Graveyard Ridge, Blueberries & Two Waterfalls



   August 28, 2010
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Ginny Holsapple, Traudel Sheumann, Peggy Brock, Bob Griffin, Fran Spicer, Bob Haussler, Peter Taylor and Gene Mire.

This handsome group completed the circumnavigation of Graveyard Ridge including visits to the two Waterfalls on the Yellowstone River and the picking of pounds of blueberries.  
Despite warnings of traffic holdups on the Blue Ridge Parkway we had no delays.

It was surprisingly cool and misty at the 10:30-ish start, but this cleared up, as was forecast, in an hour and the sun kept us warm without burning us up. 
We saw blueberry pickers and dogs and boy scouts; the trail was being well used between the two falls.  We did the Upper Falls first, then retraced towards the Lower Falls but turned north at the Connector Trail to the Graveyard Ridge Trail and went around the Graveyard Ridge Trail in the clockwise direction.  It is a bit overgrown and damp but easily passable.  The group was admirable and kept together and quite cheerful with a good deal of chatting.  Luckily nobody noticed the blueberry fields we were passing as there were those amongst us addicted to blueberries. 
At 1:00 PM, precisely on schedule, we arrived at the intersection with the Mtns, to the Sea Trail and the Ivester Gap Trails where we changed places with a large group of boy scouts and ate our lunches in peace.
During the potty break afterwards one of our observant ladies noticed that we were amongst a blueberry orchard, a discovery which extended the lunch break by a little less than an hour.
We continued around the backside of Graveyard Ridge and with just one revolt of the addicted blueberry picker and the friends who had caught her addiction and whom, because of the addiction, had delayed our trip by seven and a half minutes.  Nevertheless we arrived cheerfully at the Lower Falls and many of us paddled our feet in the water, one of us lowered her butt carefully into a fairly deep part of the ‘swimming hole’ and splashed around. Sadly, I was the only swimmer amongst them; but not too sadly, for it was wonderful and I was much energized by the swim.

We were later than I had thought and did not leave the parking lot until after 4:30. But, late though we were the drivers had to be stimulated with Dolly’s delightful ice cream.
Respectfully, Peter Taylor, Co-leader  & Fran Spicer, Sweep.
