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The Hike From…
or maybe,

How NOT to go hiking with your goat-boys…
The Fall of 2012 probably had some of the best 
late-season hiking in recallable memory.

So what to do… stay home and do ‘honey-doos’?

Ha! Not in this lifetime! As long as the weather 
prognosticator continues to say, sunny, continued 
mostly sunny, I am planning…

So, late fall, the nights are getting chilly, the days 
are not so warm, what could be better than a hot 
spring hike?

That’s it! I’ll go hot springing!

My chosen destination? My absolute favorite hot 
spring… where is that exactly?... shucks, the exact 
location seems to have slipped my mind… it’s 
somewhere in mid-Idaho, I’m thinking...

However, the night before, whilst cruising the 
Internet, the Forest Service man says to Larry, Ha! 
You’re not going there!

Hey! Why not? The answer? The �ires that are burning 
up most of Idaho this year are threatening to burn 
up my favorite hot spring. Very soon, there will not 
be anywhere to go hiking, it will all be closed.

So, second 
choice, I’ll 
depart from 
Boiling Hot 
Springs (and 
it bloody well 
is… one of the 
hottest HS in 
Idaho, comes 
out around 200+ degrees), cruise up past Pine Burl, 
on to Dog HS, then camp at Goat HS. Where else? 
Next day, Bull Creek Hot Spring!

Well, such was the plan, at least. What with the 
travel time, Pine Burl showed up around 4:30. 
Not bad, I’ll just continue on to the planned RON. 
Note here, that this will require at least 16 more 
crossings of the Middle Fork of the Payette River… 
in addition to the 4 previous crossings. One can 
get reeeeaaal tired of river crossings. Would it be 
that the rocks would not be as slippery as an ice-
covered rockfall.

Just prior to reaching Ground Hog HS, one HS short of 
the goal, reached down for the GPS for a time update. 
*$@(*&^&$# (Sorry, not presently printable), the GPS 
seems to have departed for a life on its own. Uh, oh, that 
was NOT in the current agenda! What to do? Retrace 
steps, and if GPS not found, RON at Pine Burl. Suf�ice to 
say that I am NOT a happy camper at this point. On the 
way back to Pine Burl, I noted also that Little Brother, 
one of the two goats that I had recruited for this 
venture, had allowed the camp chair to slide off onto 
the trail, presumably to lighten his load. Thoroughly 
castigated LB for shedding the chair, something that 
was without question not his fault (But I’m sure he 
wasn’t sorry to see it go, either).
Returned to Pine Burl with no sign of errant GPS, so 
bullet-biting time, set up camp, and enjoy the hot spring.
Next morning, after a soak or two, out�itted myself for 
hiking (a completely different out�it than needed for 
hot springing ), and headed back down the trail to 
retrace my steps, remembering at some point that I 
had checked my time at Pine Burl, so clearly I had kept 
the GPS under arrest, at least to that point.
I did have in mind one location that I posited as the 
absolutely only place I could have lost my direction-
�inder. So I hiked back to that point, thoroughly, and 
I do mean thoroughly searched this area for about 30 
minutes, then reluctantly resigned myself to continuing 
on and retracing last night’s steps.
Hiking slowly and scanning very completely both sides 
of the trail, just before the next water crossing, ‘what 
to my wondering eyes should appear’, but the very 
naughty GPS.
With great thanks 
to my Father in 
heaven, to whom 
I had directed a 
great number of 
entreaties that 
I might �ind my 
sneaky GPS, I 
headed back to 
Pine Burl for another soak. There was not time at this 
point to continue my originally planned venture, so I 
�igured to RON again, then head out.
At some point, early afternoon, I mused, maybe I ought 
to head back down the trail and see if I couldn’t also 
�ind my errant chair.

The Main Attraction

One of the 22 river crossings... 
  arrow denotes the trail
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So, after traveling almost halfway back to the 
trailhead, my still wondering eyes noted the chair, 
lying in the middle of the trail, right where Little 
Brother had sneakily cast it aside.
So… now back to Pine Burl for another soak.

So far, this is roughly parallel to a ‘Chip & 
Dale’ cartoon that I saw years ago. They 
are sitting and discussing some plan gone 
wrong, and one of them says, “This isn’t 
exactly the way I planned it!” and the other 
looks incredulously at him and remarks, 
“You planned this!!!???”

Also, in what should be another ‘sidebar’, 
I have to note that I chose as one of my 
two load-carriers for this trip, Little Brother, 
my ‘since-the-beginning’ problem goat. 
He is a great load carrier, if you can keep 
him moving. However, since he was not 
socialized properly, he has always been a 
challenge. On the way in he lagged behind 
further and further until he couldn’t see us, 
then would run until he could see us, then, 
if we were stopped, he stopped as well until 
we started moving, then continued to lag 
further behind.

Fast forward 
to the next 
m o r n i n g , 
we are all 
packed up 
and headed 
out for the 
trip home.

Down the 
trail we go, 
past the HS, 
and on down 
to the
Payette river 
to join with 

the trail. However, when we get there, no Little 
Brother. Since I �igured he was just lagging again, I 
called him several times. Still… no Little Brother.

So, back to up the side trail, about 1/8th of a mile, to 
the camping area. For the third time this trip, what 
to my wondering eyes should appear, but Little 
Brother. He is standing right where I had saddled 
& packed him, hasn’t moved one foot from that 
point.

By now, I have had just about all of LB that I could 
reasonably tolerate, noting that my fuse is a little on 
the short side anyway, so I grabbed the leash that is 
always on him (an act necessary due to experience 
with LB), and hauled him behind me down the trail to 
the river.

At the river, I hooked him to my other, much more 
cooperative goat, and he, Ezra, pulled him along back 
to the trailhead. At the TH, he refused to jump into the 
truck, at which point I had had my absolute �ill of this 
uncooperative animal (remembering that this stuff 
goes back about 7 years), and I told him, as I had told 
one other non-load carrier in the distant past, “YOU 
WILL NEVER SEE THE WOODS AGAIN!” And he won’t. 
(But not for the reasons I thought. It subsequently 
became obvious that on this trip, he had performed 
kind of the human equivalent of hiking 15-20 miles, 
carrying a maximum load, probably feeling like he was 
going to puke the whole way. Dang!)

OK. This should be the end to this sorry tale. But it isn’t.

As I am backing up my driveway after returning home, 
I note that Shadow, one of LB’s contemporaries, is lying 
on the ground with his legs jerking spasmodically. I 
know from what I see that this is NOT a good thing 
and I could pretty well tell, even from my truck, it 
was extremely likely that Shadow would not likely be 
getting up again.

By the time I got down in to the goat pen to minister to 
Shadow, he was obviously in his death throes, and died 
soon after. In reality, without going into Shadow’s past 
trials, we had planned to put him down prior to winter 
as we suspected that he wouldn’t make it through the 
stress of that period anyway.

OK. NOW! This REALLY should be the end to this sorry 
tale. Sadly it still isn’t.

Next morning, hook up the truck to the trailer to 
haul it to Idaho City to dump the holding tanks (way 
overdue), and the truck is doing just about everything 
but performing. Headed back home, which involved 
climbing up a very long hill to get to the driveway, and 
supposing that I will never be able to get the trailer 
back onto our property. In spite of my worst fears, 
wonder of wonders, I did. Absolutely had to be the 
grace of God, as the diesel engine was not putting out 
any power, smoking like mad, and generally telling me 
to go �ish.

Next morning, changed the fuel �ilter, truck returns to 

(note Little Brother… just a little speck back 
down the trail)
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normal, and all is well in Mudville… I think. However, 
considering the past week, who can be sure?

(In a �inal, dismal footnote, previously mentioned truck 
went ‘belly-up’ again in a couple weeks, and could only 
be rescued by the application of liberal amounts of 
money… $2500 to be speci�ic.)

Well, the �inal dismal footnote wasn’t �inal, or so it 
seems. A couple or three weeks later, while feeding 
salted peanuts to the boys, normally a very well-
attended event, wife notices that Little Brother  is 
nowhere to be seen... calls me immediately as LB is 
ALWAYS the �irst to arrive at the peanut gallery, and I 
travel down to the goat house to �ind LB where he has 
lain down next to the wall, and preemptively tripped 
across the rainbow bridge without so much as even 
saying goodbye. Why? Who knows? And with money 
quite short, an autopsy seems like an unnecessary 
expense. After all, dead is still dead.

Down to 4 packers at this point, as Coffee Bean is still 
not old enough to carry signi�icant weight.

I/We are earnestly hoping that our ‘turn in the barrel’ 
is over... at least for now.  Time, I guess, will tell...

At this point, I think the goats are saying; this AGAIN??
This is just a sidebar 
to this story. When I 
finally did get to Goat 
HS, what you see at 
the left is what I found. 
Completely trashed by 
the horse people/hunt-
ers. Believe me, this 
picture only scratches 
the surface. There was 
garbage everywhere. I 
have offered to the FS to 
go in and clean it up, but 
no answer so far!


