For those of you that haven't
been there, the Davis Moun-
tains Preserve is a sanctuary
for and amazing diversity of
trees and wildlife...and one
of the highest mountains in
the entire range. The club
was there a couple of years
ago and we all climbed Mt.
Livermore. The view from
the top is absolutely
beautiful..and the climb it-
self is mile compared to
Guadalup Peak or Bear
Canyon in the Guads. We
will be camping near the
visitors center which sports
bathrooms, etc. Our club
member Chris Pipes man-
ages the area and assures us
that we will be the only visi-
tors there with the exception

of the possible scientist or
two. We visited the preserve
briefly in July and Mt. Liver-
more was covered with rain
stroms so it may be a good
idea to bring rain gear along.

There is no fee to camp at
the Davis Mountains
Preserve but we’ll take up a
collection for a donation
(whatever you feel is good for

you.)

The Preserve is located along
the Scenic Loop of the Davis
Mountains just past the
Limpia Canyon rest stop.
Any vehicle can get to the
camping area but it will
require 4X34s to get to the
upper reaches of the trail so
we will take as many
four-wheel drive vehicles as

needed to shuttle folks to the
take-off  point. I was
privieged to help build

about 300 feet of the new
trail a couple of years ago
with a youth group from San

Antonio. We got rained on a
couple of times and simply
worked through it. We were
amazed at the sights and
didn’t mind the cooling rain.

This is a geat trip for
photographers and for all of
us that are tired of the sum-

mer heat. Nights will be cool
so bring light jackets. Days
should be very pleasant as
well.

Maps to the Preserve will be
distributed at the October
PBOC meeting.

I have been working on the
outdoor club’s 2012 Calendar
with  suggestions from
members. We wanted to get
back to some of our original
type trips and put a little

more adventure into our out-
ings. One of the highlights
of next year’s calendar is

another canoeing/kayaking
trip through Big Bend
National Park's Mariscal
Canyon. The Scouts sold

their canoes but Tom Elliot
and | think that we can
secure enough canoes and
kayaks to get everyone
through even if it takes to

trips for the trip leader (me).
Another blast from the past
is the still unverified chance
to do a little caving in 2012.
Bill Bentley is working on
that one. Be looking for the
new calendar in the next
month or so!
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Weather Report

Average temperature weekend was 85-
62 and mostly cloudy with a few
sprinkles .

Friday Afternoon

Stephanie Harper followed Richard
Galle, and 1 in a caravan to
Independence Creek. We arrived about
2:30 with cloudy skies and a nice cool
breeze. The spring water was so clear
we could see several fish swimming in
front of us. The under water plant life
radiates with color.
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After hiking around the lakes, Richard
grabs a pole and heads out. He
promptly catches a nice size bass.
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(The West Texas Shangri-La)
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Stephanie hikes around the lakes look-
ing for a camp site that is just right and
finds one on a ridge across from the
main area. This is the sign of a true
camper at heart. Sizing up every detail
and nuance of the area before choosing
the right spot to camp.
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Alan and Beverly Parsons arrive about
3:00 — they unload their gear and Alan

with lightening speed heads out fishing

and promptly catches a bass. This is
one cool place.
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Wally and Dianne Post arrived late af-
ternoon. Those of us around started
talking about our last PBOC trips to-
gether with them as well upcoming
trips. Richard gets his kayak out and
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goes fishing again and promptly catches
two more fish. Bob, Ruth Anne Perkins
and their daughter Tammy Roark ar-

rived. They unloaded their gear, found
a nice spot and soon started talking
about fishing lures with Richard. They

also took a hike around the three lakes
closest to our camp site. Life is good in
the Old West.

“Dancing cheek to cheek is
really a form of floor play.”
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Richard had caught a boat load of
fish and decided to take a break by
late afternoon. Remember this is
“catch and release” fishing. He
grabbed his football and yelled at me
“Go for a long bomb.” So | started
running looking back over my shoul-
der and missed the pass and almost
ended up in the lake except for about
two steps. | missed several passes.




The guy throws a bullet. You know he
was a guarterback in school. We tossed
the football in the nice shaded grassy
area which was the central camp
ground. By early evening activity had
slowed down. Some had fished, some
hiked, some went kayaking and some
played football. What a great start for
a busy weekend of peace and quite with
the great people of the PBOC.

Friday Evening

Everyone had finished their dinner and
we all enjoyed some quite time listening
to the trees rustling with a soft breeze,
singing with the sound of pure spring
water rushing into independence creek
fifty yards away. | could hear human
voices in the background speaking
quietly out of reverence for what we
were experiencing. Just before sunset
Alan Parsons took his guitar out and
began to play and sing some songs. He
called his guitar a “thumper”. In other
words his old camp guitar. Richard
grabbed his guitar and joined in.
Before long all of us had gathered
round. The music would stop a while
and we would talk and laugh and make
requests. Alan plays some of the old
true cowboy songs which fit in nicely
with camping folks. The music was fun
and good. During some songs | could
hear different ones in the group join in
the singing. We passed the guitars
around to anyone that wanted to plunk
or sing a little. During one of our music
breaks while we were talking Richard
starts picking this simple little melody.
He asked Tammy what the name of the
song was. She didn’t know. He asked
Bob and Ruth Anne, Tammy’s mom and
dad. They guessed the tune right away.
It was the theme song from the movie
“Tammy” starring Debbie Reynolds.
We were impressed. Music time ended
about 11:00 and everyone turned in
except for Richard and Alan. Richard
said he was going to wait up for The
Gray family driving in from San
Antonio. Rick, Tereasa, and Oliva Gray
are long time members of the PBOC. A
short time later the Gray family pulled
up. They were last to arrive on Friday
night. Alan laid his guitar down and
picked up his fishing pole. | have no
idea what time Alan turned in that
night.

Saturday Morning

We had a little wind and rain the
night before. It was just right. It
made good sleeping conditions and the
ground was not soaked. No mud
because of all the green grass.
Stephanie Harper was quite
impressive on this trip. She rose at
sunrise and took photos of a good size
buck near one of the lakes, a flock of
ducks that flew in, and a beautiful
rainbow right above camp. She also
saw some beaver but wasn’'t able to
get a photo. She got a photo of their
handy work on one of the trees. She
then took a hike around all three
lakes. Stephanie did all of this before
the rest of us started stirring about.
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About 7:00 | could hear campers
rustling around along with several

folks out on the lakes already with

fishing poles. Rick and Oliva Gray,
were fishing on the middle lake and
Oliva caught a fish and dad stepped in
to pull the hook and release the fish.
Stephanie, their neighbor, caught the
action on camera. Olivia is quite the
outdoorsman but will accept a little

help from dad.
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Photos by Stephanie Harper

“Time flies like an arrow. Fruit
flies like a banana.”
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John Eberly arrived with his two little
munchkins. He did not set up camp
right away but was forced immediately
into high adventure activities like
swimming, fishing and canoeing by the
two Texas tornadoes - his two sons.
John was in high gear the rest of the
weekend.
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Bob Hansler and his friend Matt,
arrived with snorkeling gear. | thought
they would wait a few hours for the
temperature to warm up. Nope, put on
their gear and right in that cold water
they went. Those young tough guys can
do that stuff. They didn't waste any
time to check out the underwater
habitat in that clear spring water.
They borrowed Richard's underwater
camera and caught glimpses of that
mystical aquatic world of color and
plant life thriving in the pure spring
water of Independence Creek. Bob
popped out of some deep water in the
second lake and excitedly said there is a
thirty pound catfish down there. Sadly
he did not have the camera because he
had run out of memory on the SD chip.
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About 10:00 a.m. four of our new
members arrived. Cindy McGill and
Sandra Matott, and Sandra’s sons,
Tanner, and Wyatt. These guys had
their tents set up in no time at all.
Tanner and Wyatt went straight for
the water. Richard came over to
welcome our new members. He
coached Tanner and Wyatt on how to
maneuver a kayak and made sure
Wyatt's life jacket was secure and fit
appropriately. Wyatt quickly pushed
off shore and sped off. Tanner dove in
the water at the headwaters of the
spring. Later that afternoon | could
see the two brothers fishing from the
kayak or just speeding by in the water.
Those two young men never slowed
down the rest of the weekend. Yep, in
the old days they would have made
good mountain men.

Main Hike: Rick Gray led the main
hike for the weekend: About 11:30
Rick gathered folks together that
wanted take a moderate hike. The
group consisted of Rick and Teresa
Gray and their daughter Olivia,
Stephanie Harper, Wally Post, and 1.
Rick had chosen to hike up the main
mountain due east of the main camp
area. There is a road on the back side
of the mountain and he thought we
might be able to reach it. That was
not the case — and that is the stuff
adventure is made of.

On our way out of camp we could see
different people in our group fishing,
kayaking, snorkeling, just having a
blast and one lone soldier with a
laptop and a stack of papers. Diane
Post, who is a professor at UTPB and
whose husband is Wally Post. She was
determined to have the papers graded
by the time Kansas State football came
on that evening. We hiked down past
the three small lakes near camp and
then parallel to the creek. Teresa
chose to split up with the group to hike
along the creek trail and then back to
camp. The group then turned toward
the mountain immediately in front of
camp. By this time the trail was
getting hard to distinguish. Wally
chose to take the trail at the foot of the
mountain and then back to camp. He
later told us of coming across a bunch
of javelina pig skulls which sounded

interesting. Some one mentioned with
only half a laugh “Makes you wonder if
the chupacabra lives out here.” You
know the legendary critter rumored to
inhabit parts of Mexico and the United
States. Rick did a superb job of trail
blazing through rough terrain. He now
turned and led us straight up the
mountain. There were some cholla
cactus in many places. These small
plants had a natural propensity
toward Olivia. We were impressed
how she never grimaced at all but
would just reach down and flick them
off her bare skin. The rest of the hike
was made in the heat of the day and
consisted of elevation, rocks, thorns
and stickers. We all loved it. The
higher we climbed the better the view
below.

“Every man dies. But not every
man truly lives only to die of
sheer stupidity.”

At one point we noticed we could look
down at birds soaring and floating on
wind currents. It was a thrill. Before
we reached the summit the wind
picked up and large rocks that had to
be negotiated. When we made that
last step onto the mountain plateau,
we felt a sense of accomplishment,
smiled and did a high five. Our
bodies felt light not having to work
against gravity. It was time for a nice
water break. No one sat down for
long but wondered around enjoying
the view. Photos were taken and then
Rick said he wanted to take a
different route down. He headed for
the ridge on the opposite side we had
come up. It was a steeper but faster.
He had made a good decision. We
came down much faster. It was late
afternoon when we arrived back at
camp. We all agreed the hike could be
considered to moderate in difficulty.
The hikers that day all knew one an-
other before, but enjoyed a deeper




camaraderie and respect after spending
the afternoon together sharing the
“great outdoor experience”.

The Oak Mott: The group of hikers
had just enough time to grab a snack,
drink more fluids and visit with fellow
campers while cooling down, when
Richard innocently said “I am taking
my camera and go down to the Oak
Mott. | should be back in about an
hour.” Word quickly spread through
camp that Richard was going to the
Oak Mott. Most of us had no idea what
it was, but didn’t want to miss out. So
Richard heads out about fifteen
minutes later with four vehicles in tow
loaded with club members. Hey, he’s
our leader and if we want to impose, we
just do so. The Oak Moaitt is a cluster of
large oak trees that are bent over with
strange shapes, making a beautiful
canopy of shade in late afternoon. |
would think at night the setting would
be eerie with no stars or moonlight and
the sound of the wind whistling
through tree branches over head and
rushing water about a hundred yards
away in Independence Creek. The
group took lots of photos.

The children played in the leaves
(along with Richard), with sticks and
ran in the water. It was just the right
spot to visit with our last couple of
hours of daylight. | think our leader
knew that and lured us into the Oak
Mott experience. We took a group
photo even though part of the group
had left or were elsewhere taking
photos, and headed back to camp. All
afternoon there were conversations
about satellite radio channels, and
what time important football games
were going to start. It was easy to see
that dinner and football were the next
happening things in camp. The Day
family from Andrews arrived Saturday
afternoon. They are long time
members of the PBOC. In no time at
all they had their kayaks unloaded, set
up their tent and were out exploring.
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Saturday Night: We have some hard
core football fans in the PBOC. Beverly
Parsons had let everyone know she
would be checking out of camp life once
the Texas A&M game started, Wally
and Diane Post were set to catch the
Kansas State game. Wally had stored
his fishing pole and Diane had finished
grading papers from her class at UTPB,
and of course Richard was no way going
to miss out on the Texas Tech game. |
heard Cindy McGill (an A&M fan) and
Richard talking a little smack about one
another’s team. It was all in good fun.
Let it be known on Saturday nights
during football season, do not get be-
tween these folks and there satellite
radio or you may be unashamedly side
stepped. By the way, all the team fa-
vorites in camp Friday night won their
game. What a deal. About sunset the
football games were over so Alan and
Richard started plunking on their gui-
tars in the main camp area. The rest of
us began to meander over and find a
comfortable spot. We had a fire for
roasting marshmallows and making
smores. Sandra, Cindy, Tanner and
Wyatt came to the campfire with fixins
for smores. Naturally | volunteered to
help with the fire and wire roasters
thinking | might snag a few smores for
myself.

For some reason Saturday night turned
out to be a story telling night about
raising children and the hazards in-
volved for parents. The stories were all
great but | think the funniest tales of
woe and mischief were told by Stepha-
nie Harper. | don’'t remember all the
details except something about her
daughter and stupendous feats of
climbing, walking in paint and making
little footprints throughout the house
on beautiful hardwood floors. Stepha-
nie could receive the “Shinning Star
Camper” award for her participation on
this trip. She rose at sunrise, took
captured some great photos, hiked a
large part of the day and then joined in
with our evening pow-wow with great
stories.

Sunday Morning:

Word was out that there was a
petroglyph at the mountain due north

of the spring and Richard knew
where it was located. Several folks
had asked him on Saturday if he
would lead a hike up the mountain to

see the petroglyph. Richard knew
Rick Day is a noted amateur
archeologist and ask if he would
speak to our group about the site.
Sunday morning the entire group

took vehicles up the mountain road
to a fence line. From there we hiked
about three hundred yards or more
up to a small cave. There was one
visible petroglyph and several man
made striations. Rick Day was in the

middle of all the younger folks pre-
sent and enjoyed explaining to them
what they were seeing.

Looking out the view was nice from
the old cave dwelling. Several club
members did some exploring in the
immediate area and still others
climbed on to the top of the mountain
which was near the petroglyph.
Folks headed back and started
breaking camp. You see a lot of dif-
ferent techniques at this time for
breaking down gear and packing.
Some how breaking camp takes half
the time it does to prepare and stow
gear for a trip. As the moments
ticked away till departure time | kept
looking around trying to soak up as
much of the natural beauty in this
oasis of the Chihuahuan Desert of
West Texas. | thought this place is a
desert Shangri-la hidden away in
such a remote area. And like the
story, we too had to make our way
back to civilization. The good news is
there are other special moments in
time and place of nature waiting and
calling us to another happy trail in
the Permian Basin Outing Club.  See
ya’ on the trail.
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Rick, Oliva & Stephanie—Summit!
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Cindy, Sandra & Wyatt gazing at the Oak Mott
From Lord of the Rings
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Group gathering at petroglyph

Richard padding along easily
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Tanner cruising in kayak
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