Quinault Valley


Hike #11:  Finley Creek;  Finley Peak            


       USGS Mount Christie


             Mileage:  Approximately 15 miles r/t. One day to overnight.


          Elevation gain:   Approximately 3000 feet.       	 


          Difficulty:   Easy to moderate.


          Season:  May through October
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	Gramps and I traveled this beauty of a stream with the original intent to catch-and-release the many Dolly Varden trout residing in the aquamarine pools.  The fishing was fantastic on this 1950’s summer day, and the fish were beautifully spotted in pink and green.  The lower creek resides underground for part of the year, and the trout were trapped and hungry and ready to take the bait.  However, we were so distracted by the beauty that we made plans for the following weekend to explore the headwaters.  We revisited often over the years.


	Negotiate the North Shore Road ( to the crossing of the usually dry bed of Finley Creek.  Thread your way up the extensive gravel bars, admiring the views of the Colonel Bob Massif (Hike #40) to the south.  The hills will start to close in within a couple of miles, and the creek will reappear as a graceful mountain stream, lined with ancient Bigleaf Maples and Western Red Cedars.  At about three miles, a series of mini-canyons will start to form.  


	This is one of the coziest creeks I’ve ever seen!  There is a singular beauty about the scaled down benches, rapids, pools and exposed bedrock.  The whole scene seems to envelop you in a comfortable wilderness embrace.  Take the time to absorb the nobility of the little nooks and crannies.  Watch the dark shadows as they interplay with the dappled sunlight.  Was that a fish, or are your eyes playing tricks?  Snap your head around in response to the splash of a frog doing a bellyflop.  Soothe your ears with the rustle of the maple leaves in the clean Olympic wind.  The photo opportunities are infinite here.  The picturesque little waterfalls sing and gurgle with vitality.  The greenery overhangs the hospitable canyon walls, contrasting pleasantly with the grayish rock.


	Take the right fork of the creek after about four miles.  The grade steepens and the cascades multiply significantly.  The creek is quickly decreasing in volume, and the rocks are increasing in mass.  The hillsides are steepening…


	Near the final major branching at the head of the creek, swing right and climb the long hillside to the top of Finley Peak.  This is a surprisingly long grind!  The map does not show it, but there are little meadows and ponds scattered along the 3400 foot ridge.  This is a model of archetypal subalpine topography. The flowers are redolent in the warm sunshine.  Frogs number in the thousands during a warm spell.  The gentle ridge is a virtual treasure of visual toys.  Revel in the green machine.  The slopes leading into the Big Creek drainage are reminiscent of an enchanted movie set.  The staghorn lichens are dense, adding to the fantasy.  The Silver Firs and Mountain Hemlocks march down through the intermittent glades, casting contorted shadows onto the heather and bedrock outcroppings.  


	The elusive crest of Finley Peak is semi-open terrain, with glimpses of the snow and rock of the Skyline area in the distance.  We were frankly not sure where the actual top of Finley Peak was!   An old trail trace can be seen, heading for Three Lakes.  Lily Lake is not too far from here.  I have not been there, but I would bet a bunch of lupine that it is very wild.  I would further wager at least one bootful of Olympic mud that it harbors a frog or two…    (








 


 


			  





   	
























































 





