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SUMMARY 
20km/12mi  

820m/2665ft  

7h from 11:30-8:30 

 

    

 # OF WATER 
SOURCES 
2: one clear & cold 
piped spring, and one 
foul smelling slough.  

DAY ONE: ASHLAND TO HOBART BLUFF 
         
 

July 1/22            Our first morning was 
spent packing up from our motel room 
in Medford and then hitting up a store or 
two for trail snacks and fuel. After a bit 
of a confusing bus schedule, we made 
it to Ashland, and then with the help of 
a trail angel, made it to the trailhead by 
11am. We were SO excited to finally be 
on the trail! Although hot and dry, the 
trail was lined with wildflowers and the 
trees were all so green (no pine beetles 
here!). We took a break in a grassy field 
under a pine tree, and another one 
where we had a great view of Pilot Rock 
and the plains heading towards 
Ashland.  

 

Our first water was 8-9km from the 
trailhead, and we were ready to fill 
up our bottles by the time we got 
there. As we filled from the small but 
chilly piped spring, we chatted with 
Wendy from Texas who was out for 
a long hike, herself. Not long after 
we finished refilling our bottles we 
were met by GB and Fifty, two 
Canadian thru hikers who had 
started in March at the Mexico 
border. After swapping some stories 
we continued our way down the 
sunny trail. 

TRANSPORT 
One taxi, two buses, 
and a ride from a trail 
angel to make it from 
Medford to the 
trailhead. 

 

Picture: Sunset at 
Hobart Bluff, after our 
first day on the PCT. 
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The wildlife so far was primarily lizards, which was 
novel, since they are absent in the Canadian 
Rockies. Views were wonderful: Mount Shasta to 
the south of us, oak bushes, wildflowers such as 
red rockets, and big, beautiful pines. Our next 
water source was early in the evening, so we 
decided to have supper by the source, and then 
carry enough for breakfast and to get us to the 
next source the next day.  

As I set up the supper fixings in the small 
campsite, Fifty & GB joined us again – they had 
already done many more miles than us and 
would be stopping here for the evening.  Mark 
came back from the watering hole, thoroughly 
unimpressed by its cattle slough vibes, but we 
filtered and boiled and ate our supper (and a full 
row of Oreos…. ok, two full rows) as we chatted 
with our impressive new trail acquaintances. We 
fully enjoyed their stories but were both envious 
of the two of them since we had tried to get the 
time off so that we could complete the trail in its 
entirety but were denied leave from our 
teaching positions. Alas, 60 days on the trail was 
better than no days. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It was after 8pm and we had walked 20km (12mi) 
with full packs. As we reached the bluff, the sun 
was low, and casting a warm golden colour. After 
finding a suitable spot to place our tent, we sat 
and enjoyed the sunset: a gorgeous red hue that 
was the perfect end to our first day on the PCT. 

After cleaning up, we left the hikers to set up their 
camp as we made our way a few more miles 
north. I was still in kilometer mode, but that would 
eventually change, as the PCT and all its signs and 
maps are in miles. Nevertheless, on we hiked into 
the evening towards Hobart Bluff. Luckily, we 
came across a small parking lot with a pit toilet 
and a garbage can. Even though it was our first 
day, it was nice to get rid of garbage and use a 
toilet, however rustic. Arriving at the junction to 
the short but steep spur trail leading up to the 
bluff, we were ready to call it a day.  
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