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Knobstone Hiking Trai, Thww Hiked—Nov. 29-Dec 12, 2024

After-Thanksgiving 2024 KHT Solo- Thwu-Hike Week #1

I visited my brother and his wife inv Lowisville for Thanksgiving, and I supple-
mented my visit withv a two-week KHT hike from Deawn Lake novthbound. Evesv
though I hawe beew living inv Normany, Oklahoma for almost 25 yeawrs and otih-
er places before that, we grew up in Floyds Knobs inv Floyd County. I had al-
ready hiked the Knobstone Trail from Delaney Park southv inv November 2019,
ond I was interested inv seeing the entive KHT. My brother wawrned me that
weather reporty were forecasting nighittime temperatures in the teens, but I
had my 5 -degree Western Mountaineering sleeping bag; a nice-but-o-bit-
heavy REI tent, and plenty of clothes.

They let me off at the Deawn Lake trailhead inv early afternoon ow Friday, No-
vember 29, and I hiked about 7.5 miles with the remaining daylight. I met
several doy hikers during the first 5 miles heading soutihv back to-the parking
lot, and I noticed that the tornado damage that was so-evident in 2019 was
growing back withv v myriad, of saplings that were already taller thaw I am.
The KT iy very well maintained, although some of the steps that lead up and
doww the steep hills are getting old and coming out of the ground invplaces.

The night was clear and cold; as was Satwrday morning, but clouds stawted
moving i duwring the afternoon. I met a couple of lone hunters; and I talked
with the second guy. He said he way just scouting around, but he had his rifle



i case he got lucky. I told himvthat I hadwt seenw oy deer, but I was pretty
noisy withv all the fallen leaves everywhere. After avfew miles move; I cowvefully
descended the big steep Mill downwto-IN 160, and I noticed that theve were no-
Jjugs of water cached onwthe hill as I had seenv plenty of inv 2019. After avfew
move miles, I camped onthe trail very close to-mile 22 and neawr the Novtiv
Branchvof Big Ox Creek. It was already snowing, which continued past mid-
night, but the temperatuwe way less cold thaw the night before.

There were no-hunters or anyone else on the trail onw Sunday. I had to-be very
cawveful about slipping and sliding inthe snow up and doww the steep hills, so-
I only made it to-mile 31.5. I was not very good about getting up eanrly onthis
hike; so-I didw't really get stowted most days until 9 AM or evenv 10 AM. What I
did notice were av sswprising number of pawprinty of caty walking along the
lengths of snow-covered fallenw branches. I asked my brother if these weve feral
houwsecaty or maybe bobcaty. He leaned toward the bobcat hypothesis, clain-
ing that southernw Indiana was rife withy them these days - ever getting into-
residentiol neighborhoods.

Monday, I made it past mile 43 toward Spurgeonw Hollow Lake near a creek
where I could get water. The only people I saw were inv vehicles o the roads;
especially IN 56. Tuesday morning mawked the end of the Knobstone Trail ands
the beginning of road walking onthe Pioneer section - Rooster Hill Road,

IN 135, Goot Hollow Road; and Haleysburg Road. I found the tombstone
mawker of donor naumes o the east side of Haleysburg Road, but I was unable
to-find the trail on the west side of the road thwough the Oak Heritage Con-
servancy. I thervefore walked along Wheeler Hollow Road to-Ault Sawmill
Road, where I easily found the other end of the trail. It was getting dawk, so-1
camped o the Conservancy land;, which the KHT website deems acceptable.

OnWednesday, I walked to-and along Buffalo-Bottoms Road and Spavks Ferry
Road to-the old railroad bridge across the East Fork of the White River, which
my brother said that he has canoced under. I sat doww for a while in Spawrks-
ville Pawk to-eat snacks and to- shield myself from av fairly strong wind, which
cleared the sky and brought temperatures up to-about 50 degrees this one davy.


https://www.google.com/maps/search/135,+Goat+Hollow+Road?entry=gmail&source=g

I did find the KHT trail segment heading east out of Spawksville;, but it wos
wmawked ond unmaintained after the gate, so-I turned back after just av lit-
tle while. I got all kinds of hitchhikers on my clothes; and it was av pavinv to-pull
them off: I followed Spawvksville Pike novthvto- (Jackson) County Road (CR)
1200, passing bucolic fields with - horses. CR 1200 soow turned to-gravel and
went doww to-cross Dry Creek: The creek was certaindly not dvy and the crossing
was v messy ford, but a big FedEx truck whigged by and nowigated itself just
fine. It was getting dawk, so-I walked west along the creek for afew tens of me-
ters and camped av little bit aoway from the creek. This was aw wooded area, so-
no-one saw me.

Thursday morning was back to-being cold and cloudy again. I walked past
Hemlock Bluff Nature Preserve and continued nortivto-Baseline Road. At this
point I stoawted trying to-get an Uber ride to-the Dollow General (DG) Store to-
the west onvUS 50, but no-driver would answer, so-I had to-walk the 5 miles to-—-
wawd Bedford. Onthe way I caume to-the Plaga Motel; which I had seexv on the
map. It was old but quite nice; so-I stayed there for $56 plus tax. They had o
boiler which kept the room toasty wawrmu. No-flimsy electric heat here, and the
temperature was forecast to-go-down to-13 degrees;, my coldest night onthe
trail. I was able to-walk the remining 1.2 miles to-DG and back withv no-big
pack; and I resupplied for most of a week for not much over $50. At the motel I
wa able to-recharge my cellphone and two- ovuv power banks conweniently.

After-Thanksgiving 2024 KHT Solo- Thwu-Hike, Week #2

Lagy me, I didw't get out of the Plaga Motel on US 50 until 10 AM on Friday,
December 6, but it was pretty cold. I backtracked 5 miles east along US 50 and
walked novtivand east along the KHT -prescribed county roads to-the Pletzer
Camp. Onthe way, there were hovses in fields and a couple of homestead junk-
yawds: I found the clearly blaged path from the camp thwough the woods;
climbing over o couple of stiles to- (Jackson) County Road (CR) 400, but I
could not find the continumation of this trail nortivof CR 400. Therefore, I road
walked the rest of the way to-the Frank Fisher Bawn, and I easily found the
novtivend of the missing trail just soutiv of the bauwrn.



By this time; it was mid-afternoonw and the sky was clear and bright. A wowrm-
ing trend was beginning that lasted o few days. I followed the Cristy Easement
trail to- ity high point, thew doww into-the former MOTO ATV awea. This was the
worst pawt of the entive KHT in terms of lack of maintenance and just poor
trail location in bottomlands. I ripped my REI jacket o some briowrs, and the
Jjacket stouwted leaking insudation a little bit, which I was not able to-stop be-
cause I had forgotten my repair tape. Finally, the trail headed up to-the road,
and I climbed over the fence using the very nice and new stile. Back o county
roads; I walked northvacross IN 58 to-the Hickory Ridge Trail systew in the
Hoosier National Forest. The first thing I noticed was that the sign at the evv-
trance of the traill had beew spattered withv o healthy dose of buckshot. By this
time it was getting dark; so-I only hiked a couple hundred meters to-ov cov-
venient camping location near av creek.

Satuwrday tuwrned out to-be my longest hiking day onthe trail. I followed travils
west and novtivand passed o couple of ladies riding hovses. I remembered
that stock animals have the right of wayy, so-I gawve them av wide bevtiv. By af-
ternoon I reached the Hickory Grove chuwch and cemetery. There was av privy
there, so-I was able to-do- my business without having to-dig a hole inthe
woods. There was also- o sigw admonishing horvsemen to- show some respect ands
keep their hovses out of the cemetery.

Soow the trail reached ity westernmost poink, swung awrouwnd toward the east,
ond climbed onto-av ridge. Ay it got dawk, I was hoping to-find avlow point
and v water source; but that did not happen. I had to-keep hiking withv a
headlamp all the way to-CR 1190 neowr Mauwmee; whereupo I descended off
road to-the Soutiv Fork of the Salt Creek where I caumped. The creek was nov-
flowing; evidently paut of Lake Movwoe; so-I had to-find a big stick to-bashv
through awv inchv of ice inv ovder to-get to-the water. I did not get into-my sleep-
ing bag unttl after 11 PM, and I found out the next morning that I was not
supposed to-have camped there because the land was associated with the lake
and was not pawt of the national fovest.

Sunday was the best weather doay of my hike:. I road walked a couple of miles
to-the southvend of Nebo-Ridge and followed the trail for the advertised 8.3
miles to-Elkinsville Road. Skies were cleawr and bright, and a couple of not-so-



young mountair bikers whigged past me towoard the end. I crossed the Middle
Fork of the Salt Creek; and once again I had to-bash though the ice inv ovder
to-flll my water bottles, although it turned out that I could hawe waited until
Blue Creek; whichy was flowing and not ice-covered. I walked about 2 or 3
miles on Blue Creek Road to- ity end, which mawvked the stowt of Hovse Trail D.
This trail climbed onto- another ridge onw whichv I camped after a mile or so-

Finally, onv Monday morning I reached the Tecwmseh Trail. Strangely, the
traill's terminuy is not at the top of the ridge. Instead, I had to-walk doww off
the ridge ovw aw eroded trail withv loty of little pink flags to-Panther Creek.
There I found a beat-up old “End of the Tecwmseh Trail” sign and av nice, new -
er bench:. The southvend of the Tecuwnmselv Trail appears to-be the wild end; withv
some views, no-other hikers, and no-shelters. By mid-afternoow I crossed IN 46
and ended up camping ontop of High King Hill, just southvof Lake Yellow -
wood. Looking doww thwough the trees; I saw one camper walking around
withv v headlight, but there were certaindy no-crowds of campers at this time of
yeawr. There was nice bench at the top of the hilly, and it was v covwenient place
to- cook and eat.

Tuesday stowted out as o misty morning, which shwouded the lake. I followed
the trail along the west side of the lake and signed the trail register at the
novthvend. The trail headed up hWill and followed another long ridge, while
the mist burned off, leawing mostly clear skies once again. After crossing
Lanowm Ridge Road, I eventually reached what Gaiow callsy Chawlie’'s Shelter,
which is fully enclosed and up ow stilts. It was getting late; so-I was going to-
howe to-skip my planned side trip to-the Helmsburg General Stove. I took av
cheating shovtcut across the rairoad track, across IN 45, and o mile ov two-
movre; where I camped along the trail.

Wednesday was the last davy of above-freezing temperatures and my last full
day of hiking. I passed the Fox Dew Lean-to; Beawr Lake; the new Backcountry
Shelter, and several nice bridges. This is the well-developed novthend of the
Tecumseh Trail. I met three Morgan-Movwoe State Forest (MMSF) personmnel
putting in some new trail cameras neowr Low Gap Road, but I kept going wnttl
I reached the Rock Shelter. I had gotten the impression from Gaia that this



was just like the other shelters I had seevy;, but it finally occuwred to-me invthe
semi-dowkness that this was just av rock overhang in the deep hollow. Camping
underneativthe overhang did keep me shielded from the little bit of snow that
fell; but the temperatures once again went back doww into-the teens.

I made it to-the MMSF office and visitor center by noow onw Thawsday, Decem-
ber 12 and this time I was able to-get an Uber ride to-Martingburg. While I
was waiting for my ride; I looked avound the visitor center displays and
found that I was not supposed to-have camped at the Rock Shelter - that back-
couwntry camping was ondy allowed east of Low Gap Road: The attendant said
that it was no-problemy; that no-one was invthe forest with these kinds of tem-
peratures. My Uber soovw awrived; and I bought a bus ticket on-line from the
Maowtingville McDonald' s to- Indianapolis, then to- Louisville, wheve my brother
picked me up at the bus station at 10 PM that evening.
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