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Another Trail Begins: August 4th, 2017
It's official . . . I am riding on the Colorado Trail! Today was our first real "trail
day," complete with gear, although the actual adventure started a couple of days
ago. And it included a lot more drama than I wanted or anticipated. But all in
all, I consider myself very fortunate, as all the bad things that happened could
have been so much worse.
I left my home in Topanga on August 1st, with a two day drive ahead to get to
the starting point of the Colorado Trail south of Denver. Because of some
missed connections, I left home without the health certificates that are usually
part of any out-of-state trip with the horses, but I wasn't very concerned about
that; I've never actually been asked to produce those certificates, and they have
simply sat in the glove compartment in my
truck. So when I realized that I was going
to be without them, I figured it wouldn't
really matter; after all, I did have the mandatory Coggins test papers, and the horses
are all up to date on all vaccinations, etc.,
and had been seen by a vet, so I knew that
everything was fine with them.
We drove to Utah on Tuesday and I
planned to stay in a horse camp there overnight, and that's when the first bad thing
occurred. As I was driving down the highway, almost to the camp, at about 9pm (I
forgot that the time would change and I
would lose an hour in the day), a doe and
fawn suddenly darted across the road in
front of me. I had a fully loaded pick-up
and three-horse trailer (the one I call
"Bombshelter"), but even if I was in a
more nimble and quick-stopping vehicle, it
wouldn't have been possible to avoid a collision, and unfortunately I struck the
fawn. I immediately pulled over and
rushed back to try to find it, although I
don't really know what I could have done if
I did; I was devastated that I had hit it and
wanted desperately for it not to suffer.

The doe ran off afterwards, and I never did find the fawn; it
would be nice to imagine that somehow it survived, but I
don't think that's possible.
I was an emotional wreck afterward, although looking back,
I suppose that it would have been worse all the way around
if I had stuck the doe instead, as the fawn would have died
of starvation without its mother, and it's possible that hitting
a bigger animal could have done serious damage to the
truck or to me and the horses, especially if it had caused me
to lose control while driving. So I continued to the horse
camp with a heavy heart.
The next day we were on the road early, and I was glad to
think that we would arrive at the horse camp near the beginning of the Colorado Trail with daylight to spare this
time. But as I crossed the state line into Colorado, I encountered a livestock inspection station. Ironically, if I had
exited the freeway for a gas station, I would have ended up
bypassing the checkpoint, so really it was hardly a foolproof method, and more likely to ensnare only people who
are honest and transparent, but when they asked for my
health certificates and I explained why I didn't have them,
they refused to let me enter the state. I called my vet, and
she was going to fax the papers as soon as possible, which
was fine with the inspectors, but she was in the field on call
and had hours of appointments ahead before she would be
able to return to her home office to do that. I tried to call
eight local vets (from a list the inspectors provided) and
none were available. At that point I was looking a long day
of sitting at the checkpoint with the horses in the trailer, and
I was feeling really overwhelmed by the irony and futility
of it all. To be honest, on top of the previous night's accident, it had me emotionally raw, and I started to fall apart
even though I was embarrassed that the inspectors could see
I was upset. But then they took pity on me and decided that
it would be okay for the vet to fax the forms to the state office instead (which is where they were going to send them
anyway) and they let me go. Once again, I was grateful that
what was a difficult situation turned out okay in the end.
But perhaps the worst was still ahead. As I was turning off
of the highway onto the dirt road that lead to Indian
Creek horse camp, all the sudden a bolt broke on the suspension for the trailer and one fender collapsed onto the
wheels. Thankfully I was going only about 5mph and on a
dirt surface, so the wheel just skidded across the top of the
gravel. But because of the delay at the checkpoint, it was
once again at the end of the day and getting dark, and I
wondered how I would ever find a way to get the trailer
repaired. I was supposed to ride part of the trail the next
day, in preparation for meeting my aunt to move the rig to
the next re-supply point where I would arrive five days later, and I didn't have any wiggle room with her, as she was
leaving the Denver area to drive back to her home in Spokane on the day that she was helping me.

Once again, however, I was immediately
thankful that this had happened when and
where it did, as I could only imagine the potential catastrophe if I'd been sailing down a
highway at 55mph when the bolt gave
way. So I unhooked the trailer, put the horses
in a corral at the horse camp, and drove back
to the highway where I had some cell service. At first I wasn't having any luck, as it
was after business hours, but then I got fortunate and found a trailer repair shop--the closest one to me, 30 minutes away--and the owner answered my call! It turned out that his
work number was also his cell phone. He had
me go back and take photos of the trailer to
text to him, and when he determined the problem, he said he had the parts on hand and
would send someone first thing the next
morning!
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So despite all the drama, I felt so lucky in the
end--at every turn, I could have encountered
something truly horrible, which definitely was a lesson about keeping things in perspective. And the next day-yesterday, August 3--I got the trailer fixed and then still managed to drop some supplies at a pick-up point, then drive
my trailer to the northern terminus of the CT. I parked it there and took a Lyft ride back to the horse camp, then rode
the horses 12 miles to the terminus and trailered back to camp. The reason for all of that is because there isn't a place
to stay with horses at the trailhead at Waterton, so beginning at Indian Creek horse camp is so much easier. But I also
didn't want to skip any trail miles. So this way I already rode from the section between Waterton and the turn-off to
Indian Creek, and now I will pick up from there and continue south towards Durango. It's a four-mile long access trail
to the CT, but it was worth it to make sure that I covered all of the trail.

Company on the CT: August 5, 2017
This was the sunset at our camp the first real evening on
the Colorado Trail--a fitting beginning for our new adventure. The next day started off well, again we chatted with
several endurance riders before hitting the trail. The endurance race course was a series of loops, some of which overlapped with the Colorado Trail. So the first 7 or 8 miles of
our day was along the course and we saw lots of endurance
riders traveling in both directions. Now Shyla is a very
competitive horse and in my 12 years of riding her, I don't
think we have ever been passed before by another horseback rider. We always seem to do the passing since Shyla
moves at a pretty quick pace. However, today we were being passed about every ten minutes and every time poor
Shyla would kick it up a notch to walk as fast as she could
since I wouldn't let her trot or canter. Many riders asked if
she was a gaited horse and were pretty humored to learn
that she is a quarter horse. As for Takoda, he was having to
keep a slow jog for those first 7 miles just to keep up.
Once we got off the race course, it was pretty smooth sailing. We stopped for lunch in a nice meadow. It's nice to
finally be riding a trail with plenty of grazing. We made it
to our camp by 6pm, having traveled 24.5 miles.

Moose Alert! August 6, 2017
Well the weather finally started to catch up to us this
day. The morning started off well, nice and sunny, but
by 1pm the clouds darkened. We got rained and hailed
on and off for the rest of the afternoon. Thankfully it
cleared up at about 6pm and we arrived at camp just
after 7pm, having covered 26 miles.
Just before entering camp, there were signs posted
warning about moose in the area. Our camp was also
littered with a few piles of elk poop. So I guess I
shouldn't have been surprised when Shyla woke me up
at 3am snorting and spinning in circles on her highline. Takoda was very anxious too. Neither of them
were going to let me sleep a wink so I got out of the
tent to try to call them down. Normally I'm happy to
go off into the woods and scare off whatever has the
horses in a tiff, but generally it's just cow, deer, black
bear, or elk as my options. Being in moose country changed the game though. I was not about to go
tromping out in the woods at 3am if a moose was
around, as they are known to charge and trample first
and ask questions later. So after half an hour of upset
horses, I finally figured that whatever had gotten them
worked up had likely moved on. But the only way to
convince the ponies of that was to walk a perimeter
around camp and show that it was safe by not being
eaten by anything. So off I went with my headlight on
high beam and making plenty of sounds. Once I got
back to the horses in one piece they seemed satisfied
and settled down. Glad I could be their guinea pig,
humph.

Weather Ahead August 7, 2017
We got a nice early start (although I was tired from
being awakened to check for monsters in the woods
at 3am!) since I planned to do just over 30 miles
today. We got up to 12,000 feet early in the day and
then dropped down lower.
It was cold and cloudy all day, though the rain didn't
start until 4pm. But, boy, did it come down then! I
ended up stopping 1.5 miles early (doing exactly 30
miles) because the horses and I were soaked and I
wanted to get into my tent. I definitely don't like the
idea of my horses being wet and cold, so I have
been packing nice warm and waterproof horse blankets in Takoda's packs. Thus all three of us were
very happy to get to camp today!

Two Passes in One Day August 8, 2017
It rained on and off the whole night last night so
everything was pretty wet in the morning. Thankfully it didn't matter much since I was planning on arriving at the truck and trailer this evening and
wouldn't have to worry about sleeping in a wet tent
since I could just sleep in the trailer. We got a pretty
late start (10:30am) and had to cover 28 miles and
go over two passes at 12,500 ft. So it was an ambitious day, with a late start, and terrible weather.
We stopped briefly at the top of our first pass, as the
storm threatened to break.
And then it started . . . We are at 12,500 ft, and I
thought I was going to be blown off the ridge it was
so blustery. I have never felt such cold wind:
my face was completely numb in seconds. The
horses and I jogged down the steep grade to get below treeline. At least Colorado storms pass quickly,
and the rained stopped within an hour.
We had better luck with the second pass, and we're
just drizzled on during the 12 mile accent. At the
top of the pass though we had clear veiws and it
was gorgeous.
We somehow made it to the trailer by 7pm and I
found us a lovely camp spot to enjoy for our next
three days off trail.

Rest & Resupply August 11, 2017
We got to our first resupply location on near Camp
Hale on the 8th, with a planned layover for a couple
of days to prepare and restock for the next section,
then move the rig ahead again. The truck and trailer
were waiting for us where my aunt had parked them
for me, and with all the rain that we've been having, I
was very grateful to have the option of pitching my
tent inside the trailer and keeping extra dry!
The horses have been doing great, and Shyla's new
saddle from Tucker Trail Saddles seems to fit her really well. We are also using a new Supracor pad,
which I slipped inside a fleece cover meant for a pack
saddle pad to make for a softer surface that won't rub
hair off her withers. She seems to be very happy with
the new combination, and both horses show no signs
off soreness or pressure on their withers.
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Nothing much happened on the 9th other than I learned that the road I picked to camp on was along a gas line of
sorts and the road was supposed to be closed since there was a crew working the area during the week. They were
super nice though and let me camp and drive on the road as I please. I was also able to drive into the closest town,
which is Leadville, to find a place to shower.
The 10th was a much more exciting day. I woke up at 6am and could hear the horses munching on leftover dinner. I
went back to sleep. I woke up again at 8am and decided to feed the horses their breakfast. I pop out of the trailer, but
there are no horses! One of the corral panels (made of PVC pipe) is broken in half, which is where they obviously
escaped. I immediately start panicking, picturing my horses lost forever in the Colorado mountains. I jump into the
truck (still in my PJs) and with out even tying my shoelaces or even putting on socks for that matter, I drove down
the road to talk to the crew guys. No one had seen my horses and they had been working since 5am. Now I'm crying
and calling out for Shyla hoping to hear her nicker. I went back to camp to look for their tracks. I found them and
they went the opposite way up the road. I followed their tracks uphill for 3 miles in the truck until I reached a locked
gate prohibiting entry into a mining facility. Naturally the horses found a way around the gate and their tracks continued into the mine facility. So I hopped the gate and continued on foot. I followed them for another mile and a half
till I finally found some workers. They had seen my horses galloping through the construction area just 20 mins ago.
They gave me a lift in their truck to where security was keeping an eye on my horses.

We drove 4 or 5 miles before finally catching up to them. I couldn't believe how fast they were traveling. They were
about to exit the mine facility and cross hwy 91. I was terrified of them getting hit by a car and took off at a sprint
down a scree slope towards the hwy. Takoda started to enter the road and I somehow managed to run full long into
Shyla just before she got onto the hwy. Takoda stopped once I had Shyla and I quickly got them off the road while
traffic stopped. The guys at the mine loaned me some rope so that I could tie the horses to some trees. Then security
gave me a lift back to my truck and I drove back to camp, got the trailer, and drive an hour to the mine to get the
horses. It was quite the morning. I called my poor mom and cried hysterically to her while I drove to get the horses.
So many terrifying things could have happened and I was so relieved to have my horses safe and sound.
Today, I drove the truck and trailer for two and a half hours to Marshall Pass (my next resupply) and met the little
brother of a friend who agreed to give me a lift back to the horses. It took most of my day, but I was back to my
camp on the dirt road by mid afternoon.

After the Drama, We Hit the Road August 12, 2017
After all the events of the past few days, it was almost a relief to get back on the trail. We left camp
at 9:30. We walked for a mile and a half down the
dirt road 714 till we got back to the Camp Hale
Trailhead where we had gotten off the Colorado.
From there it was a pretty uneventful 28 mile day.
We got rained on a bit in the late afternoon but
nothing too bad. We camped along a decent sized
creek where there was some grass for the horses to
graze on.

Lakeside Trails August 13, 2017
We had another big day today, 29 miles, so we
were out of camp and on trail by 9am. We were in
the trees for most of the morning and rode through
some Aspen groves just before lunch. Takoda as
usual managed to beg me into giving him a few of
my flour tortillas, so I had a torilla-less bean burrito for lunch.
In the early afternoon we dropped down out of the
mountains into Twin Lakes, Colorado. There were
rode along the east side of the lakes before getting
back into the mountains. Just before camp, we
descended into Clear Creek Reservoir where we
made camp for the night.

Colorado Rollercoaster August 14, 2017
I had another long day planned, 27 miles, so we were on trail just after 9am. The trail had three big climbs today so
we felt like we were either climbing up the steep trail or sliding down it. On our third climb, the afternoon thunderstorms rolled in and we got rained and hailed on again at 12,000 ft. Thankfully the sun was back out by the time we
got to camp so we were able to dry off. There is nothing worse that setting up and taking down a tent in the rain, so
anytime I get to avoid that situation I'm thankful.

Another Day, Another 20 Miles August 15, 2017
We finally had a short day planned, just 20.5 miles. I definitely enjoyed sleeping in an extra hour and taking my
time in the morning. We got on trail at 10:30. Around 1pm the trail turned from single track to pavement and we
walked along the side of a road for about 2 hours. The road went through a tiny town whose biggest namesake appeared to be its hot springs. Sadly I did not have time to check them out for myself, not to mention Shyla is not a
fan of blacktop or the traffic that comes with it. So she was on a mission to get through that town as fast as possible
and poor Takoda had to jog along next to her to keep up. Once out of the town the trail returned to dirt and stayed
relatively flat as it crossed through grassy pine woods (terrible description but it's the stuff in the pic). I wasn't too
confident about our grazing situation in camp for that night so 4 miles before camp we stopped for an hour so the
horses could fill up as much as possible. Sure enough, there wasn't any grass in camp so I was glad we took the
time to eat earlier.

Marshall Pass August 16, 2017
This was my last day for this section, and I was
looking forward to getting to where I had moved the
rig to our next resupply spot. We got a decent start
to the day and were on trail by 8:30. I wanted to
make it to Marshall Pass, 28 miles away, as early as
possible since I was only going to have one rest day
to get all my chores done and wanted to get started
that evening.
Our morning went by quickly but the afternoon
seemed to go by at a snail's pace. That's probably
due to the fact that we had to spend several miles
riding up a dirt road and that always seems to make
the miles crawl by.
We also passed the halfway point in our ride today,
and there was a garter snake waiting to meet us!
Then around midday we stopped in a grassy meadow for a quick bite for the horses.
As we headed towards the top of the climb just before Marshall Pass, the wild flowers were insanely
beautiful. I'm kicking myself in hindsight for not
taking a picture, I was so focused on getting to
camp. The view from the top was also my favorite
up to this point in the trail. I like how it keeps getting better the farther south I go.

Sheep Alert! August 17, 2017
I had a busy day of going to town (over an hour's drive away) in order to do food shopping and take a shower, and
then preparing the horses' and my food for the next 4 day stretch. At least I got to see this mama bighorn sheep and
her lamb as I was leaving camp to drive into town!

Easy Rider August 18, 2017
Like my ride? I'm upgrading to an iron horse. But really this was my
ride back to the horses after I moved the rig ahead to Spring Creek Pass.
I had to hitchhike 155 miles back to Marshall Pass and completely
lucked out when Dave, a youth pastor from Oklahoma stopped on his
Harley Davidson and picked me up. He took me all the way to Poncha
Springs, which was just 15 miles from Marshall Pass. I had an absolute
blast riding that Harley and chatting with Dave. I had been so worried
about doing such a long hitch and most of it not being on a major highway. I really lucked out. I then met up through Instagram with Paul who
offered me a ride up the 15 miles of dirt road . Dave and Paul were both
so incredibly kind and generous with their time and I hope they know
how grateful I am to them getting me back to Shyla and Takoda.

Greener Pastures August 19, 2017
We got back on the Colorado trail today and had a super easy day, just 12 miles. I finally got to sleep in (till 9am!)
and we didn't hit the trail till noon. It was a pretty uneventful day aside from all the mountain bikers and motocross
riders we saw. I guess that's Saturdays for you in Colorado. I was especially impressed with the motocross riders, as
they were all so kind and polite. I saw about two dozen (in three different big groups) and they all stopped and
turned off their bikes as soon as they saw the horses and me. Shyla is not a fan of dirt bikes so she and I gave them a
wide birth. Takoda, however, was happy to go up to the guys for pets before moving along--he is definitely my outgoing horse. We made it to camp by 4pm (WHAT?!) and it was along a beautiful meadow with knee high grass. It
was definitely a good day as far as the horses were concerned.
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Mosey on Down the Trail August 20, 2017
Once again, we had a quiet, relaxing day. We gained some elevation in the morning as we climbed up to Sargent's
Mess. When we stopped for lunch, Takoda did his absolute best to try to get in the middle of my cooking. I was just
trying to boil water so I could rehydrate some refried beans to make a burrito, but he kept trying to pull the lid off
of my stove, and thus tipping it over. I had to bribe him with pieces of tortilla to finally get 30 seconds in order to
boil the water. Our afternoon was uneventful as we made our way downhill to Lujan Creek where we camped for
the night. Overall it was a very easy 21 mile day.

The Cow That Crashed the Party August 21, 2017
This was a day with a lot of flat dirt road walking,
which is not my favorite. The wide open views are
amazing to start but then it's that exact same view
for hours so the sense of majesty wears off quickly.
In the early afternoon, the thunder clouds rolled in
and we got rain on and off for several hours. Luckily the rain stopped just 30 mins before we got to out
camp at Eddiesville Trailhead. There were two
horse corral hidden up on a hill side just out of
view. Thankfully there was a sign with an arrow
pointing in the direction of the corrals. No horses
had clearly been in them this year as the grass was
knee high inside the corrals but was thoroughly
grazed down by cattle outside of the corrals.
We even had two heifers and their calves crash our
campsite while I was setting up. They were very
curious of Shyla and Takoda. One cow kept trying
to investigate the panniers since she could smell the
horses' feed in there. I had to leave the panniers
right outside my tent so that I could shoo her off
whenever I could hear her creeping around in camp.
Despite the visitors though, it was a fantastic spot
and the horses loved all the grazing and comfy bedding that the long grass provided.

The Reason for the Ride
August 22, 2017
Okay, I can say that without a doubt, this was my
favorite day on trail. We started off climbing up for
several miles. We followed alongside a large creek
until the last few hundred feet where we reached San
Luis Pass. The view from here was incredible. We
were a thousand feet above treeline and there was
beautiful blue sky with the fluffiest white clouds. I
couldn't stop taking pictures.
As we rode along we saw lots of marmonts and pika, but the highlight of the day was seeing my first
moose! It was a huge bull with a magnificent rack.
He and the horses were starring intensely at each
other. The moose kept his distance but I was so happy that he didn't just run off and instead let us have a
good look at him. It had been a dream of mine to see
a moose on this ride, so I was absolutely elated.

As we rode away, I could hear the thunder booming in the distance. Within 15 minutes the sky opened up and the
rain poured and there was quite a bit of thunder and lightning. We were up high, traveling between 11,000 and
12,000 ft, so not an ideal place to be during a storm. We walked as fast as we could so as not to hold still. Thankfully it was a quick storm and the thunder and lightning passed within an hour. It was very cold however for the rest of
the day and my shoes and pants were soaked.
Despite feeling so cold, though, I was still so happy from seeing my first moose and knowing that we would be arriving at the trailer that night so I would be warm and dry soon enough. There isn't any camping allowed at Spring
Creek Pass so I left my rig off of a dirt road that was a half mile south of where the trailhead was. Conveniently
there was a huge stock corral here. Some of the fencing was questionable so I carried over panels of my portable
corral to secure to areas of fence that were missing panels. Takoda is a good jumper so I wasn't going to take any
chances of him escaping again, though I'm sure Shyla wouldn't have jumped the fence. Once they were blanketed
and fed, I settled into the trailer to change into dry clothes and make some tea and dinner.

Looking back, I would have to say this was my favorite day of 2017. It wasn't even a perfect day if you count the
rain and hours of riding in freezing wet clothes, but the beauty I saw more than made up for it. I live for days like
this one.

A Little R&R August 24, 2017
I took two rest days after this section. The horses loved their luxurious little pasture and spent lots of time lying
down and grazing. This was our last rest time before our final push to Durango. We were situated between Lake
City, CO and Creede, CO. I spent most of my time in Creede. It is a stunning little town with these sheer rock faces
on one side and then endless green rolling hills and plains on the other. I spent my first day off finding a shower and
running errands. For my second day I had to move the rig to Durango where we would finish our ride. It was a 3.5
hour drive there. I was worried again about finding a ride all the way back to the horses so I decided to ease some of
my anxiety by ordering an Uber! There are only four Uber drivers in Durango and I was lucky enough to get one
willing to spend 7 hours driving round trip. It was $200 ride but well worth it seeing as I wasn't spending money on
staying in horse camps or anything else aside from showers and food. I was back with the horses by mid afternoon. I
had moved them on to a highline and out of the stock corral since when I moved the trailer I had to pack up the portable corral panels that I was using to fortify the dilapidated fence. I read and drank tea for the rest of the afternoon
before going to sleep nice and early before our starting our last trail section in the morning.

Into Thin Air August 25, 2017
Well I didn't get as early of a start as I wanted. It
was freezing that night and I woke up to frozen
grass and water in the morning. What kind of August is this??? So I hid in my tent till things thawed
out a bit more. We left camp around 10am. Thank
goodness I'm fortunate enough to have fast walking
horses because we had a 28 mile day ahead of us.
We were above treeline almost the whole day. We
even reached the high point of the Colorado trail on
this day at 13,200 ft.
This is the first half of a 40 mile stretch that stays
around 12,000 ft. That is very high. This also meant
that we were camping above treeline so no
highlining in camp this night. I had to leave the
horses on picket lines for the whole night. The horses did well, but I got up several times during the
night to make sure they hadn't gotten themselves
tangled. This was definitely the coldest night I had
on trail and temps went down into the high 20s. All
of our water froze and even my tent's rain fly was
stiff in the morning.

The Stunning San Juan Range
August 26, 2017
Once we thawed out in the morning from our
coldest night on trail, we got going. We had a 32
mile days ahead of us so it was going to be a long
one.
For the first 20 miles we stayed above treeline and
the views we're incredible. The San Juans are absolutely breathtaking and have made this entire
month in Colorado worth every mile.
In the mid-afternoon we followed a steep and
rocky trail down thousands of feet, crossed some
railroad tracks and then climbed thousands of feet
back up. I didn't get to camp at Molas Lake till
almost 9pm. Thankfully we had an easy day the
next day so we weren't planning to wake up early.

A Magic Carpet of Flowers August 27, 2017
We took our time this morning since we only had to cover 21 miles today, and we hit the trail around 11am. For the
first 10 miles the trail wound through gorgeous mountain flowers. Lots of yellow, and pink, and indigo colors lined
the trail.
We stopped for lunch around 2pm and I meandered though the flowers taking pictures while the horses grazed. The
weather was fantastic today too and we didn't have a single threatening cloud pass overhead.
At the end of the day, we camped at Bolam Pass Rd. where there was a small lake surrounded by lush green grass.

Sunset Views August 28, 2017
It was another long day today. We covered 30 miles, the vast majority of which followed along a ridge where we
had trees to our right-hand side and then a drop off with a view on the lefthand side. I was very engrossed in a book
I had been reading so I ended up letting Shyla mainly walk along on autopilot while I read to pass the time. I don't
normally feel bored but every once in a while the time just seems to go by at a snail's pace and I need to distract myself to keep my sanity.
This was going to be our last night on the Colorado trail, and mother nature gave us a real finale for a sunset. The
sky was so pink. We were only a half mile from camp but decided to stay up on the ridge and watch the sun set before dropping down below to Taylor Lake where we finally camped for the night.

Durango August 29, 2017
We finished the trail today! Our last day didn't have
any special views as we were mainly going down,
down, down in elevation and we were surrounded
by trees. It got much warmer too as we got lower in
elevation; I had almost forgotten it was still summer
below 10,000 ft.
But the Colorado trail didn't quite let us finish without a final storm. When were about 10 miles from
the end of the trail a storm rolled in and hail poured
from the sky. Colorado has taught me that while the
horses don't mind rain or thunder, they do not like
hail, and they will often stop once we are under
some trees to take a break from being pelleted by
the pea-sized ice balls. While waiting for the storm
to pass, I crossed paths with a hiker from the PCT in
2016! He recognized the horses and asked if I had
been on the PCT the year prior. We had met around
mile 1025 and walked together for a few miles. It
was great to chat and catch up. I had bumped into
several other PCT hikers on the Arizona Trail back
in April and May too. I love how I can run into people in different state in a different year and draw a
connection back to the PCT. It's always an amazing
and unique connection to share.
Once the hail passed, the sun came out again and it
was downright warm out. We made it to the end of
the trail by 5pm. There was a horse camp 30 mins
away so I trailered the horses there for the night and
the next morning we headed for Arizona and then
home to Los Angeles. I was sad to leave the mountains for the next 8 months, but I am already planning our next adventure for 2018! Hopefully we'll
be back in Colorado very soon . . .

