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Moroccan Adventure

By Norm Plante
any thanks to Marcia Kelly
IVI for organizing a hiking trip
to Morocco in

Northwestern Africa from April 29 to
May 9, 2005. Five adventurous souls
from P.V.H.C., Marcia, Donna
Blanchard, Jeanne Tsatsos, Mike
Carrier and myself departed J.F.K.
airport New York and landed in
Casablanca, Morocco, A gritty and
busy city by the coast. Having had no
sleep for 37 hours | was pretty much a
zombie by the time | went to bed on
Saturday night. | can tell you it's a
real thrill to ride in a Moroccan taxi,
there were six of us (an
Englishwoman joined us in cab)
Stuffed (and | mean stuffed) into a
Mercedes cab that looked like it hadn't
seen maintenance since 1969. It was
us plus all our luggage (thanks girls,
for traveling light. NOT!!) in the cab.

{Norm’s Morocco cont’ on page 5}
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Morocco ‘05
By Marcia Kelly

or the past 4 years we had
Ftraveled to Ireland hiking but
this year the ante was upped

and we had a meeting where it was
open where we would go. The
decision later was Morocco and 4
decided to take the risk and join me.
We started planning last October and |
had picked a British company that

offered adventure travel. In this case
it was hiking in the High Atlas
Mountains of Morocco. Before we

considered the
exchange rate with

the British pound the

price seemed pretty

reasonable. | convinced everyone to
spend extra time in Casablanca as our
trip left from Marrakech.

There were many emails back and
forth to Simon asking all the questions
about every detail.

{Marcia’s Morocco cont’ on page 6}

Northern Presidential

Traverse — Of Sorts
By Richard Harris

he idea of the Northern
I Presidential Traverse was
born with an image of a

beautiful June day with the sun
shining and the northern peaks
beckoning to a band of intrepid hikers.
Unfortunately (or fortunately), nature
did not get the message. So, on a
morning of misty rain (and some
downright downpours), the five hikers
(Bob Morgan, Alison Cook, Kathleen
Damon, Gary Tompkins, and myself)
set off from the Appalachia Trailhead
off Route 2 shortly before 8:00 a.m.

with the intent of hiking to Mt
Madison, Mt. Adams, and Mt
Jefferson.

The first several miles along the
Valley Way trail were really nice and
nontaxing. We enjoyed the numerous
flowers (including Pink Lady Slippers)
and lush green plants. While we
hoped the rain would pass, it did not.
Approximately 3 hours after setting
out on the Valley Way, we reached
Madison Hut (we could barely see the
hut for the clouds — very reminiscent
of last year's hike on the southern
peaks). Once in the hut, we were
cautioned by the Hut Manager about
the slippery rocks as several hikers
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had been injured and bandaged from
slips earlier in the morning. We also
listened to the radio communications
of a rescue underway on the Sphinx
Trail where a hiker was being treated
for hypothermia. This information gave
us more reason to use caution as we
proceeded on the hike.

Since two of the group had already
hiked Mt. Madison and had no desire
to repeat the event, 3 of us set out for
the first summit. The cautions of
slippery rocks were well-founded, but
after a bit of a hike (35+ minutes),
Bob, Gary, and | reached the Mt.
Madison’s summit — though we could
not see anything but the signs and the
cairns atop the pile of rocks. Amid the
misty rain and cold atop Mt. Madison,
we were joined by a few birds who
chose to perch themselves on
Cairns.

=

After hiking back to the hut and
having a quick lunch (and buying a hat
and shirts), all five set out for Mt.
Adams. While the plan was to take the
Gulfside Trail to the Air Line Trail and

up to the summit, | failed to clearly
communicate this message to the
others in the group. After taking a
group photo and telling the others to
proceed because | would catch up
with them, | caught up with the others
2/10 of a mile towards Mt. Adams on
the Starr Lake Trail (the shortest, but
steepest trail to the summit). After
hiking, scaling, crawling, and creeping
up 1 mile over a 1-1/2 hour period of
time, we all reached the summit. On
the way up Mt. Madison, we were also
informed of another rescue (we later
learned the second rescue was of a
heart attack victim). After taking the
necessary photographs (way too
many cameras given the conditions),
we quickly decided, with the frozen
precipitation bouncing off the rocks, to
forego the hike to Mt. Jefferson and
proceeded to identify the easiest,
safest, and quickest route off the
summit to tree line. We then
proceeded to hike down Lowe’s Path
and the Spur Trail via the Gray Camp
(a Randolph Hiking Club hut — more
hats and shirts were purchased there)
to Randolph Path, Air Line Trail and
the car.

We had planned to hike 11.4 miles,
3 summits, and be done by 5:00. Well,
we did approximately 11 miles over 2
summits and finished at 7:20 p.m.
Despite the conditions, it was a
wonderful day of hiking and a terrific
group with whom to hike. We decided
on the way down from Mt. Adams, that

next year's traverse will include Mt.
Jefferson and Mt. Clay — probably 10-
12 miles.

This hike was one of education
about nature, hiking, weather, using
good decision-making skills, and the
value of clear communications among
persons with whom you are hiking. It
also provided a refresher course on
water crossings — not of the John
Klebes scale, but a few that were a bit

challenging. We almost lost a hat to
one of the streams and one of the
group had to finish the hike after going
knee deep in a cold mountain stream.

Due to logistics and weather
concerns, we had to alter the original
plan of hiking up to Mt. Jefferson and
across Mt. Adams and Mt. Madison.
The hike also demonstrated one of the
benefits of the Friday evening meeting
which Al arranges as part of the White
Mountains Sampler. Mike and Monica
Gross cautioned about slippery
conditions and how we would need to
hike slower than normal — were they
ever correct!

Montalban Range
Backpack

By John Klebes

Hiking in the Whites along the
Montalban Range was a challenging
adventure with lots of above treeline
views. Rick Briggs, Rene Houde and |
started in bright sunshine on Saturday
morning on the Mt Stanton Trail
climbing over Mt Stanton, Mt
Pickering, and over the Crippies to Mt.
Langdon. All three have great views
from rocky summits. | would definitely
recommend this less traveled area.
From there we dropped down to the
Mt. Langdon shelter and with great
luck saw the only rain of the day thirty
seconds after getting to the shelter.
We waited 15 minutes and the rain
stopped, sun shined, and we moved



on over the Mt Langdon and Mt
Parker trails to the summit of Mt
Parker. It was along this part of the
trail that Rick discovered a large
moose antler. | always wondered
where those antlers go every fall.

Mt Parker has a beautiful summit
where we lingered in the sunshine
with some of the best views of Mt.
Washington from the Oaks Gulf side.
We had a 360-degree view around the
whole area — fantastic. We headed
out toward our destination for the night
at Mt Resolution Shelter but decided
to camp short by two miles just off the
trail.

The next day we hiked along the
Montalban ridgeline over the summits
of Mt Parker
and Mt.
Resolution.
This is another
must climb set
of peaks with
even better
views of the
snowfields on
the summit of

Washington

and all the
peaks around
us. As we
dropped down
to the trail
junction  near
the Resolution
shelter Rene
took an

unfortunate slip on the rocks; hurting
his wrist badly. Its a small
consolation but of all the spots on this
remote hike this was the one spot that
had a side trail escape route. We
carefully wrapped what we thought
was a sprained wrist and gave Rene
some inflammation meds. Rene
assured us he would be fine and with
the keys to my car promised to meet
us at the end of our trip. We would
later learn that Rene had actually
broken his wrist so perhaps we really
should have hiked down with him.

But diehard hikers that we are Rick
and | continued on the Davis Path
over to Giant Stairs on Stairs
Mountain. This is a fantastic spot that
has a great campsite area that is not
on the maps at the rock ledges.
Looks like it's popular with rock
climbers.  Definitely would like to
return and camp here; it's the perfect
spot to eat dinner while watching the
sunset from these high ledges.

Continuing on to the steep spur
trail to Mt Davis we hit rain but still
enjoyed this fascinating summit with
open bald rock summit and mixed
very low spruce. Reminded me of
“The Brothers” in Maine. As we
headed above 4000 feet on Mt
Isolation we had constant rain and hit
our first patches of snow then large
drifts. The blowdowns, snow drifts,
and mud were merciless. My second
time on the Summit of Isolation was
slightly more visibility was none-the-

| water,
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less poor. At least | saw the outlines
in the rain of all the mountains this
time.

We were not able to find the old
site of the Mt. Isolation shelter where
we planned to camp. It either is so
overgrown with the tight spruce cover
or buried in snow. We strained to find
a suitable campsite in the snow, ice,
and dense spruce - finally
settled on a wet and uneven spot just
on the edge of Mt. Washington's
slopes.

We awoke in the rain and made a
difficult climb up toward Boot Spur to
about 5500 feet, over the ridge and
down the Glen Boulder trail and out.
Despite the cold, wet, rainy weather
and mixed snow and ice we still had
mystical views in the mist of the
fantastic above tree-line terrain of this
section of Mt. Washington. It's a
difficult way out with full backpacks.

Another great hike for some of us.
Hope you are feeling better Rene.

- John Klebes

Solstice Death March

By John Klebes

On what is becoming an annual
event Ed Laroche lead us on a
successful Solstice "Death March"
through the Pemigewasset, delayed a
day to Sunday due to rain. Six of us
stayed in Lincoln Friday night and
after decided the weather sounded
bad for Saturday g
decided to postpone
the hike to Sunday.

Saturday we kept
talking about an
easy hike but when
ever we got close to
going it rained
harder so we spent
the day in the hot
tub, sauna, and pool
instead! Nice
relaxing day before
the hike.

We started .
Sunday morning at N
3:15 am from Lincoln Woods.
Climbing Franconia Ridge (Mt Flume,
Mt Liberty, Little Haystack Mtn, Mt
Lincoln, and Mt Lafayette), Garfield
Ridge (Mt Garfield, Galehead Mtn and
past Galehead Hut), and out over the
Bonds (South Twin Mtn, Mt Guyot, Mt
Bond, Bondcliff), and back to Lincoln

e {.
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woods via the Wilderness trail. Made
it out before sunset at 8:45 pm.

Thirty-two miles in seventeen and
a half hours. Three hours under book
time. Boy do my feet hurt.

Nice views of sunrise from Flume
as we broke in and out of the clouds.
Mostly in the clouds but occasional
views going up to Lafayette. And
finally it really opened up around
Garfield. Looking back at Lafayette
from Garfield was fantastic. And the
views from South Twin, Mt Bond and
along the Bondcliffs were crystal clear.

N

If it weren't for the fact we had to
drive home at the end it would have
been perfect. Ann Marie, Sybille, and
Wendy climbed the whole Franconia
Ridge and since they were out a little
before Rick, Ed, and | finished the
whole loop they met us at the end with

beer and pizza! Hope all the dad's
had a Happy Father's Day.

Mt Hood, Oregon
By John Klebes
In mid-June Jonathan Stevens and

| made a springtime attempt at the
highest point in Oregon. Mt Hood is

an 11,237 foot volcano just outside of
Portland where it dominates the
skyline. It is the fourth highest in the
Cascades — and is both spectacular
and deadly. It is heavily glaciated;
twelve glaciers and named snowfields
cover approximately 80% of the cone;
and receives staggering amounts of
snowfall every winter. It has erupted
twice in the past 200 years, has
numerous fumaroles emitting steam
and other gases on it's upper sides,
and many believe it will erupt again in
the next few years.

Five of us set out for three days on
the mountain along with two guides,
but quickly encountered soft snow and
wet conditions. Two of our group
decided they were having a lousy time
and turned back halfway up the
assent to our 8,500-foot camp with
one of the guides.

That left Jonathan, myself, and
West-Coast Ed (a friend of mine from
our 2002 Mt Rainier Expedition)
together with the one remaining guide.
We set up our tents in howling wind
on an exposed ridge just before the
sloping snowfields leading to the ridge
of snow called the Hogsback.

It took all four of us to hold down
and secure the tents in the gusting
wind. Despite the early hour we could
do nothing but crawl into our tents and
listen to the howling wind. It was

impossible to light the stove in the
storm so we had a cold supper and

long difficult sleep. That is until
Jonathan was awakened by our guide
asking for help when the wind
snapped two of his tent poles.
Jonathan braved the hypothermic
conditions in an attempt to secure our
guides tent from the elements in a
near white-out but ultimately our guide
ended up crowding into our tent where
we spent the next two nights crowding
four people in a three-person tent.
The snow and wind kept up all night
filling our tents vestibule with a foot-
half of snow.
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The next day it finally cleared a
little and we got our first views of the
bergschrund, a deep crevasse at the
top of the hogsback ridge, which is the
crux of the climb.

We had a chance to dry some of
our gear, practice climbing and roped
glacier techniques, and check our
equipment, before we going to bed
early for a 1:00 am summit attempt.
We were in good spirits at first,
expecting great weather, but around
9:30pm the wind, snow, and rain
returned. Hoping for clearing weather
we set out for the Hogsback at 1:00
am in high winds and freezing rain but
soon realized we would not be able to
summit under these conditions.
Covered in sheets of ice, wet to our
core, we headed back to our crowded
tent hoping for another attempt around
3:20 am.

It was no use, high wind, snow,
and finally relentless freezing rain
ruined our summit attempts, and on
our third day we hiked out in wet,
windy weather. A disappointing
adventure that humbles one to the
whims of Mother Nature.

It is with some consolation that
Jonathan and | explored the Great
Multnomah Falls, highest water fall in
Oregon, and second highest year-
round waterfall in the nation, on our
way out to the airport. After a great
hike from the base all the way up to
the very brink of the falls we flew
home.

{Norm’s Morocco cont’ from pg 1}
All the other drivers were swearing at our driver
for being greedy and not sharing. | learned
some new Moroccan hand gestures that day.

We went to a Souk, which is an open air
market for the girls to get their shopping fix.
From the time we set foot in the Souk until we
left two hours later we were shadowed and
hounded by two Moroccan’'s who wanted to
guide us and would not leave us alone no
matter how many times we told them to leave.
These guys gave new meaning to the word
relentless.

After shopping we walked to a beautiful
mosque by the coast and later had dinner at
Rick's Café, modeled after the movie
“Casablanca”. The next day we took the train to
Marrakech and Mike and | met a Moroccan
businessman in our booth who invited us all to
his place of business to have a real Moroccan
meal on his roof in the Souk. He even took us
from the train station to our hotel and then the
Souk. We had a genuine and delicious
Moroccan dinner there with fresh mint tea
afterwards. Then he showed us his rug
business and after two hours of them showing

us rugs it dawned on me that they saw a
possible sale from us rich Americans. We
politely declined but thanks for the ride and the
great meal from our host Abdellatif!

On Monday we met the British contingent of
this exodus trip. They were Ruth Findlay,
Suzanne Bardgett, Tony Barrato, Mike
Autherson, Alison Pease, Connor & Debbie
Bannon. We also met our wonderfully kind, soft
spoken, gentle and compassionate Berber
Moroccan guide Mohammed, whose phrase
YELLA (We Go!), we would all fear to hear
when trying to stretch out our breaks while
hiking in the barren and unforgiving yet beautiful
high Atlas Mountains in the relentlessly hot
Moroccan sun. That day was the cultural part
of our trip though and we toured the Marrakech
Souk, the Marrakech Museum, a school of the
Koran, a mosque and a pharmacy in the Souk,
and yes they do practice Black Magic there
(about 80% believe).

On Tuesday all twelve plus luggage rode in
a van on a very nerve racking ride through the
Atlas Mountains to our home for the next five
days, a GITE (pronounced JEET), a simple yet
comfortable mud and wood dwelling in the
village of Wawriykt in Tighza. We had to hike to
the Gite after lunch in a tent at the trailhead in
Animiter. It took us two and a half hours
through lush green fields of barley, fig, and date
trees and numerous crops used by the Berber
mountain people to survive and use for cash
crops. We had to navigate through an
amazingly complex maze of irrigation channels
carved into the mountain by the people there,
which had to be extremely physically
demanding. Different villages were allotted set
times to irrigate their fields by channeling the
Ouarikt River. They would be working twenty-
four hours, even at night using flashlights.

After the mildly strenuous hike to our Gite
we had fresh mint tea there before dinner. The
meals were simple vyet tasty, usually a
Moroccan soup followed by flat bread and
tagine cooked vegetables and always followed
by mint tea. Meat was scarce, a precious
commodity there. We had a scorpion in the
Gite that night which caused some excitement.
The Moroccans sprayed it with insect spray,
which we thought was scorpion spray until they
used it again on Thursday night in the girls’

Az
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room for a mouse (which freaked Jeanne out)
so we dubbed it “scorpion and mouse spray”.

On Wednesday we did a ten-mile hike up to
an 8000-foot mountain col and had a mule
driven lunch by a waterfall on the Ouarikt River.
On Thursday we hiked up a steep mountain
behind our Gite, Mt Oughlagal and after lunch
we had mint tea, flat bread and biscuits at a
Berber villagers starkly bare straw and mud
dwelling. For people living such a hard life they
were extremely friendly, kind, and filled with
surreal contentment. I'll be forever touched by
their beautiful children’s smiling and joyous
faces who would always come out and chase
after us as we hiked through the villages
shouting “Bon Jour! Bon Jour!” at us. We felt
like Pied Pipers at times.

On Friday we had our most difficult and
demanding hike, actually two hikes. Mike
Carrier, Mike & Alison did a twenty mile hike to
Lake Tamda while Mohammed led me, Ruth,

Tony, Conner & Debbie on an eighteen
kilometer hike. The sun was brutal, very
minimal shade and temp was 90 F. Both

groups met up at the lunch spot at a rock
outcrop by the river. Again lunch was delivered
by mule. Ask Marcia, Donna and Jeanne about
their mule rides.

The Friday night dinner at the Gite was an
emotional one for me and also | think for Marcia
as tomorrow we would leave our Gite and head
back to Marrakech and have to say goodbye to
our very dear new British friends and also the
amazing and wonderfully loving and warm
Berber mountain tribesmen. | think the
experience there truly touched everyone in our
group. During our dinner Jeanne filmed
everyone to get comments of their experience
there and there were quite a few moist eyes.

On Saturday we left the Gite and hiked the
road to our ride “The Death Van” parked in
Animiter. On the way in, and on the roads in
view of our Gite, there was a stirring ceremony
performed.  As traveling emissary for the
Pioneer Valley Hiking Club of the
Commonwealth of Massachusetts and by the
power vested in me by the President and Vice
President of the club | hereby forever proclaim
and decree honorary membership to our British
contingent, Ruth, Suzanne, Tony, Mike, Allison,
Conner, Debbie, and also to our great Berber






