spring flowers were in bud, porticularly trilliums.

Four other KWlahhanes decided fo ore-condition themselves for the Stornm
king nike, @0 took th=t troil, Ris is up 11 the woy with no respite, ond at an
angle that plays havoc with leg muscles shot still rebel, It is nost amusing
to note how ponular the rear positicon in line is in this type of niking,

About hzlf way up, the Puork Service has erected, = little arematurely,
a sign "Second Hrecth Peoint', Farther up the trail some masculine predecessor
had lost 2 red rubber heel, It was tacked to-the end of @ fallen log alono with
the business card of a lacal shoe repair shon,

At three or four pleces alono the trail are viewnoints of the lake, all
different. It is only hich ebove :the lake that one rets the Tull tenefit of its
beauty in sheane and color., At the last viewpoint, the whole of Lake Crescent,
the snow-cappal mountzins to the southwest, the S5trait end VYaoncouver Island to
the North were all visible,

A fairly lirne bird flew aver the four fros way up in & tree., He flew like
a swimer, in bre. st stroke, wings out, then tinht agginst the body for sev-
gral feoet, then out 2gsin, continuing the potiern until out of sioght,

While lunching in & spot overlooking the back side of Storm
4ing and the dense forest below, the hikers saw & mountain goat,
white and fuzzy in his winter coot, high on a rocky ledge. He
stood as if transfixed for the longest time lonking into the
valley below. Finally he sinnted the four, hut since tne wind
was away from him, he scented nothing and eventually went back
to orazinag,

'Since the weather was threatening =nd @ hich wind sturted up,

the group decided umanimuusly net to continue to the top. The
return trip was much faster, and =2 relief =t first., But about two-
ne way down, one of the hikers was heard to comment that her legs

were nothing but jelly. Isabelle Whitfield
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History of Conservation Activitiss of the Klahhane Club
1915 - 1965

A few years =co, while hikino alonn a shrub=-covared rock slide on thz trail
between Elk Lake and Glacier Meadows, a group of persniring, tired adults came to
a welcome halt; arrasted in thzir upward trek by the sight and sound of a group
of excited children ez orly se.rchinn zmong the stones in quest of a few of the
miriads of smsll, black, hopping frogs which freguent this remote mountain area
for a feuw days each summer, After a few minutes the excitament of this new ex-
perience dimmed and the offspring were again off hiking alonn lacking for new
delights in thez world of wonders of one of Americat's grest natural preserved areas;
areas set aside and kept from encroachment for 2ll children and all adults for all
time through the dedicatzd work of countless indivicduals alone and grouped to-
cether into conservation orgenizations such as the Klahhane Club of Fort Angeles,
Washington,

The Wlahhane Club, in its 50th year, czn look bock on as many years of effort
in the continuing work to prossrve sone of our nation's heritage faor pressnt and
coming generations to s=e, study in, hike throuch, drive in, =znd enjoy under the
protected status of nztional, stste, county, and city parks, foreuts, and wild-
life refuges,

In thz =arly 1920's the club conducted an attanpt to introduce the wild tur-
key and Hunozrian Partridge to the peninsula, but desnite artificial feeding the
idea failed, as did the effort to builcd a toboggen and bobsled run above Heart O
the Hills, WMore successful wes th2 mersuasion of the forzst service to construct
@ shelter building at Heathoer Park and the 1934 protesting of the opening of the
Mt, Angeles Game Preserve to hunting, Ouring the 30's Hlahhaneites worked hard
supportinc the wmovement which led to the establishment in 1937 of the nresent
Olymnic National Park, A few years later, during the Second lUorld lar various
interests, supported, it would seem, by thz National Pzrk Service, soupht to gain
permission to remcve large uuantities of Sitka Spruce from the Olympic National
Park to be used for aircraft construction, HKlahhane Llub mewmbers, alert to this
threatensc intrusion, led tho successful drive to slow and ultimately prevent this
unnessary logging. Thelma Robinson, working as a member of the resolutions come
mittee of the Federation of Western Outdocor Clubs in 1943 was instrumental in get-
ting this organization to take favorable action on the matter.

Following tiorld bar II, the Wlahhane Club's conservation activitiss were in-
tensified, due in part to increasinc efforts by selfish interest groups to negate,
destroy and weaken America's preserved arens, Hell's Canyon, Glen Canyon, Three
Sisters, Dinaoszur, Glacizr tesk, Indizna Dunes, lclienzie River, Orznon Dunes,
Foint Reyes, Echo Park, Grand Canyon, Bruce's Dddy, anc many
other names near and far became Tamilisr to Klahhanzites as
members gave thelr attontion and ener~y to tha job of making A?és //
and keeping preszarved areas for our country, Land mark con-
servation goals including the recently passed Wilderness Act \\Qtf- é}
found Klahhanc devoting years of attenticn end work to attain.

Locally the club watched and helped prevent the closino of L A e
public access to the Dungeness Spit; built and maintained for igié;“’/\f“"g?fo
public use for many years the Klahhane Museum; sponsored e "/A;J{'/
delegstes to W.F.0,C, conventions; placed registzrs aon Mt, /;ﬂp
Anceles and Mt, Appleton; worked on thz restoration of Camp /4ﬂ§



David Junior, and donatcd sums of money for conservetion sducation and to aild the
general effort to build and protect a wilderness system,

It has besn seid that to know & man is to ask his neighbor, A possible
measure of the club's success in attaining their objective of furthoring conservas-
tion is the unusually favoraile attitude with which ths renersl public of Port
Arngeles regards this fizld, as compared with the attitude of the general public
in cities of similar industrial brse in estern Washington, During these past
fifty yeers KWlahhane has been the group from which hundreds of individuals, work-
ing quietly, loyally, and with dignity, have performed many tasks, given thousands
of hours of time, in the continuino effort to assure that there will slways be a
place in the wild, far from the bustle of civilization, wherz the youth of America
can bend down in childish delight in guest of discovery.

THE RHORSE « FRIZD OR FOE?

On one of our annusl outing trips to thz headwaters of thz Camsron in the
1940%s, our packor, Oscar MNelson, had to rent a horse that was very unhappy with
the other horses in the string and with his rider, Edna Kelly, Every few steps
he would grab at her lens in the saddle. Oscar suorested she rise at his neck
each time, but that did not help so Edna tried svery anglz to make frisnds, At
last she f:z1t that they were nals,

On the last lap of the trip thz saddle slibped under the belly of the horse
and Edna Kelly, in her struggle to get out of th2 stirrups, landed on the horse's
front feet. To everyone's surprisa, not one move did the horse makel

While the horse was being resaddled, somezone suggested Edna stand out of
reach of the horse's jaws, but she replied, "I'm not worried, we're friends".
Hearing what she had said, the horse madec a grab and got a mouthful of shirt just
missing Edna herself., Loud were the howls from the syapathetic(?) crowd,
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Year Joined

1915
1915

1915

1920(7)
1935
1940
1941
1944
1946
1950
1952
1954
1954
1955
1959

PAST PRESIDENTS

Name

Ben Phillips

E. B, liebster

Thelma (Chamoers)
Robhinson

Jim Blanchard
Pete Hoye
Jdahn Nelson
Louis Mook
Roscoe Robinsan
E. H. Heller
Harry Lydiard
Gil Leverett
dob Dalton
Doris Stuart
Len Falmer

Dave Harley
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Years in Office

1915, 1916, 1517, 1918

1919, 1920, 1921, 1924, 1925,
1927, 1928, 1929, 1931, 1932,
1935

1933, 1936, 1938, 1939, 1940,
1942, 1943, 1944, 1945, 1360,
1964, 1965

1521, 1922, 1923

19379

1946, 1947, (Aug.-Dec,) 1948,
1948 (Jan.-Auo, )

1950

1952, 1953

1551

1954, 1955

1856, 1957

1963

1958, 1959

15862

1925,
1534,

1941,
1951,

1949



THE KLAHHANE PLEDGE

Because 1 believe in
good sportsmenship, true comradeship,
and clean livino in the out-of-doors,
I pledge my suppart
to the mountaineer's creed
and to Klahhane
which means "good times out of doors”,

MOUNTAINCZZR'S CREED

A true mountzinesr is not merely one
who climbs the highest peak,
but one who while climhing
can stop to ses beauty
in the little things along the way
like bluebells noddino on the ridge
or chipmunks scolding from the rocks
one who can cheer a tired hiker
when the trail is rough
who can be a good sport
as he coes his share
one who can add something of song or story
to the good comradeship of a campfire,
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CLUB SONGS

Welcome Song
(Tune -~ Ramona)

Klahhane welcomes you into its circle
At evening when the hills have turned to purple
Its campfires, its mem'ries, its hikes
out in the open air,
It needs yaou, your couracs, your hapgplness
in tasks to share,
50 come where the hezther bells
are pally rincing,
And come where at dawn the bBirds
begin their singing,
Come find the joy and manic
of our firelinht circle,
l{lahhane sings welcome to you,

sk e s s sk g s s sk ok ok

In The Wild Olympic Mountaoins
(Tune - 3ig Rock Candy Mountains)

In the wild Olymnic Mountains
There's a peppy outdoor club;
They go by the name of Klahhane,
Meaning good time outdoor fun,
They climb up all the mountains
And they swim in all the lzakes
And they hike the trails

Where the wild cat wails

And the big elk roam,

flear the cougar's home

In the wild Olympic Mountalns.

In the wild Olympic hountains

l'‘here the bhald headed eaples scream
The shagoy snow-white mountain goat
{Jith envy has turnzd green,

To see these sturdy mountain folk
Go scrambling o'er the rocks
They're a nimble creuw,

A1l good friends and true

And you can not bezat 'em

Nor the things they do,

In the wild Olympic Mountains,

T.C.R.
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Kl =l mH =M Q[ =E
{Tune = Sidewalks of New York)

Bel =AwHeH=A={{=F

That'!s the way you sp=ll it,
That!'s thz club for you and me,
Snow ar rain or sunshine,

Whate'er tho weather may be,

They are jolly good fellows,

5o that's thz club for you and me,

High in Heather Park
(Tune - uhen the Blue of the Night)

tihen the blue of the night
Mests the gold aof the day
Hioh in Heather PFark,

snd the glory of our fire
fiake2s a small plezming spire
Flick'ring in the dark,
Unon our beds of heather
Boside the murm'rino stream
etll be lulled into dream
By the wind in the trees,
High up near thz stars,

T.CR.

sk sk ok S R ko ok

Good fight
(Tune - Auld Lang Syne)

Our camp fire now is burning low
It's time to say good night,

On other hills we'll meet =gain,
Rogund other camp fires bright,
Klahhane Club now says good night
Wetll leave its frisndly light,
Jut meet zgain round other fires,
50 now we'll say "Good fightt,

T.C.Re

L0



£, B, liehster

E, 8. !‘2zbster was born in Icwa in 1868, He leaned teo love the out-of-doors
during his boyhood days spent in exslorine the banks of a stream nezr his Cresco
hame, !hen he came to !‘‘sshington and became owner-sditor of the Port Angeles
Evzning News, he used thz2 newsoaper for continuous constructive conservation
efforts,

Because of the nearness of the mountains, his interest in birds, flowers and
animals continued, He took many lone botanizino hikes and compiled a complete
herbarium of the plants on It. Angeles, 0On the talus slones of Second Peak in
about 1913, he found a low growing, many petaled yellow flower =zbout two inches
across. 1lts lesaves were rether thick and slightly wooly, He sent it in for
identification, It turned out to be & new specimen which was then named Senecio
websteri by J. M, Greenmean of Northwestern University, who wes an authority on
senecios. It was later chasen as the club flower,

Mr. ll'ebster alspo wrote s-zveral books among which zre "The Friendly Mountain',
"Wing of the Olympics®, "Fishing in the Olympics', ond "Ferns of the Clympics',

tihen the Klahhane Club was formed, he bzcame onz of its leaders serving as
president for many years, He wlso startad the museum and avizry anc built his
own beautiful rock gardens at Hezrt 0' The Hills, He was well-known to the public
for his interest and knowledge of the flors and faunz of the area, but he is best
remzmbered by the club because of his kindly guiet nersonality, He was guick to
sense if soieone was low in snirit and wes usually able in an unobtrusive way to
remedy the situation., He had & jolly wit and loved to get a joke on anyone, His
untimely desth in 1936 was a great loss to the.club,

Ben Phillips

Klahhane owes & debt of oratitude to Jen Fhillips for oringing touether and
ornanizing into a club a2 group of like minded people for nwore enjoyment of the
out-of-doors, He was chosen as the club's first nresident and ecrly meetings were
hela at the Phillips home with Isabel 3s a rracious hostess, {'hen transportatian
was needed for trips, Ben's car wes always available, After szveral years of
active membarship, banking and cther interests claimed so wmuch of his time that
he dropped out of Klahhane,

Dr. Ludden

No history of tlahhane would be compl~te without & mention of Grant Humes
and Dr, Ludden. #tany were th2 hapny week 2ands spent in their company. It was a
ten mile walk to reach the Ludden place. Dr., Ludden, a2 man who tired of city
life in Tacoma, cume to the Elwha and cerved g most unicue home aut of the wilde-
grness, [Ihe houses wes built of logs and split ceder shakes, 1Its windows were
5x08 nepatives with thz film cleanad off, The furniture wass all hand wmade. Mat-
tresses wire straw ticks ecovered with flour sacks. He made wooden buckets and
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candle holdors out of madrona wood, His clothes were madz of deer skin tanned to
a lovely soft grzy, His black huoir he worz lont and it hung to his shoulders,

He kept bees and sold honzy tc the many cempers who uassed his door, His hot bis-
cuits and honey became famous, He had 2 hand printing press with which he made
signs advertizing his plece ana tacked them to trees along the trail,

Grant Humes

Grant Humes, & native of New York state, came to the Elwha in 19307, His tuwo
raom log cabin on a bench cbove the field where the barn was is still standing.
He kept horses and even packed a mower in the ten and @ guarter miles by trail to
cut his hay, His water supnly came from @ smring on the hillside above and was
brought down thru a hollowsd out lon “pipe¥, Deer came to eat salt which he put
by the apple trec nesr his front door, He was a well read man, The shelves in
his cabin were fillec with good books ancd magazines, Onez wonders why he chose to
leave civilization and live in the woods with only his hound doo "Bing" for
company,

The Nelsons

{scar and Eloise Melson both likad mountains, so soon after their marriage
they acquired ricints to an old homestead a2t the foot of Mt. /\ngeles. Here they
built a large home and, later, several cabins to rent. There wes a meadow with
a small stream flowing thru it which Oscar dazmmed up to make Lake Dawn, This was
used for skatinn in winter and was stocked with trout for summer fisning., Elolse
liked flouwcrs and soon had a2 rock garden going by the house., Oefore the club-
house was built, the ielson home was the scene of many Klahhane gatherings. In
the 1940's they sold the Mt, fAngeles property and bought a cattle ranch in Texas
Valley southwest of Sequim, Here Oscar had a string of horses and acted as guide
and packer for several summer outings, His chez2ry personality and willingness to
tackle any task wes always a welcome addition to the group, He was sorely missed
when this ranch was sold and the family moved to California.

L2



A Worshipper of Nature

Therefore am I still a lover
0f the mountains; and of all
That we behold from this
Green earth; of all the
Mighty world of eye, and ear,
-both what they half creqgte
And what perceive; well
Pleased to recognise in
Nature and the language of
The sense, the guide, the
Guardian of my heart, and
Soul of all my moral being

cunoowilliam Wordsworth
Dust of Snow

The way a crouw
Shook down on me
The dust of Snow
From a hemleck tree

Has given my heart
A change of mood
And saved some part
0f a day I had rued,

eesssnnbert Frost



Canada

1. Roger's Pass
2. Roger's Pass

Barbara Nelson, Lois Brannin, Johnny Nelson, Ruby Knudson
Catherine Leverett, Charlotte Jurgensen, Eleanor Naddy

3, Jasper National Park
4, Takakkaw Falls

5. Yoho National Park - Emerald Lake
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1965 = The Golden Anniversary

1965 saw the Klahhane Club celebrating its 50th anniversary. In
addition to the usual activities there was a dinner at Harrington's
Skyroom, an Open House at Heart o' the Hills, and a booklet commemo-
rating the Club's Golden Anniversary.

The dinner, held on May 23rd was a gala affair, with members
casting aside the usual blue jeans and hiking boots in favor of much
more festive attire. As more than one person commented, appearances
were so changed it was almost difficult to recognize your dinner
companion, On this occasion special recognition was given to three
Club members for continuous active membership. The president, Thelma
Robinson, had been a member since the Club's first year, while
Lillian Keller and Edna Kelly had belonged for 34 years. Table de-
corations, created by Catherine Leverett and June Nelson, a highly
amusing program of ‘return to owners’ by Eleanor Naddy and an old
time Klahhane sing song with Isabelle Whitfield as accompaniest,
made this another evening to be treasured.

Open House held on June 6th at the Clubhouse, was a tremendous
success with almost a hundred present. The oldest guest was 89 year
old Maude Ulmer who is an honorary member,

The anniversary booklet was officially presented at the dinner
with thanks extended to all who had worked so hard to produce it.

For these memories of 1965 I am largely indebted to Catherine
Leverett and her fine newspaper articles. Her work in publicity and
that of Lucina Cahill kindled and interest in the Club by others who
love the out-of-doors, This resulted in increased membership and
new friends.

There have been changes over the years. Some of our members
have moved to other parts of the country, while others have taken
the journey from which none return. The sadness of such losses is
tempered by echoes of their laughter and memories of their compan-
ionship.

Memories of old friends merge into memories of more recent ex-—
periences shared with new members thus strengthening the Club still
more, So, throught the years this "charmed circle of congenial
spirits® has grown and grown.

by Primrose Bredl
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Fiftieth Anniversary Dinner

Dave Harley
Eleanor Naddy Gary Gleason

Mary Busch

Ruby Knudson Jun
Edna Kelly

Essie Sarff

Wancy McLau

Estill Cornett

Lillian Keller

e Nelson
Catherine Leverett

chlan Dave Harley
Earl Tuttle

Lillian Keller
Len Palmer
Shirley Palmer
Doris Stuart
Dave Harley

Erma Smith

Carroll Smith

Rachel Brown Lina Caney

Bob Dalton

Lois Brannin

Thelma (Robinson) Priebe






Fiftieth Anniversary

1. The Clubhouse

Catherine Leverett Dorothy Swanson, Maude Ulmer,
Lillian Keller Thelma (Robinson) Priebe Shirley Palmer

2, Dinner at Harrington's
Harry Lydiard Eleanor Naddy

3. The Clubhouse - A Hunting We Will Go
Bob Dalton Johnny Nelson Frank Schalk

4, Dinner at Harrington's

Thelma (Robinson) Priebe  Primrose Bredl Karen and Gary
Gleason






Cat Creek - 1965

It was the Year of the Cat, Cat Creek that is, the Summer Out-
ing of 1965, August 21 to 29, the largest outing of those years.
Five of us trecked in part way on Friday, Russ and Martha Coryell,
Lois Brannin, Lillian Keller and Catherine Leverett. Fourteen more
arrived next day, June and John Nelson, Shirley and Leonard Palmer,
Karen and Gary Gleason, Doris Stuart, Dave Harley, Eleanor Naddy,
Louise Dunsworth, Nancy McLauchlan, Bethel Ostman, Dean Palmer and
Bill Fountain, a total of nineteen. Incidentally, old records show
that the cost of horses and food in 1965 amounted to $26.86 per per-
son.,

Reluctantly I had accepted the chairmanship, being assured that
Cat Creek was a ideal campsite with stove, table, even shelves,
WELL . . . . there WAS running water, COLD! And lots of flat, empty
gpace. The packers arrived in due time and deposited several hund-
red sacks (so it seemed) on the bare ground.

Have you ever carried rocks from a streambed over yonder to
build a stove? They are heavy. Nancy, a Girl Scout not many years
previously, set about building a work space with long poles, teepee
style, lashing more poles across, a fine addition. Gradually a us-
able stove materialized, logs were carried in for seating, tents
dotted the valley floor., . . and the sun .shone beautifully all week-
eNdeese

Russ returned to civilization (Coast Guard duty?) and reappear-
ed later in the week in the dark of the night, hiking in by the
light of a miner's lamp on his head! AND - he brought FRESH MEAT,
pounds of hamburger and a young hitchhiker he had accumulated along
the way. What a treat, meaning the hamburger!

Now came the rain and bright orange, yellow, blue and brown
hooded raingear became the uniform of Cat Creek. Had there been a
passerby he would have thought us an Order of Monks, seemingly per-
petually grouped around the campfire intently drying out socks and
most important of all, MY soaking wet sleeping bag.

Meanwhile the business of Summer Outing went forward, rain or
shine., We hiked to Bogachiel and were disconcerted to find the fine
lookout station we remembered reduced to a pile of broken glass and
boards. But the view still was superb. Ve visited the campsite of
a former summer outing, 1952, and four of those who made that trip
had a reunion picture taken, June and John, Lillian and Catherine,
We also happened upon the Crisler cabin, on the %wanted list® at
that time, being completely overgrown by the wilderness.,

Most exciting of all, as we stood on the very end of the Cat-
walk one day, binoculars in hand watching the campsite of the scien-
tists on Mt., Olympus, the supply plane rose in the air and flew di-
rectly toward us. Ve waved madly, June and John, Lois, Eleanor and
I and the pilot, the late Bill Fairchild, saw us and waggled Lis



wings at us. I was delighted to get a picture of the plane flying
over us.,

S0, the week flew by; campfire sings at night, Russ making
merry on the harmonica, reciting poetry, the talentless (but eager)
Chorus Line performing by popular demand. Bethel Ostman, a former
member, entertained us with her experiences as a Peace Corps worker
in the Philippines.

There were lazy days too, watching the bears on our mountain-
side, picking blueberries and such, The rains subsided, time ran
out and reluctantly we returned to the work-a-day world below,

by Catherine Leverett

Enchanted Valley Outing
June 17, 1965

Members attending were:

Lois Brannin Henry Kiel
Erna Fountain Dean Palmer
Bill Fountain Len Palmer
Eleanor Naddy Ken Roberts

Because of arriving at Graves Campground at 11 a.m. after the
long trip from home, we decided that we should hike about four miles
and stay at the O0'Neill Shelter for the night, leaving a seven mile
hike for the next day. However upon arrival at the shelter we found
it taken with a three-man trail crew so decided we should continue
on as the weather was deteriorating and we did not relish camping
out in the rain,

By the time we had passed the seven mile mark most of us began
to feel the strain and the pace slackened considerably. By 4 p.m.
it began to rain in earnest and Len, Dean and Bill began relays of
our packs when we began to fall some distance behind. What a blessed
help that wasi The boys must have travelled 1% to 2 miles more than
the rest of us, helping us with our packs.

We passed the 10 mile mark with .8 miles yet to go and that was
the longest .8 miles we ever travelled. We were right; it was ap-
proximately 1.2 miles but it helped that we did not know it while
we were slogging along in the pouring rain. We missed our way to
the river crossing and had to retrace our steps back to the river
where Len searched back and forth for the crossing and finally found
a narrow log felled across the river., At first glance we felt we
couldn't cross it but on getting closer we found a wire cable strung
as a handrail and very welcome it proved to be for crossing that
slippery log. We were so wet, tired and cold that we missed a lcg
over another small stream and waded ankle-deep thru the water and
on to the chalet,



Things had changed at the chalet from the last time we had been
there, Living quarters for the summer ranger now took up the south
portion of the chalet and the stove now used by campers was a burned-
out monstrosity that could not be coaxed into producing enough heat
to warm a cold, weary hiker. Bill Lester, the ranger came over and
told us we could cook our dinner on his stove and from then on, thru
all 5 days of our stay, he generously let us do our cooking in his
quarters. Long live Bill Lester!

Bill told us that one of his duties this season was to tag elk
calves with a green tag, the Quinault area color. The Park Service
was endeavoring to find out if elk of different sections migrate,
and possibly get some idea of the age elk can expect to attain. We
were fortunate enough to get pictures of Bill tagging a calf, one of
three he tagged on the 20th. The little calf had a high, birdlike
call with which he kept in touch with his mother when his mother was
out of his sight.

Part of our group hiked up the Anderson Pass Trail where they
saw a herd of 35 elk crossing the snowfields. Small patches of snow
were encountered at several places in the valley but were not enough
to impede hiking., On our way into the area we had crossed the re-
mains of several avalanches but these too, were not hard to cross.

However an avalanche had come down the stream bed in back of
the chalet, the source of water for the area. Coffee made from it
had the strong, fullbodied flavor of fir needles. Ugh!

Enchanted Valley is well known for its bear population, due for
the most part to the use of garbage pits; we could see bears just
about any time of the day. One bear was intrigued by the tent of
some campers out in the meadow. Unfortunately for the bear, his
approach was seen by the campers who were inside the tent, and who
routed him before he could get on with his investigation.

Horses, as a rule, are very uneasy in an area where bears abouni
but a large white horse belonging to the tent campers was an excep-
tion. He grazed nonchalantly along the meadow steadily approaching
a bear who was intent on reaching the garbage pit. It was evident
he was stalking the bear as he would graze a mouthful or two of
grass, pause and check on the bear, then move on a few more paces
and check again. The battle of wills ended with the bear loping
away without having reached the garbage pit. 014 Whitie actually
looked triumphant; he knew he was the winner.

Outside of the day we hiked in, the weather was beautiful and
it was with reluctance that we had to break camp and leave Enchanted

Valley.
by Erna Fountain

Humes Ranch Trail
One of the very favorite hikes of Klahhanes and others is the



two and a half mile walk to Humes Ranch. The trail is fairly level
although there are some ups and downs along the way to make it more
interesting. It has the mosses, wild flowers and fauna peculiar to
the wild country in this area. Part way along the trail one can look
down on Krause Bottom where so many elk brouse and rest. One time

we looked down upon 50 or 60 elk along the Elwha River in the Bottom.
As you look down the height of the trail can be awesome.

For many years the old Ludden Place was an interesting spot to
while away the time. The only part remaining was the old Bee House,
called that because of the shape of the building. There used to be
a small creek running through it. All that has gone now. Shortly
after the start of the trail from Whiskey Bend the trail divides into
the upper and lower. The latter goes along Rika Canyon where the
space for the river is so narrow that the blue-green water just thun-
ders through. Many madronas grow down there.

Humes Ranch, the destination, has been remodeled; the old build-
ing was destroyed finally after so many years of buffeting by the
elements. The large flat area or meadow is a favorite place for elk
grazing, One time Doris Stuart and I had gone ahead because nobady
else showed up at the appointed time. The rest came later, As Doris
and I neared the meadow and looked through the trees we saw 40 elk
grazing quietly. ©So we managed to get our cameras out to take pic-
tures. Then one of the elk raised his head and off they ran, the
whole herd., We took pictures as they fled up the hill,

Another time, what year I don't remember, we were on the way
back on the upper trail, Doris and Regina Hoppova were ahead and
Ruby Knudson and I were strolling aways back, Doris was squatted
down digging some thing from a dry creek bed. Regina was farther
down looking for some thing in the creek bed. As we came through
the trees, Ruby and I, we heard a commotion ahead. We looked up in
time to see a bear and Doris scampering in opposite directions, the
bear up the creek bed and Doris down. Neither one had seen the
other, Doris' back was turned to the upper path, they both were so
concentrating on what they were doing. Then simultaneously Doris
turned and looked back and the bear looked up and Wham! Both made
tracks.

There are so many memories as one looks back momentarily on that
trail. Another time that I recall we were going to hike the upper
trail and come back the lower one. We had been walking awhile when
right in front of us was a huge washout. It looked as if a tidal
wave of sorts had washed through. So we made our way down to the
lower trail to continue our way,

A year and a half ago about twenty of us hiked out there again.
Some went down to the lower and some stayed on the upper trail. As
we gathered at the meadow and the Ranch to eat we looked back at the
meadow and saw Vicki Van Calcar, Erna Fountain and Lois Brannin bend-
ing over doing something so we went over to see, In the creek that
runs through they had found lots of water cress and they were gat-
hering it in bags to take home, Mary Davis was nursing her recently



operated on feet, so she wasn't walking her usual speed. Well, so
it goes, there are many other memories through the years of a very
pleasant trail which has afforded many an enjoyable experience out
in the open.

by Isabel Whitfield

Snowshoeing 1966

During the past ten years snowshoeing in January and February
has become so much an accepted way of life for the Klahhane Club thav
it is difficult to realize it was not always so. Yet 1965 provides
the first record I have of these excursions and 1966 provides Hope's
best collection of slides on the subject. Among my keenest memories
of these early snowshoe outings are the "flying’ nuns, certain feath-
ered friends, the unbelievable beauty of a calm clear winter's day,
and the struggle to don snowshoes before starting out.

The first part of what became a regular pattern was a call at
the lodge to sign the register and then a scramble up a nearby bank
of snow., Once we were on top of that first bank came the tussle
with snowshoes, Somehow it always seemed difficult to get the straps
adjusted just right without freezing our fingers. Of course the fact
that we were so well padded with warm clothes that we could hardly
bend didn't make us especially agile, but finally, often with an
assist from Len, everyone was ready and off we went.

The first part was downhill in the shelter of the trees which
enabled us to get nicely into our stride. Then we came to banks of
snow which meant digging in with the toes of our boots and clamber-
ing up only to go down again, On the level stretches, out in the
open, we stopped to enjoy the intense blue of the sky contrasted withk
the dazzling white of snow, - snow covering the ground, snow piled
high on flocked Christmas trees. Real icicles, glinting in the sun,
bedecked those trees. On through the crisp winter beauty we ventured
till we were ready to turn back or until we came to the end of the
snow covered trail., About this time we were usually ready for lunch
and lunch meant visitors.

I well remember one occasion when we found several logs in a
nice sunny spot and started in to enjoy our lunch. Out of nowhere
came one or two venturesome winged creatures. At first they were
ra ther timid, but when I was so incautious as to put a large slab
of chocolate between my teeth while I fished in my rucksack, the
temptation was too much and I received a sudden surprise. One of
those creatures, known as Canada Jays, Whiskey Jacks or Camp Robbers
darted past and away went most of my chocolate, On another occasion
when we stopped to eat, a whole flock invited themselves to lumch
without any hesitation whatsoever. The photographers had a field
day while Karen, Lillian and I held apple cores in our hands and the
birds zoomed in to perch on our fingers or on the core itself. Often
enough whoever was holding the core would be gazing off in one direc-



tion while the Camp Robber came in for a two point landing from an
utterly different direction.

Usually by the time we got back to the bank near the lodge the
know was covered with children sliding down on old rubber tires or
on 'flying saucers.' One wintry day, however, it wasn't the child-
ren who held our attention but a group of nuns. Not a bit hampered
by their long robes, they were enjoying the thrill of sliding down
the hillside on a sled., lLater we learned that they had lived in
California until that winter and that this was their first experience
with snow,

by Primrose Bredl

Annual Outing August 20-28, 1966

While one group of Klahhane members drove to various campgrounds
for a week of day hiking and exploration of the Cascades east of
Darrington, another group of eight shouldered packs and headed up
the Suiattle River into the Cascades.

The first day was a long, hot hike of 8 miles in 909 weather
through a deep forest with no breeze and very little view of either
river or mountains. The second day was also very hot and the trail
ascended very steeply 5% miles to Image Lake. However, the last 3
miles was in open country, with an occasional breeze and spectacular
mountain scenery to take our minds off hot, tired feet. The follow-
ing day was one of relaxation, with time spent on short hikes around
the area, washing out dust and perspiration from clothes, and just
sitting and looking at Glacier Peak. On the fourth day it was Hup,
2y, 3, 4 past Glacier Peak Mines, over Suiattle and Cloudy Passes
and down to Lyman Lake. The first two miles were deep in dust and
the only member not coughing and sputtering was the one in the lead.
What a muddy, slippery mess that must be in wet weather!! We took
the short-cut between the two passes in order to maintain our ele-
vation., It was a one way trail and a bit tricky in a few spots,
with a long slide to the bottom if one had slipped. The descent
from Cloudy Pass was through beautiful open meadows surrounded by
jagged mountains, and with brilliantly blue Lyman Lake at the bottom.
The following day was spent relaxing and exploring the area, All oI
us enjoyed the climb up to Upper Lyman Lake at the foot of Lyman
Glacier, with icebergs in the lake and flowers in the meadow. That
night a cold, very strong wind buffeted our tents so hard that we
wondered if we might not be blown into the lake, The clouds moved
in and we had the first rain of the trip--in fact, it was so cold
in the morning that we became concerned about the possibility of
snow on the return climb over the Passes. It was almost impossible
to cook a hot breakfast because the wind was blowing the firs hor-
izontally, but perseverance finally paid off, On the return trip
we retraced our steps except for eliminating the short-cut and climb
up to Image Lake, reaching our cars after two long days of hiking.

by Doris Stuart



Car Camping in Oregon - Summer 1967

This interesting and hilarious week started out in hot, sunny
weather as three cars and ten Klahhane members drove south to Port-
land where they immediately got lost in traffic., After each car had
taken a different off ramp from the freeway, they passed each other
at various intersections waving madly and calling directions. Imch-
ily all met at the pre-arranged site in Gresham,

Our first four camps were at Mt. Hood, Tumalo State Park, Diamon:
Lake and Rogue River. From Mt., Hood we visited Timberline Lodge and
the next day, after leaving the second camp, we explored the lLava
River Caves. Here we hiked into the mile long lava tube, each carry-
ing a gas-lantern. The coolness felt good after the 900 heat. At
Diamond Lake most of us went swimming to cool off and shed some of
the lava dust. At Crater Lake we took the 35 mile Rim Drive around
the Lake with a side trip to some interesting rock formations, known
as the Pinnacles. After much picture taking and a short hike on a
nature trail, we left for the Rogue River Campground and hot showerc!

After a slight mix-up over lost clothing some of us drove to
Ashland to see a Shakespearian play., The next day Hope left us at
Grant's Pass., The rest of us toured the Oregon Caves and then drove
south into California to see the redwoods. That night found us
camping along a river in the Myrtlewoods. The cool ocean air felt
good as we drove north up the coast, but problems developed as the
cars kept getting separated in spite of the little green flags attach-
ed to each one, Much time was spent going in and out of camp grounds
looking for the Fleaders' who were supposed to be looking for that
night's camp site. When we finally got together at the Devil's
Punchbowl we discovered that somewhere, somehow, the leaders had
fallen behind and had been bringing up the rear. Since one car had
all the food, and another all the pots and pans and the third had
the stove, dinner was quite late that night.

The next day we all kept together and ended up at Cape Loockout
State Park where we enjoyed hiking on the beach in the moonlight,
The last day we crossed the Columbia at Astoria and were homeward
bound.

Those making the trin wepre Lois Brannin, Catherine Leverett,
Ruby Knudson, Hope Hodges, Irimrose Bredl, Karen and Gary Gleason,
June, John and Barbara Nelson.

by June Nelson
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Sentember 23, 1967

Klahhane members hiked from Obstruction Point toward Moocz Take.
It was a beautiful sunny day with clear visibility, and winter ctorms



did not enter our minds. Yet, one week later two men were caught
in a bligzard on this same trail and froze to death,

by Ruby Knudson
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Gleason's House Warming 1967

During the Winter of 1966-67, we had our home build by the
high school carpentry class. During the spring vacation period we
hosted a ¥sleep-in" in the unfinished house, The April Klahhane
pot luck was also held in the house as the sub-floors were in, also
heat and lights but no furniture, etc. Ve had lots of room to
spread out in,

In the fall, after we had moved in, we were suprised by a house-
warming party one Sunday afternoon after returning from a Klahhane
outing. Unknown to us, the Klahhane member who came to visit us in
the morning was a scout to be sure we were in shape to receive guests
in the afternoon. As we returned from the outing, we saw several
cars that we thought sure belonged to members driving around Gales
Addition., Gee, that's funny????? No sooner home, than Surprise!
Surprise! We're here for your house-warming party. What a lovely
party, with a silver tree. Ve used the silver to help acquire the
painting that is in the dining room, Thanks for the party!

by Gleason's

Honeymoon Meadows 1968
The quality of mercy is not strain'd
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven.”

(Shakespeare - iMerchant of Venice®)

“What do you remember most about the annual outing to Honeymoon
Meadows?# I asked. Came the unanimous reply, "Rain®

My slides bear out that claim for each one shows Klahhanes so
enveloped in raingear that it is almost impossible to tell who each
person is, One picture shows Dorig, camera in hand, standing out-
side the tent under the plastic ‘porch® with Louise (I think? shroud-
ed in a poncho although she too is under the ‘porch¥. DIouise is
inserting new film in her camera. Hope springs eternal!

One day, the day we lunched near lLa Crosse Pass, the rain lifted
becoming a "moist blanket of air.® I think that was the day that
a swift hiker brought word that lMt. Anderson was visible., I got to
the strategic point in time to sece the peak for almost a full minute.
Doris boasted that she saw 1t for ten minutes. Others were less
fortunate.

Eleanor, Louise, Rena, Lois, Catherine, Iillian, Doris, and I
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formed the manless expedition that made its way to beautiful Honey-
moon Meadows only to find the one really good location occupied by
a group of Girls Scouts. They assured us that they were leaving
that weekend so we set up a temporary camp and waited. Sure enough,
long before Len and Erna's grandson, Don Simons, arrived to spend
two days, we were ensconced in the spot. The location even boasted
a nearby throne situated in a lofty place from which no doubt one
could survey the beauty of the countryside-~ weather permitting!

We were certainly well pleased but not so the Sierra Club who
arrived in a very large body following their leaders, two men who
to ward off the downpour, bore aloft two magificent umbrellas! No
wonder they were chagrined for some time earlier, they had sent an
advance party to scout the area and choose a spot. Moreover, at
the time of the survey, the wsather had been beautiful!

We did have some excitement for about eleven o'clock the first
night when most of us were asleep or close to it, a park ranger
stopped to inguire about a group of horsemen who had been reported
carrying rifles., Obviously we weren't the horsemen, but we couldn't
provide much information either.

Three other visitors were a man, his wife, and their little
girl, I don't remember their name, but I have a picture of the
plucky little youngster sheltering under Eleanor's raingear.

Our chief occupations were picking blueberries, gathering wood,
and trying to dry out. In spite of these circumstances we managed
to survive and, stranger yet, we even enjoy reminiscing about those
wet, wet days in Honeymoon Meadows!

by Primrose Bredl

Mt., Adams

An annual outing always leaves memories of some very special
moments. The trip to the Mt. Adams area in the Gifford Pinchot
National Forest the summer of 1969 was no exception. August 16, with
final preparations made, the trek began that would take us over some
of the best roads of the State of Washington and certainly some of
the worst as we followed Gary's ‘shortcut? on roads in the Gifford
Pinchol National Forest.

The first camp at Horse Shoe Lake at the elevation of 4,200 feex
was established in an area where just walking around camp produced
little clouds of dust-- a car going by was disaster. Still Karen
was able to find spots of beauty in a marshy area near a little strez
as her pictures of flowers later testified.

The next morning the caravan--Bob and Imcina Cahill with their



11

pickup, Len Palmer driving his Datsun, and Doris Stuart's sturdy
Valiant reached a point known as Midway. The spectacular view of
Mt., Adams, St. Helens, and Rainier brought drivers and passengers
with cameras out of the cars. So much beauty just had to be record-
ed and treasured., The passengers were Catherine Leverett, Lillian
Keller, Lois Brannin, Eleanor Naddy, Karen and Gary Gleason. June
and John Nelson and Barbara were to join us later that evening at
Takhlakh Lake,

This was the time of huckleberries and blueberries. Potato Hill
was alive with Indians gathering the harvest of berries, Certain
areas were posted to indicate exclusive picking rights for the In-
dians but we found a spot where the berries hung large and ripe, beg-
ging to be picked. One of my very special memories is of Bob Cahill
in the berry patch-- there was pure bliss as he gathered in the
fruit. Warm sunshine--magnificent view--sunwarmed and sweet berries,
more than one could gather--that was pure happiness.

Takhlakh Lake at the 4,500 foot level provided a good base camp
for exploring the area, Johnny and Barb got in some fishing, the
Tack Tack and Meadows led us through fields of luping, bear grass,
and gentians, Bog orchids were a special find., Huge piles of black
volcanic rock were a sharp contrast to the lush vegetation but were
a challenge to climb., A view of Mt. Adams with its glaciers and
meadows was always sufficient reward for climbing.

A third camp was made at Cultus Creek. This was the largest of
the campgrounds with 41 campsites--a popular spot It was from here
that we hiked to an area known as Indian Heaven, a beautiful area
of small lakes and lush meadows. It was here that I felt that I must
return some day. Little did I know how soon that would be.

The next day Len, Gary and I decided to hike a portion of the
Cascade crest trail--a distance of about 14 miles, it seemed more
like twenty before the end. John took us to the point where a road
bisected the trail., In my hurry to get out of the car, I left my
camera behind which was no doubt fortunate because we really did
have a late start for that long a trip and picture taking would only
have slowed the slowest of the trio. The trail was far from level
as we traveled through timber, along long open spaces and up a "knoll®
covered with blueberries, rich in color and fruit, to a viewpoint
where it was possible to stand in one spot and see Mt. Adams, Rainier;
St. Helens and Mt, Hood. Surely this moment in itself was sufficient
reason for hiking. We did not have time to linger for the hours
were passing more rapidly than were the miles we had hiked. At one
point Gary forgot his walking stick and had to backtrack several
miles., When we reached Indian Heaven evening was beginning to fall
and we still had several miles to go--by sunset we were coming down
off the mountain to a view of magnificent splendor as the brilliant
sunset cast a glow upon Mt., Adams and in the distance, Mt. Rainier.

One final special memory--Karen and Gary's reunion with their
first son, David. It had been a week since he had been left with
his grandparents!

by Eleanor Naddy



The Great Outdoors

1. Cat Creek
Johnny Nelson, Catherine Leverett, June Nelson

2 Arrival at Cat Creek

Doris Stuart
Shirley Palmer, Nancy McLaughlan, Bethel Ostmen, Dean Palmer

Catherine Leverett, Lois Brannin
June Nelson, Louise (Dunworth) Milhous

3. Rialto Beach
Catherine Leverett - Inspiration

4, Mt. Adams

Tucina Cahill
Karen Gleason
Catherine Leverett

5. Shi Shi Beach
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How to Start a Hike on Two Feet and End on Four

One August while we were still newcomers my wife and I signed
up for a hike from the top of Hurricane Hill to the Ranger Station
where the Whiskey Bend Road takes off from the Elwha. A Ranger and
his wife had made a sort of a project of that trail and had told me
so much about it I was eager to try it and so jumped at the chance
when it was scheduled.

The day proved to be one of those bright warm days just suited
for the adventure and we hurried to the rallying point at the Junicr
High,where we joined three others, Sally, Don and George. We decid-
ed two cars were enough so both took off for the Ranger Station,
where we parked mine, then all five drove up the Ridge Road to the
trall head at the end of the road, where we parked the second car, It
was a fine day and we walked the paved trail to the top of the hill,
then took off on the path into the woods, keeping to the right of
the ridge. When we came to a spot with a great view of the Strait
we ate lunch, then, fortified, set out through the trees. Soon we
reached a large bare hillside where the path made a long switch-back
down the hill,

Helen, bringing up the rear, scorned the switch-back and tried
a new method, sitting down to slide on the grass to the lower end.
This saved her feet, but had a drawback. . The dried grass was as
stiff as splinters and her jeans were vulnerable, After a bit of
rest and recovery we again set out, and from then on the trail des-
cended rather steeply, through the forest and across some tiny stream:
It was a beautiful trip, but the trouble was my knee began to give
out, and all the coddling I could manage did not relieve it. Instead
it got worse. Finally I tried to walk stiff legged. Did you ever
try that down hill? I got farther and farther behind, so they cont-
inually had to stop and wait for me.

Pinally, coming up to where they were waiting for me, I said,
"Why don't you go on and get some horses so I can ride out." It was
not a question, I knew there were no horses in the Park, it was just
something to say. But Sally immediately took me up on it, offering
to go on and get the horses., After some discussion Sally and Don
went on ahead, while George suggested a cane, and ended with two,
one in each hand, I would stop and rest, get my breath, then make
a stiff-legged rush as far as I could go without falling on my face
when the path got steeper. How long that lasted would be hard to
say, but finally at a stream where we could get a drink of good cold
water I was flat on my back when Don came running back crying ‘Stop.
We have the horses, wait where you are.? He didn't have to say
that again.

It seems that this was Fair Day and the back country team had
saved up all their days off and had come in for the Fair, and their
horses were there at the Station., Sally had won the day. While
two Rangers were getting them saddled Don had come back to tell us,
After our rest, waiting, I was able to get on the horse, Sally who
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had ridden back kept her horse, Helen took the third, and we rode
down some of the steepest trail I have ever met. The hike was an

8 mi, trip, I had made 7 of those, but I know that I could not have
walked that last mile, it was the steepest of all, I would have been
a babe in the woods all night, without even a sandwich.

Once down we dismounted and Sally asked for my car keys to bring
the car up to where we were, When she got back you never saw such
a reluctant group as they were to have me drive home. But they were
game and finally let me do it, and I showed them I could. Then the
need to bring down George's car. I offered to drive up, but they
would have none of that, It was now dark so I really was relieved to
have Don drive George up to get the other car.

I am not sure how the rest feel about that trip, but I surely
welcomed the extra 4 feet Sally provided for my return. Any of you
want to try that trail? It is very pretty, but be sure of your
knees, you can't count on those horses again.

by Jim Mull
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Overnights at the Clubhouse

A few hardy Klahhanes appreciate the clubhouse on Lake Dawn for
overnights in the winter; namely, Lois Brannin and her grandson,
Stanton; Len and Sally Palmer and their two little girl friends,
Robyn and Kelly Joaquin, and an occasional other "willing to give
up everyday luxuries? member. VWhat could be more enjoyable than
snow around the clubhouse, a crackling fire which eventually gets
the clubhouse tolerable, a good stew, hot drink and the quietness
around Lake Dawn. One memorable overnight was in February, 1970. On
Saturday we hiked around the Lake to get in shape for Sunday when
we hiked up to Lake Angeles on a bright, sharp day with hard packed
snow the last mile, Early that morning before leaving the clubhouse,
a beautiful moment occurred when we discovered a red-breasted sap-
sucker in the tree outside the kitchen window. New Year's Eve, 1973,
was rainy and fog which made it an easy drive (meaning no snowy
or slippery roads%yto get to the clubhouse for the Klahhane New Year's
Eve potluck and party.

When the Klahhanes had departed, Lois and Sally were joined by
Len who came up the hill after celebrating New Year's Eve on swing
shift. New Years' Day dawned cold and sunny--fine weather for our
first snowshoe hike of the year on Hurricane Ridge. A couple of
other overnights were enjoyed under conditions where we practiced
hiking in the rain and wind around Lake Dawn and Heart o'the Hills
and then after dinner boning up on cards, other games and eating
delicious "some-mores? (graham crackers, toasted marshmallows and
chocolate squares). We are really thankful for our clubhouse.

by Sally Palmer
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Annual Outing - August 1970

Touring Shuswap Lake in British Columbia by houseboat was this
year's annual outing for the Klahhane Club,

This beautiful lake is actually two large bodies of water, Jjoire
at approximately mid-point by a channel, known as Cinnemousin Nar-
rows; thus, there are four long arms and 1,000 miles of shoreline
to explore.

Ten of us embarked from the town of Sicamous, in the north
Okanagan country, where we rented two houseboats from one of the
marinas., After the stowing of gear had been completed, part of our
group was given a brief indoctrination course to familiarize them
with the handling of these vessels, and we were ready to shove off.

The skipper and first mate on one boat were Bob Cahill and Earl
Tuttle - on the other, Leaonard Palmer and Harold Springer, who
performed their duties remarkably well, They checked motors, pumped
out bilges, positioned bumpers and anchors, and secured or cast off
lines with efficiency, moving forward and aft, top side and below
with ease, An interval of rough water and whitecaps while passing
through Cinnemousin Narrows near Cape Horn did not dismay them, and
they brought their craft through the turbulence in good order.

Except for this brief period the lake was delightfully calm,
and the weather ideal. The days were sunny and hot, the nights cool
enough for comfortable sleeping. Top deck, a favorite spot for sun-
ning and observing the passing scene, also offered an opportunity
to enjoy a full moon at night; this was where most of us spread our
sleeping bags when it was time to turn in.

Tempting meals were prepared from a small but adequate galley.
To supplement the menu, we picked huckleberries and blueberries.
These were baked into delicious pies by Mrs. Bradley of Bradley's
Tranquility Bay, a station for the servicing of houseboats. Also
available at this place were home made bread and fresh produce from
the garden, along with hand-crafted items and souvenirs,

Cruising around the lake at a moderate rate of speed was a good
way to fully appreciate our surroundings. Grizzly Mountain, deeply
furrowed and sparsely timbered, rose to a height of over 6,000 feet
along Seymour Arm, In some areas massive rocks jutted abruptly from
the water's edge, while in other places sandy beaches beckoned in-
vitingly to the passing traveler., Clear, warm water offered excel-
lent swimming, and with day temperatures in the 80's and 90's, this
was a popular activity.

The Shuswap region must be a rockhound's paradise judging by
the variety and quantity of rock that we saw. Mica was ahundant,
and in the shallower water tiny suspended flecks of it glinted in
the sunlight.

An especially fascinating and colorful attraction was Marble
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Point, where we found great out-croppings of this type of rock along
the hillside and scattered on the beach in shades of red, pink, gold
and pure white,

Further up the lake Indian pictographs were visible on smooth
rock faces along the water's edge, a reminder of early inhabitants.

To investgate some of the surrounding country, we hiked a trail
leading to Wright Lake, a distance of approximately three miles each
way. There were a few tense moments as, working our way through
some brush, we startled two bears, a mother and cub. If any of us
ever had doubts about a bear's ability to climb a tree, our minds
were quickly changed as we watched the cub deftly scramble up a tall
cedar, then just as quickly return to the ground under his mother's
firm guidance. For a moment it appeared that the female was advanc-
ing toward us, but upon hearing the other hikers approaching, she
decided to retreat.

Those who took a nine mile round trip hike near the Seymour
River felt well rewarded for their efforts as they viewed the mighty
falls which cascaded down the rocks with a tremendous roar. The
more courageous edged their way out to a high vantage point near the
precipice for picture taking.

Another of our hikes took us to a remote wooded area at the end
of Seymour Arm, Here stood a large Tudor style mansion built many
years before there were any access roads, so building materials had
to be brought in by water. Since the place was occupied and the
grounds fenced, we were only able to view it from the front gate.

Near the lake shore about a half mile away was the Seymour Hotel,
a high-ceilinged wooden structure, reminiscent of the early 1900's.
A pleasant diversion was provided when we were invited by a family
from the province of Alberta to join them in a “Sing-in® at the
Seymour, These people were also traveling houseboat style. Their
musical talent sovon became evident from an enthusiastic, up-beat
delivery of both new and old songs, accompanied on the guitar by one
of their number,

On our return trip we tied up for an overnight stay at the
Anglemont Marina. That night we noticed a cloud of smoke rising
over the hills, and the next day a light dusting of ashes covered
the boats and floated on the water's surface. This fire had broken
out the day before, and was one of many which plague the British
Columbia wilderness each year.

A1l of us thoroughly enjoyed this different type of vacation,
and it was generally agreed that Lake Shuswap should be high on the
list of “Places to Return to" - and soon!

by Lucina Cahill



Canada - Shuswap Lake

1. Harold Synringer Len Palmer

2., Bd Steuer Earl Tuttle

3., BEarl Tuttle, Velma Lathrop, Margrete Siemens, Ruth Belcher

Esther Tattlerson, Bill Lathrop '
Sally and Len Palmer, Ed Steuer

4, Housebocat

5. Darl Tuttle, Velma Lathrop, Margrete Siemens, Ruth Belcher,
Esther Patterson, Bill Lathrop ‘
Sally and Len Palmer

6. Earl Tuttle, Velma Lathrop, Margrete Siemens, Ruth Belcher,

Bill Tathrop
Sally and Len Palmerxr
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Hoh Lake Outing--The Wet One!

Three members who were unable to go on the Shuswap Lake boat
cruse went on a nine day swim up the Hoh River valley, over the high
divide and down the Deer Lake-Seven Lake Basin route. Lois Brannin,
Karen and Gary Gleason, with Len and Sally Palmer in for both week-
ends were the members, We found that a big spruce tree at Happy 4
shelter area would shed water for two days, however, by the third
day it had begun to leak! We also found that the very steep trail
up to Hoh Lake has a false top 2/3 up it. We spent a very wet and
cold night at Hoh Tiake until we got into the shelter next day. A
sight to behold was the sharing of one hard, bumpy and narrow bunk
by the Gleason's for the sake of warmth, 0ld worn-out sleeping bags
should never be taken on cold, wet outings! We discovered that logs
from the lake would burn if you kepnt them in the fire with some other
drier wood. We spent several days at the lake while the Washington
Mist swirled above our heads--~ around our pale bodies-- and thorougly
dampened our spirits. Believe it or not, but the photography was
marvelous in those conditions. The color were intense and there
were hundreds of flowers, plants, and fungi to photograph around the
lake, As always, it seems, the day you leave an area the sun begins
to shine, We left the lake to explore the Seven lLakes Basin area...
no fish but plenty of mosquitos. Len and Sally came in to the meadow
above Deer Lake on Saturday and we all hiked out on Sunday.

by Gleason's

October 3, 1970

This was mushroom identification walk with Erna Fountain as
leader. VWe went to a favorite trail - the one leading from Olympic
Hotsprings Campground to Boulder Creek Falls, The first mushroom
to be identified was Lake Boletus. It is smooth on the bottom, has
no gills, the flesh is reddish yellow, It is edible but tasteless.
Another one was Polyporis, commonly called Chicken-of-the-Woods.

by Ruby Knudon

Klahhane Initiation 1970

Klahhane is a most informal club, but even so we do sometimes
get around to initiating new members. On these occasions we try to
provide some of the rules we live by, some of our philosophy, our
traditions and the ‘“folklore® that makes Klahhane so meaningful to
us. At the same time we like to know something about our new members
so that we too may appreciate them,

September 15, 1970 was the day of one such initiation, Among
the victims were: Clara Bednarek, Sally Palmer, Winnie Jamison
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Jan Tuttle, and Bill Lathrop with Lillian Keller presiding.

Somehow Bill Lathrop's concluding remarks seemgs to express the
sentiments of all so, with his permission, I am quoting a part of
his thumbnail sketch. (Editor's note:)

When I realized I might have to make this confession I made a
list of all the Jjobs I've had, It's a bad record. I'll read it to
you and you will gee why. Beginning with the year I started high
school my first job was bus boy in a hotel. Nothing like getting
off to a bad start. Then clerk in a book store, clerk in a women's
shoe store, (this didn't help my career), and country school teacher,
Then I worked in a portrait studio when I started college, then in a
hamburger shop, then in a photo lab, After college I did photo-en-
graving, taught college seven years. When I couldn't get ahead at
this I became an assistant county agent., I didn't have any training
for this either, just a lot of nerve, ILater I was field photographer
for the Department of Agriculture, then writer and editor, and finall"
public information officer.

Naturally this left a lot of spare time, so Velma and I had a
mink ranch for rifteen years, also a coin operated laundry business
for a short time., There's one advantage in a career like this; by
fiddling with so many things you've got a good excuse for not doing
anything right. I wouldn't recomment it to anyone., But if you're
going to try it be sure you have a very capable and patient wife as
I had, to keep all the loose pieces together.

And now I want to thank all of you wonderful people for taking
Velma and me into your club-- and into your hearts, we hope. To us
Klahlme means more than just the great outdoors. t also means
“dear hearts and gentle people.”

- e e ME smm W me s e me  em me G me e RE e

Hurricane Hill 1971

It was in the summer of '71 that the Endicotts took my husband
and me as guests on a hike with the Klahhane Club. We two couples
had hiked quite a bit together in the Couchella Valley of California
as well as in this area., The Endicotts had recently joined the
Klahhane Club and thought we would be interested too.

This first hike was to Hurricane Hill- it was a hot day - the
deer flies were out in full force, At every shady spot I tried to
catch a rest, I remember walking and chatting with Winnie Jamison.
The Lathrops were along as were Evelyn Lydiard, Charlotte Jurgensen
and others, but I can't recall their names.

Vhen we got near the summit there was a discussion as to whethe:
to go to the Peak or branch off on the Llwha Trail. The Peak being
the prescribed goal, and Paul, being an o0ld infantry man and a no-
nonsense hiker, had just kept right on to the top. I reluctantly
followed and told him some werc considering cuntinming on the FElwha
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Trail., 3But not for him, He was ready for a "sit down strike® guest
or not! After a rest we returned to the others, who by that time,
were eating lunch., After lunch some, including Dawn and I, were
ready to turmm back., However, the more energetic hikers decided to
make a short detour along the Elwha Trail and to meet the rest of us
later at the cars.,

The fantastic scemery - the many strange and beautiful plants -
the nice friendly group of people appealed to me and I was hooked.

Soon after this Paul became ill and it wasn't till the following
spring that the Endicotts took me under their wing and brought me
through the hikes and other activites necessary to become a member.
For a time I really doubted if I ever would make it., My continued
status as a guest became a huge joke., Finally the Board met and I
was legally accepted.

The Klahhane Club has had a tremendous meaning to me, After
losing my husband, being admitted into a mixed group and enjoying
the great outdoors together was just wonderful. Always the Klahhanes
seem to care about each other., I never feel put down because I can't
do gungho hiking. There's always someone who will go my speed with-
out appearing to mind.

Thank you Klahhane!

by Ester Patterson

Klahhane Hikes the Bogachiel 1971

October 10, 1971 was not an unusual day in the middle Bogachiel
valley. Some rain. No sun. Grey skies. Falling golden leaves, A
little wind. The river ran full, clear, and cold. The fish, aboundir
in these waters, reflected happily on the rains of the past few days
which assured them of an easy passage upriver.

The intrepid walkers of that day travelled comfortably in their
warm cars to a point where warm cars do not function faultlessly. How:
ever, the thought of three miles of double-ruts and puddle slogging
was less appealing than car welfare, so, on went the cars! Amid spin-
ning tires, sprays of muddy waters, tense worrying drivers and rock
scraped high centered cars, on Klahhane went till the autombiles
could go no further,

At the point where the road meets the river and the river has
worn itself into the facing hill, the hikers abandoned their cars and
boldly faced each other in the non-descript array of color and style
which characterize the plumage of the American Walker,

The hike had barely begun when the first fording of two foot
depth water was faced with varied footwear offering absolute protec-
tion to a water depth of four inches!
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Primrose, Winnie, Rosemary, Lois and her gmndson Stanton, Beverl;
Doris, Ed Steuer, Ed Tisch, Harry and other non-aguatic hikers re-
flected less happily than the fish on those waters which assured them
of a wet passage up trail,

The crossing of streams is often a problem for Klahhane members
and wet feet frequently result. On this day ingenuity was in the
fore. While the women were alternmately packed, dropped, nearly drown
and practically suffocated, as the barefooted and barelegged men gal-
lantly aided them across the cold water,

With progressivly wetter feet the walker-riders ascended the
river trail through the fine stands of stumps and second growth spruce
which characterize the first mile of park along the Bogachiel., That
portion of trail which marks the beginning of what is truly a wonder-
ful example of wilderness path was soon reached. For many miles the
trail winds through virgin spruce-hemlock-~cedar forest, lined by ox-
alis, and covered with mats of sound absorbing needles. Serene,
seldom used, Beautiful.

For the lunch break Klahhane clambered out onto the river rocks,
and, perched on logs, or sitting on rocks, ate, talked, laughed,
listened to the river, watched for wildlife, and rested or slept.

Returning, amid an occasional shower, the problem of stream
fording was soon again faced. Adept puddle dodging and short detours
had kept most feet less than soaked. Now near the conclusion of the
day, the men, tiring of packing well fed Klahhanes, used good old-
fashioned Yankee ingenuity. Sir Walter had done it before! But for
a lesser personage.

Thus was born the plastic bridge! A four foot wide plastic
sheet perhaps twenty feet long was placed across a broad slow flowing
stream on the water surface and held by the men. Then the women
simply and drily stepped onto the sheet, creating a temporary plastic
boot at each step. All successfully crossed the creek except those
who didn't trust it and waded.

Proudly the men hurried to the next crossing.

Here the stream was fast; narrow and over a foot deep., The men
confidently placed the plastic across the rushing stream and nobly
invited Hope to step forth, which she with confidence, born of trust
and experience, did.

By grabbing quickly her helpers were able to keep her head above
the water although her camera wasn't functioning too well for some
time. VWith Hope safely though drippingly across, the plastic was
again carefully placed on the water and adjustment made to assure
the safe passage of the next crosser. Editor's note: DPoetic License
A now reluctant Primrose was launched onto the sheet. Again disaster
Amid shrieks and water powered plastic the intrepid hiker threw her-
self forward into the arms of her rescuer, Men tugging, knees drag-
ging, flailing arms, foaming water, and enveloping plastic typified
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the scene as a terrified Primrose, cold, wet, and barely safe, reache:
shore.

Hope's and Primroses lips formed grim smiles, They had crossed.
The others waded where the stream was wider, slower, and deeper.

There really wasn't much else to do but get home, then dry, smilr
a bit (time helps) and remember the day Klahhanes Invaded the Bogachie:
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Annual Outing -~ 1971

1971 was the year the Klahhane members 'went with the Moon®” in
the selection of an Annual Outing date. Catherine Leverett told us
of friends of hers who always had beautiful weather on their summer
trips simply by checking the phases of the moon beforehand. Well .
« o Why couldn't we do the same., And you know what, it worked! On
a magnificent Saturday morning Lillian Keller, Primrose Bredl, Larl
and Jan Tuttle, Erna Fountain, Gary Gleason, Len and Sally Palmer
and your writer set out from the trailhead with our destination Royal
Basin, The extension of the logging roads in the Dungeness water-
shed has made this trip a fairly easy one-day walk. Our packer was
already at the trailhead, having taken in one load the previous day.
Short of horses, he was going back in with us again this day. Gear
sitters were guarding our belongings at the camp site under the Big
Rock.

The by-word (or words) for this outing was (were) sunshine, heat
and BUGS, Long lasting snow brought out every mosquito and fly in
the basin while we were there., The sunshine was most welcome, al-
though at times it did get just a slight too hot.

Len and Sally only stayed for the week-end and we bid them adieun
on Sunday. With the good weather and a perfact camp-site we settled
in for a delightful week of hiking the surrounding countryside, wild
game of Zionchek Rummey, bathing in the lake, "no-luck? fishing,
and sumptuous meals, Tuesday's dinner hour was highlighted by the
arrival of Lois Brannin. Lois had been unable to come in with us on
Saturday, so had hiked the distance by herself, blowing her whistle
every few feet to fend off any bears that may have been following
in her footsteps., After dinner, a few of the group worked out Lois!
aches and pains by almost running her up and down one of the side
hills several miles,

Our wildlife count consisted of a family of goats which walked
through camp each morning and evening and several deer seen in the
area,

Lillian had stuck fairly close to camp during the week and it
was decided that she must get up the mountain.” The selected walk
took us to the small glacial lake at the foot of Mt, Deception. The
trip up was slow due to the steep snow fields we had to ascend. After
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a fun-filled picture session of everyone sliding down snow slopes at
the lake we began our trip back to camp. Two members were most so=
licitous of Lillian on the trip down and while everyone else slid
down the really big snow slopes, they carefully “walked? Lillian
dovn . . . to keep her safe., It wasn't until several days later that
the two learned thaty although Lillian deeply appreciated their con-
cern, the only thing she really wanted to do that day was sit down
kick her feet out from under her, and follow the gang down the snow.

The final evening at camp brought the first clouds of the trip,
and Saturday's hike out was cooled somewhat by a heavier cloud cover,
By mid-afternoon we were back at the trailhead, the packer had caught
up with us and we were on our way home, having "followed the moon*
to sunny weather,

by Rosemary Taylor

Thelma and George Priebe -~ 1972

Wednesday is choir night for Thelma and, although she had just
changed her name from Robinson to Priebe, she had not planned on
altering her schedule. On her blrthday, February 1, 1972, Thelma
and George Priebe had been married in a qalet ceremony at the First
ILutheran Church in Port Angeles.

Catherine Leverett had spearheaded plans for an old fashioned
shivaree for that Vednesday night. Henry Kiel was dispatched early
in the evening to the Priebe home to drop in on his two old time
friends with instructions to keep Thelma from departing even if it
meant spinning one of his long yarns. Meanwhile thirty Klahhane
friends gathered at Roosevelt Junior High parking lot armed with var-
ious pots and pans for noise making. Celeste and Thor Sponberg ar-
rived with a contraption of bells and horns that made a Pgosh-awful¥
noise. With subdued giggling and laughter the group surrounded the
home of Thelma and George., Once the Sponbergs got into the action
the silence of the winter evening was shattered.

Henry had done his work well, both George and Thelma were in-
deed taken by surprise-—the ending of Henry's story remained untold.
Some of the guests took command of the kitchen and soon the coffee
pots were bubbling--punch, cookies and other goodies appeared. At
the end of the evening the homored couple were presented with a col=
lection of unlabeled cans of food, and the good wishes of the
Klahhanes.,

by Eleanor Naddy

Memorial Weekend Outing = 1972

Yes, a sunburn is possible on the Olyuwpic Peninsula. It happene:
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to me on Ruby Beach during our Klahhane outing. Margrete, Ruth and

I had a delightful beach walk followed by lunch in the sunny nook.
This was on Monday the last day when we were regretfully headed homsz-
ward from our weekend at Lake Quinault,

Just two days before our weekend at Ruby Beach,; nineteen Klahhan
congregated at Lake Quinault. Some came by car, others in campers
and recreation vehicles, Those who came by car stayed either in cab-
ins or in the lodge not far from the campground.

The first trail we took was a wooded one above the lake and lodg
It was not long, but just the right length for a before supper hike.
Later the walk to the lodge gave us another view of the lake and lodg
Among the items we saw, were artist Irene Connor's sketches of wild
plants of the Olympic Peninsula,

That evening after the tasty "home-~cooked® meal, five of us
(Rosemary, Hope, Ruth, Margrete, and Inez) played games until bed-
time., Then to bed dlth four in the two double beds and me in my
double sleeping bag between the beds and the dining table., It was
no trouble for me to rise early the next morning and start coffee
for my shivering friends.

The second day was overcast, but we took off as planned for the
Enchanted Valley area., This meant we drove some distance along the
other side of Lake Quinault past the farm house where pack trips
often begin. At the fork in the road we parked our cars and headed
up the trail. Drizzle that turned to rain finally drove us back,
Perhaps the thought of a special dinner at the lodge that evening
beckoned us back too, Before long we were at our homes, clean and
dry and in the usual Klahhane mood for a festive dinner together.

Those attending:

Mr, and Mrs. J. Mull Erna PFountain

Mr. and Mrs, Geo., Endicott Catherine leverett
Mr, and Mrs, Don Wildman Lois Brannin

Mr, and Mrs, W. Lathrop Ruth Belcher

Mr. and Mrs. L Palmer Rosemary Taylor
Ed Steuer Hope Hodges
Margrete Siemens Inez Ickblad

by Inez Eckblad
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Labor Day Picnics

On September 3, 1972, the Klahhane Club met at the Sponberg's
iHill-top Haven? in Eden Valley for the annual Labor Day picnic. We
had a barecue of hamburgers and hot-dogs., At this time the Sponberg
had not yet moved to this location., There were 42 members present
and most of this group hiked up the hill to the spot where a house
was being built on stilts,
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The next year 43 members turned out to enjoy a barbecue of legs-
of lamb and a pot-luck., Once again most of the members hiked up the
hill to see the stilt house completed and being lived in.

On September 1, 1974, the Club rejoiced in a barbecue of corn-
ish hens plus a wonderful pot-luck. There was fog early in the mor-
ning, but by 9:45 the sun was out so that, for the third year in a
row, the Klahhanes were blessed with warm weather. There were 45
members present and everyone enjoyed looking at the things made by
the Sponbergs out of odds and ends of old pieces of equipment from
their Ranch.

The Gleason children and the grandson of Lois Brannin had a
good time playing on the swings and around the picnic grounds.

Now, with the rumer of a Hawaiian luau for next year, everyone
is looking forward to more fun at the Sponberg's

by Celest and Thor
Sponberg

Editor's note: Among the “things made by the Sponberg!s? were
colorful tortoises, handsome flower pots, an evil looking serpent,
and a modernistic piece of "sculpture® which appears to be grinding
the rocks into pebbles., No wonder we enjoy exploring and looking
at "Hill-top Haven'!

Unicorn Peak Trip

On August 4, 1973, an attempt was made by twelve Klahhane mem-
bers to reach those fascinating prongs seen in the Elwha Range to
the north of Hurricane Hill and kmown as Unicorn Peak.

Our hopes were high when we left town at 9 o'clock one sunny
morning, We knew there was no trail but we did not know that it was
an obstacle course., That we found out later in the day. A Park
ranger had indicated that the trip was about one and one half miles
each way and a survey of the route through binoculars previous to
the trip did not reveal the rough going that followed.

So we started out: Don, Rosemary, Ed, Bill, Velma, Catherine,
Erna, George, Jan, Doris Sally and Harold, from the topmost part of
Hurricane Hill, The first part of the trip was along a fair trail
and easy going. Then we started down on rough trail with the way
not well defined. As the going got rougher, seven of the group de-
cided to go back and hike down the trail to the Elwha River for a
time, Five continued on, looking for the best route and for a suit-
able place to eat lunch., Several goats were seen in the rocky ter-
rain and one large one watched us eat lunch from a narrow ledge abov
After lunch, and scarcely more than one fourth of a mile from our
starting point, four decided to turn back and three to go on., The
going was not easy, along a heather covered stleep side hill, over
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large rocks, through thick alpine growth, but there was the peak
always in sight and alluring. TFinally about four o'clock a deep sad-
dle, covered with dense alpine firs, lay in the way of further pur-
suit and it was reluctantly decided to postpone the attempt until
another day when there would be more time or for, possibly, an over-
night stay.

A somewhat easier route was discovered on the way back and one
more goat was seen, We hope there will be a next time.

by Harold Springer
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Shuswap Summer Outing July 1973

We met at Port Townsend on the morning of Saturday, July 13,1973
to board the Ferry to Whidbey Island. There were Velma and Bill
Lathrop, Jan and Larl Tuttle, Lois Brannin, Esther Patterson, Erna
Fountain, Ed Steuer, Ruth Belcher and Margrete Siemens. Sally and
Len Palmer were to follow the next day. Up Whidbey to the mainland
and the Canadian border. By the time we got to Hope, B.C. the cool,
cool of the Peninsula was all but forgotten. Shorts, sleeveless
blouses and thongs were on the shopping lists. It was hot on into
Kamloops where we spent the night. In the morning we hiked to Safewa
for food shopping, lists from Erna distributed among us. Esther, to
whom I an indebted for refreshing my memory, noted in her diary “to-
matoes 69¢ - we bought 8 (tomatoes!),.?

Shuswap- Lake, in British Columbia, lies about 60 miles east of
Kamloops as the crow flies. In the shape of an "H¥ the lower left
arm is Shuswap proper, the lower right Salmon Arm and the upper arms
Seymour and Anstey. The town of Sicamous, headquarters for Waterway
Houseboats and our point of embarkation is midway along outer Salmon
Arm, Sally and Len had caught up having left Port Angeles at mid-
afternoon rather than wait until morning. ILen, as captain for the
Okanagan Queen, and Farl, for the Adams Take Queen, had briefing
sessions which qualified them as navigators., Sally and Jan were
designated first mates, the rest of us crew.

Remarkably roomy for their but 24. foot length by 9 foot width,
the boats could sleep six, There was a 4~burner gas stove, gonod size
refrigerator, ample kitchen space. Washroom space was less ample,
and less frequented (shoreline facilities utilized). Poor Ed, who
fit like a rubber stopper! A shower was a once-only experience, a
bruised elbow every time an arm was raised, Top-side carried only
the dinghy leaving room for deck chairs, and for most of us sleeping
gear with a tarp for protection from dew and/or possible rain. Sleep
ing out under the stars, one of the joys of a summer outing., A light
breeze warded off mosquitos.

A refreshing cold swim at Marble Point that first late afternoor
and a chillimac/apple delight dinner complete with a salad with those
expensive tomatoes! ‘Weighing anchor? we proceeded up the lake to
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Cinnemousin Narrows where we made fast for the night, boats tied to-
gether and both secured to stakes on the shore. The lake waters were
quiet; only an occasional rocking of the boats through the beautiful
moonlit night, On shore, however, was an unduly argumentative group
and there was no peace until well after midnight. Iven Erna's "go

to bed¥ and Margrete focusing her flashlight did little except to
surprise them into momentary silence.

Erna's menu planning as well as general management, was superb.
Dinners were joint affairs, one crew or the other doing the honors.
Breakfasts were by boat; couldn't possibly have separated weak coffee
from strong! It was soon evident who wanted which and one couples!
preference was substantiated on return to the cars when the Palmers!
thermos cup was found eaten through by coffee remains. Iunches were
something else again - true Klahhane. On the fore deck of one or the
other of the boats were assembled the making of salads and sand-
wiches -~ such arrays of food. And always to top it off, a tin of
homemade cookies or a loaf of cake.

A stiff wind came up on the second day out and the crew of the
Okanagan Queen witnessed a thrilling rescue at sea from our sister
ship! A combination boat seat/storage bag gone overboard was daringly
retrieved by Captain Earl who hooked one of the carrying straps on
the handle of an umbrella. Suspense!

The days seemed to fly toward evening, There were hikes on shore
one fruitless in an effort to locate Wright's Lake while fighting
flies and mosquitos but fruitful in bringing back luscious blueberrier
for breakfast pancakes. Another day we hiked and lunched in a lovely
wooded spot where we picked blueberries and more blueberries, enough
for cobblers for two dinners. Beautiful Celesta waterfalls there,
too, At Marble Point there were beach walks and the finding of trea-
sures =~ ‘'gold¥ and "marble¥ stones and rock ships. An old abandoned
lumber camp site produced old bottles for the glass collectors, There
were lazy mornings and afternoons on deck, sunbathing and reading or
knitting as we cruised. 3Beach walks in the evenings, or bonfires
with star gazing and story telling. From Ester's notes describing
the Seymour Arm, f“glassy water, beautiful mountains; ah, serenity!"
With over 1000 miles of shoreline to explore one could hardly imagine
a more lovely, more peaceful area in which to spend a week or two.

Lake traffic seemed minimal. Though there were eighteen house-
boats out from Waterway Houseboats the expanse of water and the separ-
ation of the various lake arms made us hardly aware of them. There
were small pleasure craft and now and then some water skiing. Twicc
sighted was the o0ld stern wheeler excursion boat which took passenger:s
on day trips. And the flat freight boat which plied the waters on
schedule delivering supplies to various small towns and developments
along the shore. At Pine Grove Resort there was a Park store for
souvenirs, etc. And there we re-gassed the boats., At Anglemont we
spent two nights, Here we could buy fresh bread and milk.

Those 3 toots on the horn? A popularity contest, really, with
Tois rating tops. Except for once when a pretty young thing tripping
along the shore caught Len's sye,
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Friday, July the 20th and our last day. Cooler and the first
slightly overcast skies, Navigators and crews all a bit subdued at
the thought of brin%ing to an end the fun and associations and of
leaving this beautiiull spot. After lunch at Marble Point Beach and
underway again, rain and wind struck stormily and forcefully. Crew
to the decks to bring down sleeping gear and batten down the chairs.
Some ‘“emergency” on top the Okanagan Queen took both Len and Ed to
help Ruth and Sally, leaving the wheel without a pilot for a few
minutes! Erna was on the other boat and Margrete down on all fours
mopping up gelatine which was slopping in the réfrigerator and runnin’
out onto the floor. Waves were riding high but our navigators held
a straight course parallel to but away from shore, and all was well.
This last experience made us really appreciate the wonderfully good
weather we had had all week. Our final dinner in port aboard the
Adams Lake Queen with a toast to "Happiness is a House boat.” Anothe.
trip worthy of the traditions that bind Klahhanes together.

by Margrete Siemens

Happiness is a Houseboat

Twelve lucky Klahhanes, a trip did take

On two beautiful houseboats on Shuswap Lake.
Len was the Captain of the Okanagan Queen;

And a worthier captain has never been seen.

(Ask him sometime what 3 toots mean.)
Sally was First Mate, What a great sense of humor!

That she makes strong coffee is not just a rumor.
Erna, our Chief Commissary Officer,

Did such a good job, we'd all like to kiss her.
Ed - a landlubber? Then where did he learn

"Rudder amidships, and full speed astern.®
Margrete, as always, proved herself a winner

With her helpful ways and her New England dinner,
Last on that crew, (and Last out of bed),

Ruth, nevertheless, was extremely well fed.
Making a valiant effort not to bring up the rear

Came the Adams Lake Queen, our sister dear.
Captain Earl proved himself an ingenious fella;

For a rescue at sea, he used an umbrella!
Despite limitations a houseboat has,

First Mate Jan managed a certain pizzazz.
Bill, as co-pilot, helped with steering the boat.

When beached, his main job was keeping Velma afloat.
Velma, when hiking, always set a brisk pace.

And she loved the water - but not in her face!l
Lois rated 3 toots every time she walked by.

And neither berries nor old bottles escaped her sharp ey
Fun-loving Esther, for a nominal fee,

Might give you her secret for super iced tea,
Hot hikes in the sun, then those heavenly dips.

Frequent good laughs at humorous quips.
Back into clothes, and more sunburn salve.

iCome eat on our boat. Bring what you have.?
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Spread out on the deck - an abundance of food,
And those blueberry cobblers - Boy, were they good!
A sudden storm hits. Both crews are awakened.,
Jello sloshing, gear flying, games and wheel forsaken,
Back in port at the end of the seventh fun day.
All agreed, "It could not have been better. No way.”
You could say of our cruise (and of this little ditty?),
¥A1l good things must end. But alas, what a pity."

by Ruth Belcher
Annual Outing--Low Divide
August 10/20, 1973

People making the trip were:

George Endicott Lois Brannin
Bill Lathrop Velma Lathrop
Ross Hamilton Mary Davis

Gary Gleason Rosemary Taylor
Doris Stuart Ed Steuer

Vicki Van Calcar Dick Van Calcar
Jan Tuttle Erna Fountain

The group left Port Angeles on the morning of August 10, enroute
to the North Fork Trailhead of the Quinault River. Arriving at ap-
proximately noon, we immediately had lunch in order to lighten the
load as we prepared to pack in for several miles to the Mosquito
Campground (our designation of our camping spot). Our second day's
hike took us to 12 Mile Shelter for the night and Sunday's hike ap-
proximately 4.5 miles of steep grades and switchbacks brought us into
camp in the lower meadow of the Low Divide just after lunch. Tents
were set up after consultation with Ranger Larry McKnight with the
shelter as our focal point and supply center. ZFor some of us this
was the second annual outing in the area and so we fanned out to ex-
plore and compare our recollections of our past outing.

We found the area in very good shape considering the many hikers
and campers who use it year after year; in fact, the garbage which
one used to find is now non-existent due to the Park's policy of re-
moving the o0ld garbage pits and requiring the carrying out of all
types of garbage which will not burn, Ranger McKnight assured us
we would have no bear forays into our camp supplies. He informed us
the area was the home range of a mother bear and her two cubs but
that she avoids the meadow during the summer and frequents the back
country instead. In fact we caught no sight of her and her family
in the camp area while we were there.

Sunday evening, the 12th, the pack train arrived amid enthusiast.
greetings from the group. With no dinner supplies in camp until the
packtrain arrived, the greetings were unrestrained and we set to with
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a will to get supper on its way.

Monday morning found half of the group on the trail to the Marti:
Lakes., They are nestled on a narrow shelf above Martin's Park and
the view in all directions from this vantage point is magnificent.

To the left is Mt, Christie with its gleaming snow fields and glaciex:
at our feet some 600 feet below, is beautiful Martin's Park. To the
right, a goodly distance away, is the Mt, Seattle complex. From this
elevation one can look over the tops of the intervening ridges and
see the wide vistas of the mountain stretching back toward the Sky-
line Trail, the objective of a day hike later in the week. The ledge
containing the Martin Lakes has many quartz crystals of varying sizes
and quality and some very good specimens were found.

All the area from our base camp in the meadow at the Low Divide
up to Martin's lakes is a veritable flower garden and among those we
encountered were Flett's Violet, Piper's Bellflower and the pink mim-
osa, all rather rare plants,

On our return to camp we went swimming in Lake Margaret which
is the swimming lake, with Lake Mary, quite a few feet lower in ele-
vation, the fishing lake. We did very well with the swimming but our
efforts at Lake Mary were not so successful. Fortunately our menus
were made up with no thought of supplementing our diet with trout!

Tuesday morning found the other half of the campers on their way
up to the Martin's Lakes accompanied by the camera buffs who had been
up there the day before. They had to be there at the right place
at the right time to get those pictures for which they are noted, and
which we appreciate so much at later showings.

Tuesday's hike for those not at the Martin's Lakes took them on
the trail toward Mt. Seattle, Mt. Noyes, and the Skyline Trail. After
travelling for some while thru the trees and grassy ledges this trail
opens out with breathtaking views on all sides. Flower-~bedecked
trails and snowy peaks beckoned them on. The day's objective was to
find Take Beauty and some of the hikers went far enough that they
caught a glimpse of it.

Most of Wednesday was spent close to camp picture taking, pick-
ing blueberries for the evenings' dessert and going swimming in Lake
Margaret. Vicki and Dick hiked out in the afternoon travelling back
down to the North Fork Trailhead where they were to meet out- of-stat:
friends for overnight, returning Thursday thoroughly soaked with
water squishing out of their boots due to Thursday's continuing rain.
Sixteen miles out on Wednesday; sixteen uphill miles on Thursday.
What magnificent endurance!

Vicki's return was greeted with a birthday party, Margrete Siems:
having sent in a birthday cake for her. ZFellow campers had been busy
making a mobile depicting various incidents of the trip and Ross
Hamilton presented her with a very nice specimen of quartz crystals
from the Martin Lakes area.
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Thursday morning Gary, Ross, Lois and Jan started out in the
rain for a hike to the Elwha Basin hoping it would clear up soon,
but it didn't. They had hoped to get to some ice caves in the Basin
but the river was so high they felt it would be dangerous to cross
in order to continue to the caves. They also returned thoroughly
wet and with water squishing out of their shoes,

Due to the rain and a cold wind a large clear plastic tarp was
secured across the opening of the shelter so we could cook on the
gas stoves in comfort. The day had been spent in trying to keep the
tents dry but it was a losing battle so the tents of those going
out on Friday were taken down and dried and packed. They would then
be ready earlier for their departure. ZFriday morning promised better
weather so Gary, Vicki, Dick, Rosemary, Ed and Mary started their
backpack out to Whiskey Bend.

Friday was a good day, altho cooler, the rain of the day before
having been snow at the higher elevations. In fact, there was ice on
the water Friday and Saturday morning and the stream flow in the
small creek diminished during the night. We explored a rocky slope
and streambed a mile below our camp looking for crystals, of which
we found a few,

Saturday morning broke cold and clear and the remaining campers,
George, Velma, Bill, Ross, Jan, Doris, Lois, and Erna started the
16 miles back to the trailhead, spending the night at Elip Campground

Another annual outing was completed and fourteen happy, contentec
people were on their way homne.

Packer: June Brown of Quinault

by Erna Fountain
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Vancouver Island Car Trip, June 17-23, 1974

On this camping trip a large group of enthusiastic Klahhanes got
together in all kinds of vehicles. For the record here they arg:
8 "tenters

Vinnebago Erna Fountain Car Doris Stuart
Len and Sally Palmer Dave Harley
Lois Brannin Margrete Siemens
Car (to sleep in) Virginia Rosen Eleanor Naddy
Van i i Bill and Velma Lathrop Travelall  Ed Steuer
Rosemary Taylor
Camper June and John Nelson Primrose Bredl
Edna Kelly Hope Hodges
Camper Harold and Neva Springer 2 "motelers® A
2 granddauvghters Jim and Helen Mul

Trailer Al and Bea Gates
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We met on the docks Monday morning to take the 8:45 ferry to
Victoria. Those of us riding with Ed were the last of the party,
arriving at 7:30. By then the ferry crew had started to hand out
numbers for the overflow to wait for the 1:45 ferry. Ours was 13.
An unlucky numper? At 8:40 we were still on the docks, but at the
last minute there was a welcome signal and we drove on, A cheer
went up from the Klahhanes watching on the deck above us. Good for-
tune and good weather stayed with us for the rest of the week,

The first day we drove up the Island as far as Comox where we
had reservations at Talson Tent and Trailer Park, Jim and Helen met
us there and joined us for meals as arranged. A meal none of us had
expected was one with the senior citizens' club of Courtenay. To
make a long story short Talson's had thought we were a senior citi-
zens'! club, and the hospitable Courtenay club had arranged to invite
us to lunch, and insisted on coming out in cars to pick us up and
drive ug around. We did find some time to hike along the beach, and
the early risers went after oysters.

After two nights at Talson's we headed off for Buttle Lake in
Strathcona Park, and camped at Ralph's River campground. Here in the
interior part of the island the scenery was wild and mountainous.
Some of us hiked up Flower Ridge trail which was steep but compara-
tively short.

We were all puzzled by the excellent paved road which went on
past the campground,; but led nowhere judging by the up-to-date park
map. Driving along it we discovered "Western Mines, Inc.", a mining
company with a large sign “Visitors welcome.” We learnd from the
young guide who showed us over the mine that the company had had the
mineral rights long before the park had been established, but had
only recently started to mine the property. The guide also told us
that visitors could have dinner at the mine's cafeteria for $2.50.
As a result about twenty of us returned for dinner at 5 p.m. The
cooks may have felt a little overwhelmed by so many extra people, but
they provided an excellent meal., Looking out of the window there I
saw a fat Raccoon who was also enjoying the mine's hospitality as
he rolled an orange along between his paws.

e left Strathcona Park on Friday to spend the next two nights
at Englishman's River Campgound, near Parksville., It was a long nar-
row winding road into the campground, and we began to wonder if we
had lost our way, but eventually we arrived and found the other camp-
ers. That evening Erna found that the Winni needed more water in
its tank., As she did not have the proper hose attachment for the
taps at the camp, the men were carrying buckets of water to it, but
were making no headway. It seems that their combined engineering
and mechanical skills couldn't solve the problem! Finally someone
thought to turn a small valve under the sofa seat to release the
pressure, That did it.

Saturday evening, our last one, we all had a final get together
around the camp fireplace to celebrate Velma's and Rosemary's birth-
days.
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These are just some of the highlights of the Vancouver Island
car trip. ZEach of us will remember little things that happened in
our particular camping group. 1 still smile to myself when I think
of the morning the ‘tenters? were rushing around packing up while
Ed was sitting on a log. He said "If you think I am not working, I
am, I'm squeezing the air out of Hope's mattress for her.? Others
will recall the bear knocking over the garbage can at Ralph's River
camp. I was happy to have slept through that experience.

It was a fine Klahhane outing full of fun, friends and laughter.
by Hope Hodges

To Beacon Rock

On June 17, 1974, fifteen Xlabhhane members left for a car hike
going up the Columbia River Gorge to Beacon Rock.

Lach starting in his own time we met for lunch at the Toutle
River rest area. After lunch we proceeded on to "The Rock.,' Here
we found a delightful place to camp among the trees at Beacon Rock
State Park,

It was a beautiful, sunny day so after making camp we hiked down
to the river's edge to climb “The Rock.? A substantial walk zigzagge:
up one side of the rock to the top with railings so that a small chilc
could safely make the climb, On reaching the top we tarried awhile
to take in the breathtaking view up and down the Columbia River,

The next day we hiked up the trail on the side of Mt. Hamilton
to some beautiful waterfalls. Three of the hardier hikers going up
farther than the rest had a rewarding view of the countryside.

The next morning we broke camp and proceeded up the river to
Maryhill to see the museum and replica of the Stone Henge. We spent
hours enjoying the many displays in the museum then went up to inspec-
the Stone Henge.

This was a beautiful spot though hot and noisy. The railroads
and highways on both sides of the river furnished traffic that re-
minded us all through the night that we were not alone and the tem-
nerature rose to 107 degrees, However, we were pleased to find an
orchard where we could buy delicious Bing Cherries, and that for a
reasonable price. Needless to say we loaded up.

Here the group split up, some going home via Mt. Rainier and the
Mulligans and Springers proceeding on to Hood River. Here we found
the heat opprescive so continued up Mt. Hood to find a cooler spot
to camp. We found it all right also a hungry host of mosquitos wait-
ing to devour us. Taking refuge in our campers we survived the nigh®
then headed home to the cool country.

by Neva Springer



Vancouver Island - Talson's Trailer Park near Courtenay

1. Oyster Shucking

o Bill Lathrop Ed Steuer

Helen and Jim Mull

3. Johnny Nelsor, Sally and Len Palmer, Erna Fountain,
Velma Lathrop, Virginia Rosen, Harold Springer, Lois Brannin

4, Hope Hodges Ed Steuer
Doris Stuart Rosemary Taylor
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Dungeness Spit March 2, 1974

The tide was out, the hard packed sand was unmarked by human
tracks. Fcr & while that morning ther: were no othexr pecple on th-
beach and we had a feeling of the wildness, The wind was strong anc
the surf white against the dark blue water. An owl watched us from
his perch high upon a piece of driftwood. The gulls were practicing
their Jonathan lessons.

When we turned we saw the white snow covered mountains against
the clear blue sky. As we walked up the trail we enjoyed the fra-
grance of the trees in early spring. The wild pink currants were
beginning to blossom,

by Ruby Knudson

Klahhane Summer Outing 1974
August 2 - 11

Late snow made a change of plans necessary and, after a heated
discussion at the Van Calcar's, we finally decided on our route. We
would go in at Slab Camp, drop down to Graywolf, up over Graywolf
Pass, down again to Dose Meadows, up over Hayden Pass, finally des-
cending to Hayes River Guard Station, then out the Elwha to Whiskey
Bend.

Lois Brannin, Virginia Rosen, Helen Farrington, Sue lMoe, Doris
Stuart, Ed Steuer, Rosemary Taylor, and Vicki Van Calcar began the
hike, Virginia had not heard that we pack lunch the first day, but
she probably fared better than if she had been prepared, Dinner the
first evening at Three Forks had an added touch - beans with fresh
mushrooms, Ed was disgusted, but for all his complaining, he ate
his share, Three Forks was the beginning of many luxurious privies.
The first one was placed miles away from camp so by the time you got
back you were ready to go again, Of course the moss covered seat
made it all worthwhile.

Falls Shelter, our next stop, immediately erupted into laundry
city. Here Dick Van Calcar and Ross Hamilton caught up with us, com-
ing with "Anybody lose a whistle along the trail?® It was Ed's. Can
you imagine anyone forgetting their silverware? Well, Ross had! He
was given the serving spoon which meant he was the last one to be
served, but he also had the pleasure of scraping the pots. And he
scraped them clean!

After a marvelous meal we began reading from the “Hiker's Guide
to the Olympics” about the next portion of our trip. This hike now
takes you across the river, thru a meadow, thru some timber, across
the river on pebbles, and up the hillside.® Then Dick did an inter-
pretive reading, “Standing by the babbling brook, next to the roaring
torrent, across stepping stones submerged several feet under water,*®
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Our crossing proved to be more than a challenge especially for Vicki,
who slipped and found herself straddling the log with her boots in
the river, TFinally arriving at snow level, we stopped for lunch en-
riched with mutilated fig newtons. We managed to pick our way along
the snow, always keeping an eye out for the red or blue flags that
the ranger was supposed to have left to mark the trail. Then the fine
ascent to the top of Graywolf pass - a real challenge. We now had

to belay two at a time straight up the mountain side., One belay

got us almost half way up to a ledge that Helen had built in the scre
On this ledge, brother and sister were found standing next to each
other., Tor a time it was a question as to who was going to throw the
other off, but then we were all a little on edge.

Once up, a toast was in order - particularly for Dick and Vicki
Then the task of locating enough level spots to handle all. We slepl
on something of an incline those two nights! Another classic privy.
Marvellous scenery. Dick, after constructing the facilities, proudly
announced, "We now have a her and a her'un or a his and a his'un or
if you prefer a his and a her'un.”® We had a choice of two holes
side by side.

Two days on the top of Graywolf Pass was breath taking. We
almost wanted to stay the duration, but - supplies were down in Dose
Meadows, Several of us were bribed by “gorpe' +to stand on a ledge
for a picture, taken by our incredible picture taker. (Who, but Rosc
would ever think of packing 40 pounds plus of camera gear). There
was a close encounter with a bear; there was the night some of us
kept the camp awake waiting for the moon to rise, "Are you sure the
camera is set right?" cried Ross as he jumped straight up with a
sleeping bag still wrapped around him; there wasg Vicki keeping Dick
awake with “there's a bear outside’ only to be reassured that it was
just Lois, Doris and Virginia snoring. The last night as we stood
around the fire a lone hiker appeared over the horizon . . With an
astonished look at the array of hikers, he finally managed to ask,
Did anyone lose a wallet? Well, I don't have it. A family down
the way does. If they don't catch un they'll mail it." Again pro-
perty of Ed's. This lone hiker also asked if anyone had a camera
and might like some film, Somehow he had forgotten his camera, but
had film - two rolls. Who had just run out of film? Yes, Ross. Thi:
pulled him through till he reached his extra supply at Dose lMeadows,

Just before we reached the Dose we met several of the other
group looking as if they had just stepped out of a men's fashion
magazine., And then at Dose we found a cold beer for all who desired
one., Next to sort out our supplies and try to prepare a meal. It
was bedlam! It was nice to get our supply of coffee (Dick and Doris
just drooled), a clean supply of clothes, and some more cigarettes.
The next morning laundry was done, hair washed, feet rested, 5Side
hikes were taken by all except Sue who had orders from both doctor
and nurses to stay in camp and rest up blistered feet - otherwise
she would never be able to hike out.

Then up over Hayden Pass on newly cut steps in the snow - Dick!’
work, A final KYBO yelled to those down below. The long drop down
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to Hayes River Guard Station, our muscles will never forget. That
evening we relaxed around the fire talking. Somehow the talk drifted
to the music of the 50's with Helen giving her version of the The
three little fishes and how they swam and they swam right over the
dam,”? Then too we relived the graffiti which brings fame to the
outhouse at Hayes River Guard Station. It was especially exciting

to learn from it the news of Nixon's resignation.

We left the Guard Station rather slowly the next day. In fact
when we met Dave Moe, he was sure we must have been helicoptered
over all the passes. Our night stop brought us to Canyon Edge Camp.
Then finally out faster than we had anticipated. One final picture
by the sign at Whiskey Bend and another summer outing was over, But
not withcut plans for next year - up and over Mt. Olympus.

by Sue Moe

KLAFHANES

Klahhanes wander far and wide
New places to explore!

Their quest is never satisfied,
They always search for more.

They're not the kind who are inclined

To sit around and mope -

In winter time you'll sometimes find them
Ski-ing down a slope.

For that's the way it is when you're
A rugged mountaineer;

You learn to face each challenge
ith a minimum of fear.

You learn to love the great outdoors,
And not to be upset

If you end up at close of day

All tired, cold and wet.

You may discover when you're home
Your legs and feet are sore,

But you'll return again to roam
The mountains and the shore.

by Lucina Cahill



Day Hikes and Otherwise!

1, Cape Alava - Bear's Fish Story

2. Hume's Ranch
Ruby Knudson Inez Lkblad

3, In Route to Obstruction Point
Tucina Cahill Erna Fountain and friend

4, Grand Lake Shelter

Eleanor Naddy Ed Steuer
Velma Lathrop

Mary Davi






Klahhne Parties
1. Hallowe'en - Prize Winner, Karen Gleason

2. Hallowe'en - Essie Sarff, Inez Lkblad
3, Thanksgiving - Xarl Greubel, Johnny Nelson, Evelyn Lydiard
4., Hilltop Haven (Sponberg's) Lillian Keller, Gary Gleason

5. Thanksgiving Cleanup - Harry Lydiard, dishwasher -in-chief
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The Sea

The endless tossing of the sea,

It pounds away relentlessly.

The waves in measured cadence beat
Against the shore and then retreat.
They mark their place upon the land
With spindrift on the furrowed sand;
And sometimes as they shoreward reach
Deposit driftwood on the beach,

Which lies in careless disarray,

In jumbled piles of silver gray.

The gulls wheel overhead and cry
Their plaintive call is wild and high.
It mystifies and captures me -

The vast and ever changing sea.

by Iucina Cahill





