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Traveling Alone: The John Muir Trail (2017/2018)
 
by Christy G. Keeler, Ph.D.
 
 
￼￼
 
 

	September 6-22, 2017
	September 8-14, 2018

	Total Mileage: 175 miles
	Total Mileage: 72 miles

	Direction: NOBO JMT 0- JMT 151
	Direction: NOBO JMT 151- JMT 211

	Location: Whitney Portal to Red’s Meadow
	Location: Red’s Meadow to Happy Isles

	Total Days from Whitney Summit: 15 days
	Total Days from Red’s Meadow: 5 days

	Average Daily Mileage: 10.9 miles
	Average Daily Mileage: 14.3 miles

	Total Hiking Hours: 154 hours
	Total Hiking Hours: 49 hours

	Total Elevation Increase: 34,548’
	Total Elevation Increase: 10,226’

	Total Elevation Decrease: 34,142’
	Total Elevation Decrease: 14,754’
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Wednesday, September 6, 2017—The Start￼
 
 
Miles: 3.3
Elevation Change: +2534, -7
Highest Elevation: 10,868
Sleeping Elevation: 10,868
Hours Hiking: 5:47
 
 
 
After saying farewell to Mike (husband) and Spencer (son) and seeing them off to work and school respectively, I hopped in the Prius 
heading toward Whitney Portal where Sarah and I would start our journeys. After buying gas in Indian Springs (to support the gas 
station that’s been so generous to me when cycling over the years), a bathroom break in Stovepipe Wells, and a final stop in Death 
Valley to buy my last Diet Coke (needed because I was starting to doze off), Sarah and I met at the Eastern Sierra Interagency Visitor’s 
Center three and a half hours later. We were sorry to see that despite several calls to confirm our permit complication (that Sarah was 
only summiting Whitney and I would be continuing along the JMT), they could not issue the permit. Sarah worked her kindness and 
was able to make it happen. We rented her a bear canister for $ 2.50/day, heard the regulations repeated, and were off to lunch at 
Subway for my last fresh vegetables. I picked up some moleskin for Sarah and she repacked her overstuffed (now with the bear can) 
pack.￼ 
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￼￼
From there, we caravanned to Whitney Portal, 
taking pictures of Mt. Whitney along the way, 
where we parked our cars in overflow parking. I 
texted Mike, Ryan (son), and Dad (Art) the 
location of the Prius, and we walked to the Portal 
where we took one last bathroom stop. We were 
officially at the start of the Mt. Whitney Trail! We 
took lots of pictures, weighed our bags (mine was a 
heavy 41 pounds and Sarah’s—for just one night—
was an astounding 43!), texted the group that we￼ 
were at the trailhead, and set off. 
 
The trail quickly enters John Muir Wilderness and within a few miles requires some easy (rock-to-rock) 
stream crossings. It was beautiful and other hikers were so kind, always sharing a smile, questions and 
answers about our respective journeys, and best wishes for a safe trip. Unfortunately, it wasn’t long 
before the rain started. It wasn’t a mountain downpour, but frightened us nonetheless because there was 
lightening—in one case with thunder￼ occurring about one second later. Sarah wanted to stop for awhile 
to wait out the lightening, but I, in my typically unwise fashion, encouraged 
her to keep moving. Our original goal was Trail Camp (the 6-mile mark) 
which we quickly modified to Outpost Camp (the 3-mile mark) due to the 
weight of our packs. 
 
When passing the Lone Pine Lake junction, I hesitantly suggested we drop 
our packs to make the side trip—we both immediately concurred that was a 
ridiculous proposal. Our next decision point was Outpost Camp. It was a 
beautiful camp with a fantastic water source and there was even a group 
illegally starting a fire that we could probably worm our way into. With 1-2 
hours of daylight remaining, a little energy in reserve, and a strong desire to 
get as close as possible to the summit so we would decrease mileage on our 
second day, we soldiered forward to Mirror Lake. This was the first time I 
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used the Guthooks app and it was awesome! We were able to identify a tent spot near a water source a reasonable distance away. Sarah 
scouted for the perfect campsite while I filled the 4L dirty bladder of my water filter at the stream. Little daylight remained so we 
filtered water, made camp, stowed our bear cans, had dinner, texted our location, and went to bed. I was so warm in my -10º/900-fill 
sleeping bag, but Sarah was cold all night; I slept for almost seven hours while she lay awake. Her poor sleep was in part due to my 
Subway sandwich. I'd finished eating it in the tent where the smell permeated the walls even though its trash was outside in the bear 
box. She was terrified the smell would attract bears. Nonetheless, the only sound we heard all night was either a rock fall or avalanche. 
I’m not sure those were any better than a bear encounter.
￼
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￼
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Thursday, September 7 (Day 1)—Summiting Mt. Whitney and Starting the JMT
￼
 
Miles: 11.2
Elevation Change: +3,727, -1,772
Highest Elevation: 14,505
Sleeping Elevation: 11,803
Hours Hiking: 13:34
 
 
Sarah’s alarm awakened us at 4:00 AM. She had breakfast (I wasn't hungry), we broke camp, texted that we were leaving, and set off 
on the trail. Again, the first mile or two was very difficult as I readjusted to wearing a pack (now 44.5 pounds since I carried the tent 
this time). Though it would've been nice to finally get comfortable with the pack, I never really did. The pack was just plain heavy, the 
terrain was very rough and steep with regular high-steps, and we were destined to reach the summit and beyond. Her plan was to 
summit and return to Whitney Portal where she would drive to and sleep in a Lone Pine hotel; mine was to take the JMT turn-off and 
bed down in the first campsite with water.
 
We saw incredible scenery during the ascent though most of the time we focused on our feet so we wouldn't trip. At one point, I wasn't 
sure which trail to take (learning within seconds I'd chosen the wrong one) and ended falling in a sticker bush when having to turn 
around. We walked through quite a bit of mud and very shallow water. Fortunately, it was too shallow to affect my boots; I'm not sure 
how Sarah’s trail runners fared.￼￼￼￼￼
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Blaming it on altitude, pack weight, age, injuries, and lack of training, I slugged up that mountain taking over an hour per mile. Sarah 
was much quicker and beat me the two miles to Trail Camp by 30 minutes. She repacked her necessities into a day pack for the ascent, 
leaving her large pack, remaining articles, and bear canister behind. I filtered water for us and we made lunch. Sarah agreed (on my 
recommendation) that she should hike solo to the summit so she would have time to return to Whitney Portal by nightfall. She took 
half the lunch to eat later and we put the other half in a plastic bag for me. Sarah left while I slowly regrouped. Because there is no 
consistent water source between Trail Camp and wherever I would end up along the JMT, I had to carry as much as I could—2.75 L. [I 
knew I'd have consistent water sources along the JMT so carried only a 2L clean water bladder and a bottle.] Now, my pack was 46.5 
pounds.￼
 
Above Trail Camp is the dreaded “99 Switchbacks.” I've hiked Mt. Whitney twice now, counting the 
switchbacks both times, and can assure everyone that there are many, many more than 99! Everyone 
passed me on the trail and was so kind, encouraging me along. They, too, were huffing, puffing, and 
going slow because we were above 12,000’. I was so happy for the short downhill from Trail Crest 
(13,606’) to the official entry into Sequoia National Park, but ecstatic to reach the JMT Trail Junction 
(13,432’) where I was able to strip my pack for the final Whitney ascent. I took out my bear can and 
Opsacs (odor-free ziplocks) and left my pack open (so critters could go inside and take a look without 
chewing a hole through the side) next to 15-20 other trusting thru-hikers’ packs.
￼
The trail is clear, but traverses slabs of granite so requires stepping up and 
down large rocks—scrambling at times. There are people that reach this 
point and turn around because the trail is too tough or they are struggling 
with a lack of oxygen.  I handle high altitude very well, but Sarah and I 
opted to take Diamox (a drug that adds extra oxygen to your red blood cells 
so you can better handle altitude) because we knew we’d struggle with the 
heavy packs at elevation. I hadn’t used Diamox on my previous ascent. 
After slugging that pack from Whitney Portal, getting it off my back 
enabled me to summit in an-hour-and-a-half, a fairly normal pace. Along the 
way, I passed Sarah on her descent. She’d found a hiking partner who was 
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also planning to reach the Portal before nightfall so I felt better about separating. I enjoy working out and hiking alone; she prefers 
being with friends (a loose term because she makes new friends everywhere she goes). Sarah kindly relented to take my used lunch 
bag (to save me the weight of trash and the challenge of keeping bears and critters away from my food trash) and unused WAG (poop) 
bag down the mountain.￼￼￼￼￼￼￼ 
Because I was so slow up to Trail Camp and on the switchbacks, I summited 
the peak at 3:15. There were very few people up there because afternoon 
storms are common and dangerous due to lightening. It's best to summit 
before noon (last time I summited at 2:00 after leaving the Portal and 3:00 
AM and I finished at the Portal at 9:00 PM). All others had left and I was 
there with a man who'd just completed the JMT solo (after his friends 
ditched the trip for myriad good reasons like receiving an Emmy) in 14 days. 
It was really cool for just the two of us to be up there—him at mile 211 and￼ 
me at mile 0. We took each others’ pictures, signed the register, and I texted the achievement to my 
followers (Mike, Ryan, Spencer, and Dad). I had two miles to descend which went faster than the 
ascent, but at that altitude, nothing moves particularly quickly. I passed several people while I hiked 
down and was worried when I saw some still ascending at 4:00 PM. They had 6 miles to return to a 
campsite and the majority of that was over 13,500’. It worried me.
 
I repacked my backpack upon reaching the junction. Except one, all the other packs were already 
gone. It was time to head to my camp and a water source. Four downhill miles, making the day’s total 
over 11 miles of pain, misery, and accomplishment until I finally reached a camp about a half mile 
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short of Guitar Lake. I made camp, refilled my water bladder and bottle, texted the crew (now including Sarah), took a Tylenol PM, 
and went to bed. It wasn't as good as hoped—my -10º/900-fill bag wasn't enough. I was cold! Also, I was sure a bear or critter was 
hanging around my tent until I finally gave up and went back to sleep—assuring myself it was just the wind. Nothing appeared to have 
been touched when I inspected everything in the morning. 
￼
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Friday, September 8 (Day 2)—The Forgotten Day (or, Too Tired to Write)
￼
 
Miles: 9.3
Elevation Change: +1,056, -2,251
Highest Elevation: 11,938
Sleeping Elevation: 10,694’
Hours Hiking: 8:20￼
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Saturday, September 9 (Day 3)—Waterlogged on the Way to Forester Pass￼
 
 
Miles: 9.3
Elevation Change: +2,494’, -577’
Highest Elevation: 12,519’
Sleeping Elevation: 12,519’
Hours Hiking: 9:10
 
 
 
I awoke to the sun and the sound of a rushing stream. It was a beautiful campsite, nicely recommended by a kind, older, SOBO couple 
who were hanging laundry when I arrived (just before the rain) and who were gone before I crawled from my tent in the morning. It'd 
been a fairly warm, but restless night. I broke camp and felt fortunate to have my first backwoods poop—the first in three days. I'd 
been getting worried because I knew I wasn't taking in enough calories, but I just had no desire to eat. My first cat hole was a bomb 
because I tried it on what was apparently rocky soil; my second was greeted with success.
 
I broke camp, this time with a brilliant idea. My tent and sleeping bag reeked from the last two 
nights so I knew they needed airing. I took off the rain cover to expose the base tent and opened 
my sleeping bag to air freshen while I did my chores. Nighttime proved it was a wise move. 
Finally, I topped-off my water, struggled into my still excruciatingly heavy pack, and headed 
out. I'd briefly considered the night before that I should cross the stream before bed, but forgot 
when it was time to camp so my first task of the morning was a stream crossing. I didn't feel 
good about crossing in my boots (I didn't think about switching to water shoes) so wandered up 
and down the stream looking for a better crossing. I thought I'd found one, but immediately 
slipped one shoe into the stream, sadly making a toe wet. Without finding a better route, I chose 
to follow the original JMT path which I knew was not always the best choice since water flows 
change regularly (especially with this year’s 190% snow record). 
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So, I started across. The first few rocks went well; then, I slipped and fell on my side into the water. While trying to get up, I fell 
again. Now fully drenched, I simply walked through the stream the rest of the way. I was only 10 minutes and 0.1 miles into my day 
and already faced a major spill. Time for a break. Fortunately, it was warm so I just caught my breath, flung water from my iPhone 
(which I once heard was water-resistant, but never confirmed), and headed up the path. A few minutes and sloshing in my boots 
dictated I stop again to wring out my socks, drain water from my boots and insoles, and roll up my pants so the socks could begin to 
dry. It was not my best look so when I had a nice conversation with a man from Tokyo about a half-mile later, I made sure he recorded 
my disaster with a photo. Not only did he help with that, but I was also able to pawn off a block of Swiss cheese on him, lightening 
my pack by a couple of ounces. I had too much food because I hadn’t been eating for the last three days.
 
I walked by a healthy, gorgeous deer whose interest in me was nonchalant and felt she was a good omen 
(at least according to Native American or hill tribe Chinese religions). She helped me feel confident to 
carry on so I did. I passed breathtaking scenery and curious marmots while hiking undulating terrain. 
Then, I came to my next large water crossing at Tyndall Creek. Trail passersby (of which there were 
many) warned me not to cross at the JMT trail, but to follow a path 10 yards down to find a place where I 
could rock hop. Weary and leery from my morning fall, I wanted a great crossing! My attempt to find one 
eventually turned into a mile and an hour of aimless searching. I finally found a fairly shallow section 
with lots of rocks. Apprehensive, I decided it was time to switch to water shoes. I saw a man coming 
down the path right then who had dry shoes so asked him to help me find that “good” crossing, but it 
simply wasn't visible from the NOBO side. He gave me strength to cross in my water shoes, relieved me 
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of another block of cheese, and coached me as I successfully crossed by walking directly in 
the creek, counting on my hiking poles to keep me upright. My crossing ended with a cheer 
and another break. I needed to refill my water (the mouthpiece came off when putting on my 
monstrosity of a pack) and emptied to the ground below. I also needed to switch back into 
my wet socks and boots (requiring another round of twisting out morning stream water). I 
continued on the JMT as it ascended a lot and descended a little. Again, the scenery was 
incredible, but I passed through slight rain and snow along the way. I didn't mind the snow 
because it didn’t leave me wet.
 
My plan had been to summit Forester Pass, but the lost hour would put me on the ridge too 
late in the day so I, as I'd done two out of my three days already, decreased my planned 
mileage. I would sleep as close as I could get to the ridge so I could bag the peak first thing 
in the morning. Fortunately, several NOBO’ers assured me there was good camping and 
water at the base of the switchbacks. It would be cold to sleep that high, but I again had faith 
in my -10º bag. 
 
They were right; it was a great campsite with lots of cute marmots. Despite their friendly 
look, I knew they were eager to scavenge my food so worried about those items outside of 
my still full backpack. I would have to make due so, as always, kept my poles nearby and 
regularly told the rodents to “go away” even though I was sure the noises outside my tent 
were just the wind. Somehow, I was successful and 
everything was uneaten and undisturbed in the 
morning. 
 
I'd been curious about how long it took me to raise 
my tent and wanted to do it quickly because it was 
raining, albeit slightly. It was a sad 25 minutes, much 
of it because of rocky ground and having to be 
creative about where to place the stakes. The good 
news is that I was able to use my mini camp towel to 
dry the inside of the tent. I learned, though, that my 
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bandana would've been equally useful so decided to get rid of the towel at Muir Trail 
Ranch (MTR) when resupplying—80 miles north of my location. 
 
I made camp, refilled water, and, for the first time, felt I could eat a real meal. Beef 
stroganoff it was! I had to be creative with the measurements of water to dried Mountain 
House food (since I left all the bags at home and re-bagged everything into double 
ziplocks), but it was tasty in the end. I ate inside my tent even though this is discouraged 
because it attracts bears and rodents; it was too cold to eat outside. I planned my hike for 
tomorrow (a goal of summiting both Forester and Glen Passes) and went to sleep.
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Sunday, September 10 (Day 4)—Forester Pass and the Bubbs Trail Diversion￼
 
 
Miles: 13.2
Elevation Change: +1,276’, -4,097’
Highest Elevation: 13,124’
Sleeping Elevation: 9,535’
Hours Hiking: 10:31
 
 
 
It was a cold, restless night. My -10º bag, once again, didn't live up to its claims and I spent several nighttime minutes trying to 
increase the bag’s warmth. The night before, I'd learned to place all my dirty clothes at the bottom of the bag and all my warm clothes 
on the side facing the door. It didn't work in last night’s sub-freezing temperatures. I realized the problem was air entering through the 
bag’s zipper so wrestled it underneath me which helped a bit. Wearing my down jacket also helped. 
 
Regardless, it ended up being a nice day, a blessing after yesterday’s fiascos. I started with a 750’, one-mile climb up switchbacks to 
reach my first (and the highest) pass. This and Whitney are the hardest two climbs so it was very nice to have them out of the way. I 
didn't think about the difference between a peak and pass so kept looking up and dreading the peaks I had in sight. Fortunately, pass 
means the saddle between the peaks. I'm done with peaks for the rest of the JMT! Reaching Forester Pass also finishes the high 
altitude challenges—all remaining passes are under 12,000’. There were several hikers at the top so we took pictures and I pawned off 
some food to SOBO’ers who'd fallen prey to hiker hunger and had two days to finish. I was glad to lighten my load. 
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There was a nine mile descent from Forester so I was able to really enjoy the trail. I'd been huffing, puffing, and moving exceptionally 
slowly for days. At times, there were big snowfields. One snowfield had an alternate route in the dirt (thank goodness!) and most of 
the snow crossings were very short. They really scare me. The descent also meant lower altitudes so I was nearing the tree line. The 
trail moves from rocky terrain with lots of stepping up and down over small boulders to reaching the tree line where flowers and 
evergreens dot the landscape. Small waterfalls amidst large rivers make the scenery noble, majestic, and magical.
 
During the day, I counted the people going south that passed me.  There were over 80 SOBO’ers. More people 
passed me heading north than in previous days. Also, I saw female soloists for the first time—astoundingly, there 
were about seven of them. Several wore teal bandanas like mine to indicate membership in the “Ladies of the 
JMT” Facebook page. They were particularly nice and we'd speak for quite a while (3-5 minutes) before heading 
our opposite directions. The last woman I met had the trail name I thought would be best for me—"Energizer 
Turtle.” Maybe with my desert roots my trail name should be the “Energizer Tortoise." She was 69 years old, 
overweight, and nursing lots of injuries; yet, she was still out there enjoying nature and working toward improved 
health.
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I passed a campsite were a “tramily” (trail family) of two men and two women were staying. I 
spent 20-30 minutes with them during my second break after Forester (I took breaks every four 
miles). We chatted while I did chores like washing my reeking shirt (the reason I wasn't 
protected from mosquitoes two hours later) and refilling my water. I even pawned off more 
food, but still increased my pack weight by 2.2 pounds by accidentally overfilling my bladder. 
They showed me how to increase the flow rate of my gravity filter and even how to keep my 
hiking poles from shrinking as I walked. They were delightful and encouraged me to stay and 
enjoy their fire. It was so appealing, but I declined… I wanted to get a good start on Glen so I 
could (once again) try summiting two passes in a day (a goal I failed to complete today). They 
wished me well. 
 
I passed a sign reading “JMT North” under which someone scratched “PCT.” I even took a picture of it and promptly turned to the left 
instead of the right. My dehydrated brain was thinking it must be an alternate route because the sign was pointing straight uphill. I 
decided this without consulting Guthooks and knowing that my route was about to begin a steep climb to Glen Pass. Besides, the left 
branch seemed much more traveled and who would take the “Road Less Traveled” after all (despite the fact I've lived by Frost’s 
mantra for much of my life).  I was loving life, making great time on this steep downhill. I even passed 
my first obvious bear poop full of berries and the few water crossings were easy rock hops or shallow 
enough to walk through. 
 
There's no telling how long I enjoyed it, but when it finally occurred to me to check Guthooks (I was 
surprised I was still descending when I knew I should be going uphill), I found I was 1.1 miles from the 
JMT! I was on the Bubbs Trail instead! I turned around and spent the first twenty minutes cursing myself 
and responding by telling myself: “We all make mistakes; just keep a good 
attitude; there's nothing you can do but backtrack now.” I finally resigned 
myself to the treacherous climb and found it wasn't as hard as the uphills in 
the past. Much of this was due to having reached my lowest elevation thus 
far, 8,800’ and having better oxygen flow, but I also realized I was getting 
stronger. 
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Dusk arrived. I saw a beautiful deer and her fawn grazing for dinner. It was serene until I thought of other animals that like to feast at 
night. Sure enough, the mosquitoes arrived! They weren't horrible, but I was only wearing a sports bra (exposing my bodice). Not 
wanting to stop to douse in Jungle Juice (Deet), I trusted the B-6 tablets I'd been taking religiously for well over a month to ward off 
the beasts. They seemed to be staying away, but I had at least three welts the next morning. So much for B-6 being a natural mosquito 
repellent… 
 
When I reached the cursed, untaken junction sign, I checked Guthooks. It was a few minutes past sunset. Continuing north on the JMT 
required several miles to the guarantee of water (which usually means a good campsite); backtracking south meant only a .3 mile, flat 
hike. I chose the latter. Ultimately, I added 3.64 miles to my day’s trek and a full 610 vertical feet. The good news was that I'd 
completed my first 13 mile day. I just wished I'd used that mileage and strength to climb Glen Pass.
 
That .3 miles before the junction must've been an omen I chose to ignore. When I arrived back at the tramily’s camp 2-3 hours later, 
they welcomed me with open arms, encouraging me to take a seat (literally, they wanted me to sit in a camp chair) while enjoying the 
fire and camaraderie. I really wanted  to join them, but there were the inevitable camp chores so I only intermittently participated in 
the conversation from 25 feet away in the dark. I had to set up my tent, gather water, wash clothes, eat, and stow my bear can before 
bedtime. It was already late. They even generously invited me to share their clothes line (Hallelujah!). When I couldn't find my solar 
charger, Finder (his actual trail name) assured me we would find it in the morning. When I lost my second pair of just cleaned 
underwear, the tramily also agreed to keep an eye out (though not as vigilantly). 
 
I finally sat down to eat what was truly a tasty Mountain House chicken and rice dinner, but 
after two bites couldn't continue. I excused myself to throw up. Though I never actually threw 
up, I knew I couldn't force down another bite. A fifth man, Steve, who'd joined the group after I 
left the camp the first time graciously offered to eat it for me so I wouldn't have to carry it out. 
He'd had a 15-17 mile tough day because he'd marched to Kearsarge for a resupply package. 
We were both grateful for his late night indulgence.
 
I finally checked into my tent to write in my journal and text home. Sadly, there was only one 
message, but I was glad to receive it. My family’s messages are always so encouraging and I 
really appreciated them.
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Monday, September 11 (Day 5)—Stormy Weather on Glen Pass and Beyond
￼
 
Miles: 10.1
Elevation Change: +2,772’, -2,020’
Highest Elevation: 11,948
Sleeping Elevation: 10,239’
Hours Hiking: 9:45
 
 
 
I just don't know how to regulate my nighttime temperature. I am usually very, very cold in my sleeping bag, but sometimes hot and 
sweaty. I cover myself within the sleeping bag with my down coat and fill the sides and bottom with clothing for the next morning. 
Mike once suggested not wearing many clothes and it seems that taking off my silk leggings helped increase the bag’s temperature. 
I'm tired of being cold and restless when trying to sleep.
 
I awoke before 6 AM so finished journaling from the previous day and started getting ready before anyone else was awake. Morning 
chores take forever. There's filling the water bottle and bladder, emptying and putting away the water filter, stuffing the sleeping bag, 
de-airing and packing the sleeping pad, getting dressed (no small feat in itself), brushing teeth and hair, going to the bathroom and 
rinsing the pee rag, retrieving clothes from the clothesline (today only), attaching still wet clothes to 
back of pack with safety pins, digging a hole and then burying poop, the list goes on and on. Today, 
though, I was able to do it beside a delightful bunch of trail friends. And, I even ate breakfast for the 
first time on the trail. That's why it takes until 9 AM to start walking.
 
I counted those who passed me again today, focusing this time on the NOBO’ers. About eight people 
passed me including a ranger carrying a chainsaw, several groups and a soloist (all doing trips that 
would only last a few days), and one JMT’er. Of those who passed me, I ended up passing the ranger 
(he had a date with a pop tart) and a father/son duo who stopped during the final ascent of Glen Pass 
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to wait out the storm. I'm slow, clumsy, fat, and old, but I was 
getting it done just like the rest of the whippersnappers out there.
 
It was sad to start the day so far behind where I would've been had I 
taken the correct path last night. I cursed myself for the first quarter 
mile and then got over it. The climb to Glen Pass at almost 12,000’ 
was five miles and about 2,000’ of elevation increase. It's a tough 
little hill! I spent the beginning thinking about Spencer. Then, the 
storms began. I was making great progress, but had to stop to stow 
all the laundry drying on the back of my pack. I also put on my 
raincoat and pants (not deciding to put on the pants until after I’d 
put back on my backpack on so had to take it off again), and then 
before heading out, deciding to take my rain pants off again. 
Breaks are never breaks—there's always some important task to 
complete. 
 
I continued toward the Pass between spells of sun, rain, and hail. 
Then, it really hit. Lightening flashed followed by thunder two 
seconds later. It became really cold and windy, but the rain was okay so I kept walking while others pulled over to wait out the storm. 
Eventually, it got so bad that I had to stop to hide under a boulder that acted as a wind barrier and slightly decreased the amount of 
water pouring on me. I took advantage of this 11 minute break to pull out my warm gear (i.e., down coat, waterproof gloves) and put 
the rain pants back on. I was pretty soaked, but stood up when the rain stopped and continued slowly slogging toward the Pass. The 
wind continued to be bad and even pushed me over onto rocks (fortunately on the uphill side). Falling over, though, wasn't something 
new. In addition to my creek 
swim, I've fallen several times 
because I've slipped on rocks or 
lost my balance. 
 
My goal was a 2 PM summit; I 
made it by 2:30 (which I didn't 
deem too bad given all the clothes 
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changing and hiding from the elements). No one was at the top (we were all eager to 
get down the mountain in hopes the storm would be less drastic) so I shot a selfie and 
headed down. The path was extremely rocky, the kind of path that inevitably leads to 
twisted ankles and bad knees. I also had to cross a small snowfield and scramble to 
reconnect with the trail. The rocks continued ad nauseam until I hit the tree line almost 
2,000’ below.
 
The storm died down during the descent, but light rain returned when I reached the 
majestic Rae Lakes. The area is astonishingly beautiful. I had to change back into rain 
gear and refill my water bladder. Sprinkling and some hail visited on and off as I 
continued down the trail. I was wet and physically spent, but wanted to get in ten miles 
so I might someday reach Muir Trail Ranch (MTR). I kept going despite the daunting 
clouds and several nice looking campsites already entertaining hikers. There were 
more successful water crossings. Just before I reached my intended campsite (planned 
for less than an hour before—when I should've stopped), rain and hail started pouring. 
I saw lightening and heard thunder just a few miles away so frantically pitched the tent 
in the only spot that wasn't already sporting a pool of water. Because I still take over 
twenty minutes to pitch the tent, the inside was drenched before I finished with the 
rain fly. After throwing everything into the tent, I jumped in and started mopping the 
floor with my bandana and camp towel. Water was everywhere and pooled an inch 
thick near the foot. I sponged out about four cups of rain water. As soon as the floor 
wasn't swim-able, I set up my sleeping pad and sleeping bag, prayed the tent would 
hold, took off all my wet clothes (which included everything), and jumped into the 
sleeping bag to start warming.
 
The rain continued for hours, varying from heavy to torrential. I was so afraid the tent would fall over, a stake would come out, and 
the rain fly would fly away. I wasn't sure what I'd do if the tent didn't hold. I'd been so stupid to pass two good camping sites, knowing 
the storm was about to explode—just so I could get more miles in and farther toward MTR. I was in an exposed location. Finally, the 
lightening stopped and I didn't have to get out to go to the bathroom. It was a dangerous and frightening situation, completely due to 
my own irresponsibility.
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Today sucked. I was physically exhausted and made some really poor choices. I've been quite dehydrated (my tongue felt like that of a 
cat this morning), not sleeping well, and pushing my body far too hard for far too long. I need a break, but really want to reach MTR 
so I can dump some of the gear I've learned I don't need and feel success of having competed half the trail. Ryan texted today to tell 
me it's okay to take a break. I may not have a choice tomorrow if this weather continues, but even so, I think he has a really good idea.
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Tuesday, September 12 (Day 6)—Recovery
￼
 
Miles: 9.1
Elevation Change: +2,227’, -1,735’
Highest Elevation: 10,661’
Sleeping Elevation: 10,661’
Hours Hiking: 7:26
 
 
I took Ryan’s advice and took an easier day, still covering 
nine miles. When I first awoke, the weather seemed a bit chilly so I 
went back to sleep until the sun came out (around 9:00 AM). There 
were lots of chores because of the rain; everything needed drying. 
In addition to clothing, I had to dry the entire tent. The good news 
was that the tent was clean from all the sponging last night. Plus, 
waiting for everything to dry gave me a chance to slowly eat 
breakfast (biscuits and gravy) enjoying the lake view.
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The day started on very positive notes… sunny weather and four downhill miles. I didn't finish at camp until 11:30 AM and still made 
it to the suspension bridge by 2:00 PM. It was nice to take it a bit easier on my body while enjoying the views and still make my goal. 
 
The bridge was pretty cool. Only one person was allowed to walk on it at a time. This wasn't a problem because I was the only one 
seeking to cross. Many others were setting up tents or just hanging by the river. I'd planned to stop at the bridge for my first break, but 
carried on a bit because I wasn't close to the water. About a half mile later, I found a nice little river crossing that included a pool in the 
upper section. I reeked and really wanted to get clean so took advantage of the 
water by switching into water shoes, taking off my pants (I was already hiking in 
just my jog bra), and sitting in the water (not high enough to reach my waist—it 
was chilly water). I also washed my pants (with just stream water) and refilled my 
water bladder.
 
As I was doing this, some people (coincidentally, all men) walked by. I 
apologized and told them this was my first bath in a week. The first three to walk 
by where doing trail management. The first guy was the typical ranger—white, 
male, 20- or 30-something—and the other two didn't fit the stereotype. I'm 
assuming they were convicts on special assignment because they seemed 
interested in the view of an almost-50, fat lady in a jog bra and granny panties. 
 
My pants didn't dry in time so I decided to move on in my underwear (much more 
modest than any swimsuit), but put on a shirt to limit the view. I tied the pants to 
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the back of my pack so they could dry. As people passed, I apologized for the view. They all took it in good stride.
 
My pants dry very quickly, but they hadn't dried before a light rain started and far-away thunder boomed. I had to move them into the 
pack and put on my rain jacket. It was too hot for rain pants so I carried on in my hiking boots and rain coat wearing no pants. I know 
I wasn't the first to do this. In a book I read about the trail, one woman wore men’s tightie-whities along the entire trail. In another 
book, the author said the men in her group would sometimes hike full Monty. 
 
I'd planned to stop at Twin Lakes (?) which according to the sign at the suspension bridge was 4 miles from the bridge. Eight miles 
seemed like a good amount for my pseudo-sabbath, but I ended up doing nine because I never found the lakes and needed to keep 
searching for a campsite. The mosquitoes were bad, but Deet worked well to ward them off. My camp ended up being in a valley with 
lots of slow moving water so they were pretty prevalent. I immediately put on my pants and mosquito net and set up camp. This time, 
the tent was up in 19 minutes! A new record. I was camping alone, again, enjoying the solitude and sound of creek water cascading 
down rocks.
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Wednesday, September 13 (Day 7)—Pinchot Pass: The Day of Decision￼
 
 
Miles: 10.8
Elevation Change: +2,034’, -1,991’
Highest Elevation: 12,107’
Sleeping Elevation: 10,911’
Hours Hiking: 11:32
 
 
I set my alarm for 6:30, but awoke sooner. I rushed to pack, but still didn't hit the trail until 7:50. My first goal was Pinchot Pass, four 
uphill miles. Walking at an hour a mile, I did it. The pass was rather anticlimactic—there wasn’t a sign, a geographic marker… 
nothing. I knew I was there because the trail went from up to down over a mountain.￼ 
When I was just about to leave the pass, an Australian couple in their twenties arrived. The woman took my picture for posterity and to 
prove I actually did it. We chatted about our trips. They were also NOBO, but were physically spent so going to take the next bail out 
point, Taboose Pass. I was jealous. I'm wasn’t enjoying the trek because it was so hard and I never got to relax and take everything in. 
Our paths criss-crossed a few times and I finally saw them setting up camp for their last night.
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I was desperate to get to Muir Trail Ranch (MTR)—the halfway point and where I’d resupply. Mostly, I wanted to be done with all the 
hard passes (all south of MTR) and I to dump those items I brought, but didn’t need (e.g., fleece pants, fleece jacket, kitchen sink, 
gaiters, labels, cords, and tubes I cut off). I hope to lose five pounds in my pack just with these items. I would definitely lose bulk. 
Also, I decided to only resupply with four days of food instead of eight because there are several resupply facilities between MTR and 
Happy Isles. Resupply facilities mean “hiker boxes”—bins where hikers leave items they don't want and take what they do. It's an 
honorary exchange system. My plan was to leave a lot at MTR and then resupply from later hiker boxes and stores. 
 
I spent a good deal of each day stressing about home. Mike was so generous to let me leave for fifteen days, and I worried Spencer 
wouldn’t feel loved if I wasn’t there for important events in his senior year (like cross-country meets). I wanted so desperately to have 
a positive relationship with Spencer so spent hours thinking how I might behave with him so it can happen. Mostly, I learned that by 
trying to control him, he's just pushing back. I also spent a lot of time thinking about Mike—how I can contribute to his happiness, 
what activities we might enjoy once we’re empty-nesters. And, I thought about how happy I am that Ryan is finding his place at UNR 
and is enjoying the experience. That is such a blessing.
 
It was a long walk down from Pinchot Pass—five miles. Unfortunately, downhill doesn't always transfer to much faster. The terrain 
(and weather, but weather wasn't an issue today) determines speed. I'd wanted to also summit Mather Pass, but it simply didn't happen. 
Improving the trail, though, were NPS and CCC workers busy all over the north side of Pinchot. I was so grateful for their efforts and 
told them so. I also saw about twenty young men who I learned were from a fraternity at UC Davis. They were all very nice. I never 
learned how they could be on this trip while school was in session so decided classes must start really late in the fall at UCD. 
 
At the bottom of the Pinchot Pass is one of the 
forks of the King River. I tried crossing the first 
half of the stream and ended up soaking both 
boots. The second part looked even more 
precarious. I made a failed attempt by trying to 
cross on a log another woman just trespassed, 
but got stuck on the log. Right on the log, I took 
off my boots (not wanting them to become even 
more soaked) and then put on my water shoes at 
the shore. I easily walked across, cursing that I 
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hadn't switched to water shoes before soaking my books. I didn't want to take the time to switch shoes again, so I wore my Crocs swift 
water shoes the remaining three miles. 
 
I was so happy to finally reach camp even though I would, once again, be the only one at the site. I desperately needed rest.
￼￼
 
 


￼
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￼
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Thursday, September 14 (Day 8)—Mather Pass and the Palisades
￼
 
Miles: 9.7 (JMT 66)
Elevation Change: +1,154’, -3,326’
Highest Elevation: 12,094’
Sleeping Elevation: 8,968’
Hours Hiking: 9:05￼
 
 
Today started with the usual chores, about an hour and a half of packing, rearranging, filling, organizing, … 
I'd taken a Tylenol PM last night so was able to sleep through the night except when my -10º sleeping bag 
didn't keep me warm enough and I'd awaken, struggling for warmth. At times like these, I throw on my 
down jacket and maybe my gloves and buff. 
 
It was a beautiful campsite, but not hard to move on. I mistakenly thought I only had two miles to Mather 
Pass, but learned I had 3.1; I wanted to get going. After that climb, the rest of the day would be downhill. 
 
I hate stopping to take off my pack because it's so unwieldy 
that it takes at least five minutes even if I just need to get to 
something. Vacillating weather required I change clothes 
(putting on and off rain gear) several times before I even 
reached the Pass. It felt like such a waste of time. 
 
The climb was equivalent to those of previous Passes—
arduous—but I was rewarded at the top. There was no 
signpost (again), but there was a park ranger there to answer 
any questions hikers might have. I think his job was also to 
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scare us into hiking safely. He told me four people died in this area (the Palisades) over the last 
month. Fourteeners stood at attention around us calling to mountain climbers near and far. Two 
climbers died in the last month. Another death was the result of a fall and the fourth was a 
drowning. I have no idea how anyone could've drown in these lakes—perhaps they jumped in 
causing instantaneous freezing and they just sunk to the bottom. Maybe there was a river nearby. I 
could definitely understand a fall. I've fallen about once a day, sometimes pushed over by wind, 
sometimes slipping on rock, sometimes for no identifiable reason.
 
In addition to pointing out the Palisades and Palisade Lakes below, he told me I would be 
descending the “Golden Staircase” in three miles, just after the second Palisade lake. I bid him farewell and started my descent—
eleven miles to the valley below. At first, I was in good humor, but the physical toll began beating on me. My back was aching terribly 
and my right hip (not the usual left hip) was feeling pangs from overuse. I listened to “On Gold Mountain” to take my mind off the 
struggle, but to no ado. 
Once, I stopped for water, a bathroom break, and a chance to clean my bandana and pee rag. It was so frustrating to never have time to 
sit and relax because there were so many chores to do. When my back was desperately needing a break, I sat for lunch long enough to 
look at the map of the upcoming path. I had to take off my pack for a third time because storm clouds were rolling in. They were quite 
ominous, but didn't live up to their threat. It was around this time that I slipped and fell, again, this time while stepping over a little 
waterfall. Between the threatening storm clouds and fall, I became terribly depressed. I wanted to quit and even stopped a SOBO 
couple to see where my next exit point would be—Bishop Pass. I was just DONE, but knew that if I quit, I'd have to come back and do 
it again. There was NO WAY I wanted to redo what I'd already completed! I cried. I felt embarrassed. I texted Mike about my woes. 
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But, I kept walking. My goal had been a 14-mile day and I was sure I'd only done eight (not putting me￼ 
even close to being able to reach Muir Pass tomorrow), but by the time I found a campsite, I’d actually 
completed almost ten miles, my daily average thus far. My camp mates and I didn't talk much, but I did 
learn that it might be as difficult to exit through Bishop Pass as to just follow the JMT over Muir Pass and 
go to Muir Trail Ranch (MTR). Either way, I would still have two nights in the Sierra. Not having a choice, 
I decided to keep going to MTR and reassess after my resupply. Besides, all the SOBO’ers highly 
recommend the MTR hot springs.
 
Since I was stuck on the trail for several more days, I spent time doing laundry before bed. How is there 
NEVER enough time to just relax? I resigned myself to resting in the morning while my clothes dried;  
hopefully re-energizing some of my nearly dead USB battery.
￼
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Friday, September 15 (Day 9)—Slogging toward Muir Pass￼
 
 
Miles: 12 (JMT 77)
Elevation Change: +2,050’, -1,204’
Highest Elevation: 9,899’
Sleeping Elevation: 9,899’
Hours Hiking: 8:26
 
 
By the time I crawled out of my tent, one of my camp 
mates—Stacy with the blue hair—was already gone. Bob 
from Nashville was still there so we chatted a bit. He 
chose to do the JMT instead of the Appalachian Trail 
because it was a tenth of the length. As promised, I took 
my time leaving camp, not hitting the trail until after 10 
AM. Though it would've been nice to have spent the 
extra time resting, it was really just more time for chores. 
My now somewhat clean clothes were still wet so I had 
to hang them in the sun to dry, plus there are always 
more things that need to be done. One of those things, 
making breakfast and lunch, contributed to my first fall of the day. I fell backward off a log. Later in the day, I fell flat on my face 
when trying to go under a fence. At the second fence, I learned it was possible to lift one of the bars to simply walk over one of the 
beams. My only other mishap was stepping a bit in water during one of the water crossings. I didn't get nearly as wet as I had on 
previous spills in the water.
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The beginning of the day was pretty easy. I simply had to trudge downhill for 4.5 miles. The terrain 
wasn't bad so I made great time (just over 30 minute miles). I took a quick bathroom break at the 
bottom, then immediately started the uphill climb toward Muir Pass. I had no intention of making it; 
my goal was to get as far as I could. 
 
I kept telling myself I would take a second break when I ran out of water and needed to filter more. 
That liter lasted forever! I kept taking sips in hopes that it would be the last drop. I hit mile eight for 
the day before my Camelbac was dry. I stopped for a little over 30 minutes to refill the water bladder, 
clean my kerchief and pee rag, rearrange my battery charger, eat the oatmeal I'd made at breakfast, 
and read my text messages. The messages were so helpful. Whenever I wanted to quit, I remembered 
there were people following my journey—I didn't want to let them down so continued.
 
I'd hoped to get in eleven miles so just kept trudging along. Though 
I was climbing almost all the time, the grade was gradual so not 
nearly as difficult physically and mentally as in previous days. I 
decided that when I reached mile eleven or 6 PM (sunset was at 7 
PM), I would start looking for a campsite. I saw several water 
crossings listed on Guthooks and assumed I'd find campsites there. 
I was wrong. I also heard there were two guys camped about a half-mile up so I kept hiking. Around 
6:40 PM, I realized I was on the switchbacks heading to the Pass and knew there wouldn't be any 
campsites until the Pass so, sadly, had to turn around. Between this backward movement on the trail 
and then having to walk back up the trail again to fetch water, I probably added another 3/4 mile to 
my day’s hike. I was, though, fortunate to find a nice campsite in the middle of nowhere. Being that 
it was so late, it was also good news I was making progress on the time it takes for me to pitch my 
tent. I did it in twelve minutes (down from over twenty)!
 
My food and technology battery stores sere dwindling so I planned to crest the pass early, boogie on 
down the other side as far as possible, then rush to beat the 5:30 PM closing time to pick up my 
resupply at MTR. Muir Pass is the last high pass for NOBO hikers. I hoped to see increased mileage 
after the ranch.
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Saturday, September 16 (Day 10)—Muir’s Hut￼
 
 
Miles: 12.7 (JMT 89)
Elevation Change: +2,446’, -2,365’
Highest Elevation: 11,969’
Sleeping Elevation: 9,941’
Hours Hiking: 10:46
 
 
The day was better than previous days where I was an emotional wreck. I awoke after a miserably cold night 
in my tent in an out-of-the-way nook at the base of some switchbacks. It was a pretty good campsite 
considering I found it as the sun was going down. That, though, seemed my typical method for finding 
campsites—wait until around 6 PM then check Guthooks to see where might be a good place to stop 
(preferably before sundown). It worked relatively well except when I had to backtrack, and I was caught in 
the torrential storm, and….
 
I thought I only had 4.5 miles to reach Muir Pass, but I learned it was actually five. This wasn't that much of a 
problem because the weather was nice and the climb was gradual. I'd been leap frogging a group that I finally 
learned is a guided group. One of the men in the group is really struggling so he and I (who go about the same 
pace) regularly pass each other. He's never said a word to me, but I've enjoyed 
pleasantries with his guide (one of the two guides that stays back with him). 
 
I took one brief stop to change clothes (taking off my shirt and just wearing 
my jog bra because it was so nice) at about mile 2.5. I didn't stop again until I 
reached the pass. There, I had to put my shirt back on as well as my rain 
jacket. It was overcast so a bit chilly the rest of the day. I'll take chilly any day 
over mountain storms. The clouds never amounted to anything this time.
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I’d seen pictures of and read about Muir Hut, but never made the connection that it was on top of Muir Pass. It has a very unique 
architecture and was built to serve as a bivvy for those needing shelter in the area. Now, the Sierra Club discourages its use, but I've 
read of groups who have taken advantage of its warmth. I understand not wanting to leave a trace, but if visitors do not leave any food 
or trash, I'm not sure why it's discouraged for people to sleep there.
I took some time at the Pass to text the group that I'd made it and I checked out the hut. I also caught up on some other texts. It was so 
nice to hear from Ryan, Sarah, and Dad. Mike is good about sending well wishes, but I wished he'd write more. Spencer only texted 
once and I'm sure that was because Mike made him. I was glad, though, that Spencer was 
doing so well in my absence. I thought a lot about how I would be a better wife and 
mother upon returning.
 
Descending from the Pass was really nice. The trail was as gradual going down as it was 
going up so I was able to move fairly quickly. I tripped a few times, but never actually 
fell on the ground like I had in previous days. My back was hurting a lot so I took off 
my pack a few times. Also, I needed regular bathroom breaks despite the fact I only 
drank a liter and a half of water today. My mouth had been so parched it awakened me 
many nights. I finally stopped for a quick lunch (maybe 10 minutes of actual sitting and 
eating) around 2:00 PM. I think part of the reason I'm tired is that I never rest—I only 
stop to take care of choresI found my campsite just before 7:00 PM. 
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The scenery north of Muir Pass was breathtaking, the best I’d seen so far. Lakes and￼ 
falling water abounded; while the trail meandered along the shore. I took more pictures 
than through the entire trip—every turn led to something even more incredible. It made 
me think of Scottish lochs mixed with the el Camino de Santiago. 
 
My goal was to get as far as possible toward MTR so I could pick up my resupply before 
closing (presumably 5:00 PM) tomorrow. At 6:00 PM, I checked Guthooks and found 
there was a tent site next to a stream in 1.7 miles. I rushed, logging 24 minute miles, to 
make it before sundown. The trail took me through what appeared to be Sherwood 
Forest, passing several decent campsites along the way. I'd come to count on water so 
kept my pace until finally reaching my destination minutes before sundown. I rushed to 
put up the tent (I did it in 12 minutes!), filtered water, and started dinner. After chores, 
cleaning, eating, texting, and journalling, it was time for bed just after 9:00 PM. I had an 
early morning because I had almost fifteen miles (my longest distance yet, albeit all downhill) to travel before 5:00 PM the next day.
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Sunday, September 17 (Day 11)—Muir Trail Ranch￼
 
 
Miles: 13.7 (JMT 102)
Elevation Change: +1,078’, -2,429’
Highest Elevation: 9,941’
Sleeping Elevation: 7,577’
Hours Hiking: 8:15
 
 
My alarm went off at 6:30, but I was still tired and cold so went back to sleep for about another hour. I'd prepared everything at night 
so I could get out of camp early, but it still took awhile to get going. When I finally left, I wore my water shoes because my first task 
would be a water crossing. I made it without slipping, but still had to put on my boots on the other side. I eventually started hiking at 
8:30 AM. The day was all about reaching MTR before closing —5:00 PM. I was officially out of power last night so my Garmin 
wasn't able to keep me informed of my progress. Instead, I'd check Guthooks every hour or so (when I went to the bathroom) to see 
my progress. I really didn't think I'd make it in time. A consequence of moving so quickly (by my snail’s standard) was that I had little 
time to enjoy the views. Nonetheless, I took tons of pictures. Every time I looked up, there was another remarkable scene on which to 
feast my eyes. Being below the tree line and out of all those rocks made a huge difference in the beauty of the trail.
 
Even though the elevation chart showed a steady decline, there were numerous short uphills that slowed me. Instead of listening to 
“On Gold Mountain” (the book I've been listening to about Chinese immigrants to the US in the 19th and 20th centuries), I felt I 
needed something that would give me a bit more energy. Instead, I finished Karnazes’ “26.2 Stories about Running”—definitely more 
motivating. As the witching hour came near, I needed to go even faster and the terrain made it difficult. I brought out the big guns—
the “Christy’s Running Tunes” playlist—and it helped a lot. I made it just in time, 4:30 PM. The man working there told us: “I don't 
care where you go, but you can't stay here after we close at 5.” I did the best I could, but wasn't out of there before 6:00. I also enjoyed 
throwing a ball to one of the dogs (who also enjoyed our time together), only to read the “Rules” when I left that said I was not to 
throw anything to the dogs. They had lots of rules. It was pretty sad. 
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I picked up my resupply and a box toil to mail home. First, I emptied 
everything I didn't need into the box, then started going through the resupply 
items deciding what to keep, what to leave in the hiker boxes, and what to 
send home. I had plenty of toiletries and first aid equipment remaining so 
many of the new items went straight home. I also knew I wasn't eating apples 
and pretzels (staples at home) so those went straight into the hiker boxes. I'd 
sent some items to enjoy during the resupply process and did so excitedly. 
First, I ate a can of pineapple. Fruit… yum! Then, I opened and shared a four-
pack of Nutter Butters. I threw out my trash, bought a new fuel canister, 
weighed my resupplied backpack (now 40 pounds including food and about a 
liter of water), charged my electronic batteries as long as possible, and left.
 
It was about a quarter mile to the campsite where a lot of people were 
camped. I left at the same time as Greg, also an Ironman, and his dad, Clay, 
and we chose campsites near each other. I shared my Oreos and Trader Joe’s 
whipping cream (a true treat) with them, but kept my glass of wine to myself. I drank it while writing in my journal after a dinner of 
pasta primavera with cream. I ate many more calories today than any other day 
on the trip, but few were good for me. In addition to all I had during and 
following my resupply experience, I had Top Ramen for breakfast and lunch and 
snacked on peanut M&Ms, chocolate covered-almonds, and chocolate covered 
fruit.
 
The resupply food bins are a sight to behold. There are bins for home-wrapped 
items, packaged items, batteries, maps, gear, plastic bags, clothes, oatmeal, bars, 
and more. You leave what you don't want and take what you do. I wanted a lot of 
the items in my resupply, but still left a lot behind. I didn't take anything from 
the bins. I thought I’d leave more behind and resupply at later facilities, but I 
really liked what I had in the box. After eating so much in one day, I probably 
shed two more pounds from my pack (e.g., cream and wine). I’d be able to stop 
at the Ranch again in the morning to continue charging my batteries and throw 
out any trash accumulated over night.
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It was a great relief of reach MTR in time to resupply at night instead of having to wait until the morning. Also, it feels great to know 
I've completed half the JMT. I keep telling myself the hardest mountains were over and there were only hills left to experience. The 
terrain had proven to be easier and the increased beauty (due to being below the tree line) was motivating. I was very tired and did not 
want to continue working at that physical level. It just wasn't fun. My goal was to do fifteen mile days from MTR to Happy Isles (not 
including a shortened day at MTR to charge batteries, relax a bit, and bathe in the natural hot springs). It was time to stow the bear 
canister and hit the sleeping bag!
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Monday, September 18 (Day 12)—
Heavenly Hot Springs, Seldon Pass, and the Furies of Marie Lake
￼
 
Miles: 8.5 (JMT 109)
Elevation Change: +2,602’, -542’
Highest Elevation: 10,913’
Sleeping Elevation: 10,518’
Hours Hiking: 8:04
 
 
Today started great! After breaking camp and taking trash from my camp mates (since they wouldn't be going by MTR today so would 
be stuck with trash until Mt. Whitney), I stowed my gear at the campsite/MTR junction and went back to the Ranch. I plugged in my 
Anker battery, threw away everyone’s trash, and walked back up to the Blayley Hot Springs trail. I had to cross a river with a fairly 
strong current, but there was a rope. With one of my poles, I made it across without a hitch. It was COLD water. On there other side 
were three hot springs of varying temperatures. One was really muddy so I avoided it and went to the one recommended by a passerby 
a few days ago. There was a man leaving when I arrived. I stayed about an hour and no one came the entire time. It was glorious! 
 
The spring was small, but there 
was plenty of room for me to sit 
on rocks and even float on my 
back. I thoroughly enjoyed the 
quiet solitude when immersed, 
and loved the views and 
birdsong when sitting. I also took 
advantage of the time to wash 
my underclothes and give myself 
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a bath with soap (no, I didn't use the soap in the pool). 
Afterward, I inclined on a rock to rest while my clothes 
dried.
 
I waded back across the river and returned to MTR to 
retrieve my Anker. As expected, it was still there—hikers 
are very honest people! There were quite a few people 
picking up their food caches and sifting through the very 
full hiker boxes. I realized I didn't have any warm 
breakfast food (no one eats their oatmeal out here—in 
fact, there's an entire hiker box container just for 
oatmeal), but couldn't find anything that appealed to me. Instead, I put on some sunscreen and jungle juice I found in a container (so I 
wouldn't have to pull mine out when I returned to my gear), then returned the items back to the box for another hiker.
 
From there, I walked back up the hill (I probably walked about a mile around the MTR property between using the Ranch’s electricity 
and visiting the hot springs) to retrieve my gear to begin my hike for the day. It was 12:13 PM when I finally started walking.
 
The first three miles from MTR toward Seldon Pass were intense—1,900’ in three miles. The sun was out and it was beautiful. 
Passersby said it was hot, but I really enjoyed it. The only problem was that there seemed to be something wrong with my water 
bladder so I wasn't able to drink as often as I liked.
 
Along the way, I met a nice family with a son and daughter. Both kids were triathletes and the 
daughter just competed in the world championship for the 70.3 distance. They weren't doing 
the whole trail, but they’d done it as a family nine years ago when the son was only twelve 
years old. He said it all comes down to how much your parents are willing to carry for you at 
that age.
 
After meeting them and refilling my water, the path flattened a bit. About this time, though, I 
noticed my butt getting all wet. The bladder was definitely leaking. I took it out and couldn't 
find the source of the problem so returned it and kept going. But, I did put on my raincoat (it 
was getting cold, too) so that the water wouldn't drip down my legs.
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My goal was to reach Marie Lake (someone 
told me several days ago that it was the most 
beautiful part of the JMT) on the other side of 
Seldon Pass. The climb was flat for awhile, 
then started ascending at a high grade as I 
approached the Pass. Along the way, the 
scenery was incredible! I took tons of pictures 
that I know will not do the landscape justice. 
The lakes and streams were beautiful and so 
peaceful. I made it to Seldon Pass, but still 
had to get down before dark.
 
It was a race against time. With over a mile to 
go, it was already 6:00 PM and sunset was at 
7:00 PM. I really wanted to crest the hill so 
just kept walking. When I reached the pass, I 
texted the group, took some pictures, and then 
started rushing down the other side, looking frantically for a campsite by water. I finally found one at 7:13. The sun was down and it 
was getting dark as I set up the tent. Worse, though, was the wind. I anchored the tent with rocks, but it still kept flying away as I tried 
to put it up. I was terrified the tent would blow away completely as I tried raising it! There was some dirt surrounding the tent, but the 
ground was mostly rocky so my stakes wouldn’t attach to the ground. I had to use stones to hold down some of the edges because I 
couldn't get the stakes into the ground. It was a highly questionable design! With the dark and wind, I had to make due. Twenty 
minutes later, everything was inside the tent (I hoped having everything inside would help hold it down). 
 
I had to get out twice—once to get water and once to stow my bear canister. It was bitterly cold, but (like all other nights on the trail) 
the stars were spectacular. Back in the tent, I ate dinner, texted the crew, wrote in my journal, and went through my regular cleaning 
ritual. I also took a Tylenol PM (I didn't bring any regular sleeping pills) hoping that it would make me sleep through the cold.
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Tuesday, September 19 (Day 13)—Getting Carded and Passing VVR
￼
 
Miles: 15.7 (JMT 124)
Elevation Change: +2,203’, -3,876’
Highest Elevation: 10,589’
Sleeping Elevation: 8,895’
Hours Hiking: 10:57
 
 
I really wanted to leave early, but by the time chores were complete, it was 8:15 AM. I'm really starting to see the benefits of hiking 
with other people—you don't have to carry everything and do all the chores all by yourself. I don't think I'd want to do this with 
anyone else, though, because I'm too winded to talk most the time, I hate to take breaks, and I keep hiking long after I should stop. No 
one else could handle my slow speed, either. 
 
I was concerned about it being a good day because I had a sore throat when I awoke. Also, I rushed to leave the tent so I could pee (I 
was desperate!) and looked around briefly before doing my business. Midstream, I realized there were several people coming toward 
me. I apologized for the view, but the man was very understanding. The day began to improve when I looked out at Marie Lake. It's 
gorgeous! I hated the terrible night wind and cold (I was pretty sure it was snowing when I went to the bathroom in the middle of the 
night), but the morning was clear, dry, and just a bit chilly.
 
I started hiking and found myself taking quite a few breaks over the first few hours to change 
clothes. At Bear Creek, I had to switch into my water shoes to cross, then kept them on for about 
an hour of hiking. It was a good thing because there were several wet and muddy spots during that 
time.
 
Shortly after stopping to do “my business,” I saw three rangers. One asked to see my permit. Not 
wanting to take my pack off, I asked him to get it out. He complied. 
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Then, I left him with my “wallet” while I went to take a picture. He zipped it back into 
my pack and I kept walking. Fortunately, my ID, credit card, and $200 cash were still 
there when I checked at night. People in the backcountry are so nice! 
 
I hiked and hiked and hiked with the goal of reaching Vermillion Valley Resort (VVR). 
Passerby told me this was the resupply location requiring hikers take a twenty minute 
ferry. Making good time, I decided against taking the two twenty minute rides. I was 
just too eager to finish the entire JMT and get home to Mike, Spencer, and warm nights. 
So, I passed VVR and kept hiking. I'd decided to get in a fifteen mile day, but ended up getting caught on switchbacks where there was 
no water and there were no campsites. I hiked and hiked. I was out of water for two hours before refilling became a priority. 
Eventually, I found water, but no nearby campsites so kept walking. 15.7 miles after starting, I finally found what I was looking for. 
Plus, there was good news—I'd done a lot of climbing toward Silver Pass, setting me ahead for my next day’s trip. Bonus!
 
I texted the crew, read and responded to their texts, made dinner and lunch (for the next 
day), and wrote in my journal. It was time to put the bear canister outside and head to 
bed.
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Wednesday, September 20 (Day 14)—Silver Pass, Where the End Begins
￼
 
Miles: 13 (JMT 138)
Elevation Change: +3,802’, -2,588’
Highest Elevation: 10,779’
Sleeping Elevation: 9,823’
Hours Hiking: 10:53
 
 
My goal was Silver Pass. I'd hoped to get there no later than 1:00 PM, but surprisingly made it just after 
noon. It required over 2,000’ of elevation gain and was 4.5 miles from my campsite. I was pleased with my 
time and the Pass was beautiful (as they all were). There were some guys hiking (who also served on 
search and rescue teams) whom I enjoyed talking with. One of them took my picture. I also texted the 
crew.
 
On the way down, I ran into two Ladies of the JMT, one of whom sounded like she was dying. She said 
she thought it was the altitude so I asked her how she did on Donahue Pass. She'd done well, but they only 
had to gain 650’ to get there. This 2,000’ was killing her. I'd be really surprised if she made the entire JMT. 
If she was having this much trouble on Silver Pass, I couldn’t imagine how she'd do on the taller and more 
demanding southern passes and Whitney. I hoped she make wise decisions about her health.
 
There was still one guided group that seemed to be playing tag with me. They passed me at one point, then 
I caught up to them on the Pass, then I passed them on the way down. It looked like they were setting up 
camp, but it was only about 1:00. I'm so slow, but they take lots of long breaks.
 
I fell once after slipping on a rock during a descent. Fortunately, I didn't hurt anything and was able to get 
right back up and moving. This falling was really concerning me. I wondered if it was my age that made 
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me so unstable. Or, perhaps it was just that I was hiking so much that 
falls were bound to happen. The good news was that I didn't fall in any 
streams on this day. I also learned there are no more stream crossings 
requiring me to change into water shoes. Woo-hoo! That saves a lot of 
time.
 
There was a long descent after Silver Pass and then another lengthy 
ascent on switchbacks to a no-named pass, followed by a two mile 
descent, followed by another no-named pass. From the second no-
named pass, it’s all downhill to Red’s Meadow. I'd hoped to cross both no-named passes, but was 
only able to cross one because of all the climbing. Nonetheless, I was in a good position to make it to 
Red’s the next day.
 
When I stopped for water (and lunch and bandana cleaning and recharging my Garmin), I sent a text 
to the crew to see if anyone might be willing to make me a reservation for Red’s. Blessedly, Dad got 
through and made the reservation (no one answered when Mike called). I was looking so forward to 
sleeping inside since it’d been so cold. Red’s also has a restaurant, charging stations, laundry 
facilities, and showers. I couldn’t wait! And, they have hiker boxes which I desperately needed. I had 
enough food to get me through the next day's lunch, but I'd have to go hungry after that. Red’s closes at 
7:00 PM so I had to arrive before then.
 
It was a cold night and the wind sounded terrible outside the tent;  yet, I was able to find a campsite 
protected by trees (alive and dead) by water. It was time for dinner, journaling, chores, planning the next 
day’s route, and stowing the bear canister. Wish me well so I don't freeze!
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Thursday, September 21 (Day 15)—Snow Day
￼
 
Miles: 14 (JMT 151)
Elevation Change: +1,064’, -3,342’
Highest Elevation: 10,374’
Sleeping Elevation: 7,705’
Hours Hiking: 10:05
 
 
It was quite a day. I set my alarm for 6:30 AM so I could get an early start toward Red’s Meadow. I'd 
awoken in the night to go to the bathroom and found it was snowing. Later, I kept feeling that I was 
squished on one side of my tent. I was… I was getting snowed in. When I awoke, I was surrounded by 
about 6” of new snow with snow still falling strongly and I became really scared. What if I got snowed 
in? What if I went out to hike and couldn't find the trail? I had almost 14 miles to Red’s Meadow where I 
knew I'd be safe and comfortable, but that was a long way to go in the cold and with only my iPhone with 
its waning battery. I knew I had my inReach if I needed to call for rescue, but I absolutely did not want to 
use that SOS button. I started texting the crew, asking for advice. They suggested staying put for the time 
being. 
 
I checked the weather report and was 
distraught to find snow predicted for the 
next three days.  Sarah asked about my food 
situation; I only had one day, but my low 
metabolism could handle days without 
eating if needed. I only had enough remaining battery life to keep my 
phone (including my map on Guthooks) and inReach (communication 
and emergency services) charged so couldn't even read. By this time, I 
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was petrified. There  was no one around and I couldn’t see the trail and it was still snowing. I cried 
and then decided to go back to sleep. I figured the extra rest would give me needed energy if I could 
get out, and if I couldn't get out, it would take time from sitting, scared and cold in the tent.
 
I awoke at 10:30 AM to find the sun shining so texted that I was going to try to hike out. I took down 
my ridiculously wet and dirty tent, wore everything I had, and hit the snow-covered trail. The greatest 
blessing was that someone had already blazed the trail. I followed it, crossed a creek, and then heard 
voices. Hallelujah! I asked the group of men if they were NOBO or SOBO. When one answered that 
he wasn't sure, another said: “This isn't the JMT.” I'd probably walked less than a quarter of a mile; it 
wasn't a good start. They told me where to find the correct trail and assured me there were footprints 
there that I could follow. So, I turned around, headed back to the point they said, took off my buff and 
down jacket, checked Guthooks, and set off on the real JMT.
 
I was able to follow the tracks quite well and was surprised to find the walking wasn't as difficult as 
I'd expected it would be. In fact, it was almost easier. The snow covered rocks, creeks, and tree roots, 
paving a smoother path. It wasn't slippery at all. There were areas with water (everyone’s boots were 
drenched anyway from the snow), but it really wasn't too bad.
 
The start of the day included a bit of an ascent. It wasn't too bad comparatively, but I was in a hurry. I had a lot of mileage to cover 
with unpredictable weather. Through the whole day, I only had five people pass me SOBO, one of whom was a single woman around 
4:00 PM. She didn't seem concerned at all while I was frantic trying to reach Red’s. Then, there were six who passed me: two South 
Koreans, Zen (a PCT’er from Canada), a couple from Philadelphia (Tiffany and Justin), and a solo man (Eric). Eric stopped by a creek 
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where there lay a campsite under a tree sheltering him from the snow. He said it was a nice place where he 
could have a fire to dry his shoes and socks. It was beautiful, but we were less than six downhill miles to 
Red’s. I kept going. The Philadelphians and Zen played leap frog with me much of the day. They had an 
amazingly fast pace, but started behind me, stopped once for snacks (only once because they found stopping 
was too cold), and accidentally went off trail for a half mile another time. They still beat me by thirty 
minutes-to-an-hour to the Red’s Cafe. They were really nice, encouraging, and helpful. I told them I had a 
place at Red’s and they were welcome to bunk with me if there was room. I didn't know, however, if I would 
just be in a bunk bed in a bunkhouse or have an actual room. I was just so incredibly happy to know I’d be 
indoors and out of the cold. They were grateful, but hoped to make it to Mammoth (a bit farther) instead. 
 
Despite the expectation, I only fell once. I started this little challenge for myself to take pictures of all the 
bridges on the trail. I came to one bridge (actually two logs flattened on the top for easier crossing) and 
backed up to get the picture. I fell as I was backing up. Once again, I wasn't hurt at all. It was like getting up with ski poles in a ski 
area (albeit wearing a pack). I decided I might not need pictures of every bridge on the trail. 
 
Water crossings were pretty easy. They were either small or there were log. On the southern part of the trail, the log crossings were 
hard—there was a fallen log, often rotting, perfectly cylindrical, and thinner at one end than the other. In the north, there were usually 
two thick, perfectly matched-in-size behemoths with the tops planed to make for easy traversing. With snow piled on rocks and trees 
downed in creeks, this was a great help. Fortunately, I didn't fall in the water all day (though a toe did end up in a stream at one point, 
but, as stated earlier, my boots were already pretty wet).
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Today was all about focus. I called it my “Ironman Day” because it was about pushing without stopping as long as needed. And, that is 
exactly what happened! I ate a Quest bar for breakfast, but didn't even take one minute from my marathon to snack on the pretzels, 
apples, and candies in my pocket. It would've taken too long. As always, I'd filled my water bladder with one liter and I sipped slowly, 
rationing all day. I ran out just before reaching Red’s. I did stop twice to go to the bathroom, but didn't even take off my pack. The 
second time was within a quarter mile of Red’s, and that’s when I started my period. There was simply nothing I could do so I kept 
moving. I just hiked as fast as I could, praying I was on the right path and thanking God that I was still moving forward toward safety.
 
The scenery was absolutely stunning with the fresh snow blanketing the mountains and fields. I decided at the beginning of this 
adventure that I would always take time to take pictures; I wouldn't rush so quickly that I couldn't appreciate God’s artwork. Even with 
today’s time and safety challenges, I stopped for those pictures. My pace assured that it wasn't serene and peaceful, but the landscape 
sure made me think it was at times. 
 
It snowed three times after I left the tent. First, there was a pretty heavy snow for about half an hour in the late morning. Then, there 
was a light snow in the afternoon. Finally, there was a snow with gigantic snowflakes followed by heavy snow in the hours before I 
arrived at Red’s. it was so bad that I was losing the footprints that were my saving grace toward safety. I just put on the hood of my 
raincoat and walked faster.
 
What a feeling of joy and relief flooded me when I saw Red’s Meadow with its 
little buildings spotting the landscape! Just as I reached the edge of the property, 
a doe with her two fawns stood in my path. Because of the snow, there was only 
one path. She had her ears up and did not have any desire to move. I politely 
asked her to find another place to have dinner, yet she stood there, committed to 
her spot in the middle of the trail. Cold and tired, I decided I'd rather be kicked 
by a deer than stand frozen in my spot. When I was about fifteen feet away, one 
of her fawns ran off and she decided to move out of the trail and start snacking 
on grass. Boy, did I feel lucky!
 
Upon reaching Red’s, I dropped my pack and went to the cafe. I said I needed to 
check-in to my room, but wanted to order food. Knowing the cafe closed at 7:00 
PM (which was another reason I'd rushed all day), I asked what time they 
stopped taking orders. The waitress answered 6:30. When I pointed out that it 
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was 6:35, Wendy (the waitress) assured me I could still order, go check in, and then come back and eat. I ordered a cheeseburger (not 
asking if the meat came from a feedlot), macaroni salad, and hot chocolate. Then, I checked in and saw Zen behind me.  I asked if the 
room could handle multiple people, and the gentleman at the counter said there were beds for four. Zen, Tiffany, and Justin were 
happy to join me (the alternative was a cold night in wet tents) and paid the extra $30. As a gift, Dad had already paid the $62 for my 
room. I also bought washing machine tokens ($3.50), 10 extra minutes of shower time ($10), and tampons (I'd planned to be done with 
my hike two days ago). Then, I went to dinner. It was perfect! I enjoyed real food while temporarily speaking with the South Koreans, 
then moved to the table with my new bunk mates so I could get to know them before sleeping together. I called the bottom bunk, Zen 
took the top, and Tiffany and Justin took the futon. 
 
I left dinner before everyone else so I could finally get clean. I started the laundry, then took a lush ten minute shower. Wearing only 
my down coat, rain pants and jacket, and soaking wet boots, I returned to the laundry (I figured it'd be warmer in there). And, that is 
when the best thing happen—I had cell service! I texted everyone that I was safe in Red’s Meadow, and Mike and Spencer called me 
via FaceTime almost immediately. We spoke for a delightful ten-to-fifteen minutes. After that, I called Ryan and we discussed which 
character I should adopt for World of Warcraft. Looks like I'm going to be a mage blood elf. All three of my favorite men are doing 
well. It was wonderful to talk with them. I was so happy to see their faces and watch them put the dogs’ faces up to the phone.
 
As soon as my calls and laundry were done, Eric (the guy who'd planned to camp six miles from Red’s) walked in. I think he went in 
there to get warm. I asked if he was staying in a tent, and when he confirmed that he was, I invited him to join the foursome in my 
cabin. He gladly accepted. [There was another woman at dinner asking people at tables if they wanted to share her room. We all 
wanted to help each other, especially after suffering through the last night’s snowstorm and the day’s sub-freezing temperatures.]
 
When I returned to the cabin, Eric was on the floor and everyone else was in bed. I learned that Tiffany is a nurse (and has been a 
traveling nurse) and Eric does search and rescue and has a dog trained to find missing people. It was a really neat conversation. We 
also helped Zen brainstorm possible careers. She likes medicine, but it requires so much school that she wouldn't be able to be 
outdoors for years. Eric and I suggested paramedicine. She could do search and rescue and even get paid for it. I also learned that the 
two guys had lost toenails on this trip just like me.
 
We talked until turning to our individual tech devices and eventually turned off the light. My electronics continued to charge while the 
heater gave out its blissful gift of warmth. I journaled and read before finally falling asleep at almost midnight. What a day!
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Friday, September 22—Red’s Meadow, but Time to Quit￼
 
 
Miles: 0 (JMT151)
 
 
It snowed a bit overnight, but I had no idea because I was in a comfortable cabin with my heater on full-blast, four roommates 
producing extra warmth, and my -10º bag over the covers. I also had on my mega sleeping socks. I needed two bathroom breaks 
requiring I put on my wet boots, but at least I didn't have to climb out of my tent to do it. I awoke 
early when Eric came in with a smile on his face announcing: “Breakfast is on me!” Then, I 
promptly went back to sleep until after 9:00 AM. It was blissful!
 
During the “outhouse” visit that included flush toilets, toilet paper, soap, relatively hot water, and 
paper towels, I brushed my teeth with lots of toothpaste and spit it in the sink (as opposed to having 
to swallow a microscopic amount so I didn't affect the environment. My hairbrush brushed for its 
last time as it finally broke (I'd been nursing it for days).
 
First, I went to the general store where I booked a room for another night. My plan for the day was 
to either take a zero day and start hiking again the following day, or just stay overnight and head to 
Mammoth Lakes the next day to head toward home. It was a sunny day, but snow littered the 
ground in a gorgeous way and it was still bitterly cold. I then moved on to the cafe where Wendy 
served me French toast, eggs, and hot chocolate. Eric came in and sat and talked with me for about 
thirty minutes. We had a great conversation while I imbibed in my second cup of hot chocolate 
with whipping cream and a chocolate drizzle and, yes, he did pay for breakfast.
 
He'd only planned a segment trek, but was heading off the trail early anyway. Zen, Justin, and 
Tiffany came in to inform us they were also ending their JMT adventure. We all had only sixty 
relatively easy miles to go, but, like me, they decided it wasn't wise due to route finding and 
temperatures. That sealed it for me. A fast-paced team of three was feeling uncertain about 
continuing; it certainly wouldn't be wise for slow, lone me to continue. I texted the crew and 
informed them of my decision to quit and, graciously, Sarah immediately wrote me back assuring 
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we would finish the Red’s Meadow to Happy Isles segment together next 
summer. She's been such a wonderful support during this trip! Dad, Mike, 
and Ryan were equally supportive of the decision as were those who 
commented on Mike’s FaceBook post of my decision (i.e., Gretchen and 
Aunt Darlene). Ryan, of course, thought I was crazy to do this thing in the 
first place. Surely, everyone else did, too, but they chose to not tell me 
before I started. I HATE not meeting my goals and keep working at them 
until I finally succeed, but I decided that doing the trail as two segment 
hikes would be adequate; I had no desire to do the southern half again. After 
all, I told myself I never wanted to do Whitney again after I did it the first 
time.
 
Wendy agreed to drive me the thirty-to-forty minute drive from Red’s to 
Mammoth Lakes for forty dollars. The others rode much more 
inexpensively, but I wasn't ready to go when they left and I enjoyed Wendy’s 
company and wanted to support her financially. 
 
We arrived in time for me to catch the Eastern Sierra Transportation Authority bus to take me to Bishop. Leaving on this earlier bus 
(2:05 instead of 5:15) meant that I'd have three hours to spend in Bishop. Who wouldn't want to spend three hours at Schat’s 
Bakery!??!?
 
I spent the time on the bus and the time in Bishop catching up on text threads, emails, and FaceBook posts 
and messages. One of the employees at Schat’s let me stow my pack while I ate a delectable veggie 
sandwich on Hopi bread and shopped for $40 of gifts for those who supported me along the trail 
(sheepherder’s and sourdough bread for Mike, chocolate-dipped macaroons for Dad, and pull-apart 
breakfast loaf for Sarah), bread for home, and some well-deserved treats for myself (cannoli, elephant 
ears, and pumpernickel bread). I walked the two blocks back to the bus stop with my pack and two 
grocery bags of bakery goods (and a huge jawbreaker for Ryan and bubblegum pop rocks for each of the 
boys). 
 
Along the way, I tried to visit the Inyo National Forest Visitor’s Center to get an NPS passport stamp and 
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ask about permits for next summer’s Red’s to Yosemite hike, but they were closed. Instead, I 
returned to the bus stop via Smart and Final where I bought a grocery bag with handles to ease 
my hauling duties and stopped at Vons where I bought a vitamin C orange juice Odwalla drink
—I desperately desired real and healthy food. The added vitamin C didn't hurt either. While I 
shopped at Vons, the bus driver kindly let me leave my pack and Smart and Final bag in the 
bus. My shoulder had been hurting for days and I also tended to knock people over every time 
I turned around with the pack on my back. I was definitely back in civilization and definitely 
glad to not be permanently attached to that thing. Additionally, my feet hurt—I blamed it on 
wearing Crocs since my shoes were still soaked, but it may have had something to do with 
hiking 43 miles over the last three days. Then, I took the bus from Bishop to Lone Pine, 
working on my journal during the hour-long ride.
 
The shuttle dropped us off at the McDonald’s in Lone Pine where I probably lost one of my gloves. I was very grateful for losing it 
there instead of anywhere else over the last 17 days. I needed those things 
(especially at the end).
 
While at McDonald’s, I tried to get a Lyft or Uber driver that could take me to 
Whitney Portal. Apparently, there were either no drivers working or none willing 
to drive to the Portal. That meant one thing… I'd have to try my hat at 
hitchhiking. I walked two blocks to the Whitney Portal Road and held up my 
iPad with my hitchhiking sign. I felt stupid putting my thumb out, but figured 
that if I didn't, drivers just might think I'm announcing that they're on the right 
road. Surely, I'd be the only one to ever think that if passing the sign, but, heck, 
what if I was the one driver willing to pull over to help out an old lady.
 
There were still some local streets further up the Whitney Portal road so I wasn't 
too surprised when cars would drive by and not stop. Also, there would be fewer 
cars driving to the Portal between 8:30 and 9:30 at night, and, seriously, who 
would want to go up there following a massive storm?
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I checked Priceline, Orbitz, and Kayak and found that there were no hotels listed in Lone Pine. The closest options were in Bishop—
Whitney Portal was a lot closer than that. I was pretty confident I'd get a ride and even considered adding “$40” to my electronic sign, 
but that doesn't mean that I wasn't apprehensive. Knowing I might be in Lone Pine until morning and that I didn't have any hotel leads, 
I considered other options. The cheapest and easiest would be to camp right on my hitchhiking corner. There were two houses. One 
was dark and kind of shabby. The other was light with an American flag fluttering in the wind and whitewashed swing in the front 
yard. It also had a pretty door. I figured nice people must live there and they were still awake since lights were onso I mustered the 
courage and knocked on their door. A dad, Marty, and his two darling daughters met me at the door. I put on my kindest face and 
explained that I was trying to hitchhike to the Portal, but if I didn't get a ride, I'd like their permission to camp on their front lawn. 
Marty and I talked a bit. He couldn't drive me to the Portal then, but if his wife came home early he could take me in about an hour. 
Also, it wasn't his house so he called his parents to ask their permission for me to camp there. They approved and then called him back 
a few minutes later to offer me the RV in their backyard. He said the door was open and, though there wasn't electricity, I was 
welcome to sleep in there. I was immensely thankful.
 
I returned to my street corner. By 9:30 PM, just minutes after Marty and I finished talking, a man drove up in a minivan, a Honda 
Odyssey like I used to have. He said he lived in the area and saw my sign. “Sarge” (Bill) said it'd be okay for me to take a picture of 
his license plate to send Mike so Mike would know who I was riding with, and Sarge insisted I also take a picture of his drivers’ 
license. He told me that he'd seen my sign and then driven around the block to return. He said he hadn't been up to Whitney Portal in a 
long time so would love to see it again and was happy to take me. Sarge seemed nice enough and opened his trunk. This was starting 
to seem pretty safe. Then, he nonchalantly told me he'd had “a little drink.” I gave him the perfect response: “Would you like me to 
drive, then?” He responded in the affirmative and I happily stepped behind the wheel. 
 
We spoke the entire way (about twenty minutes) about his life and my family and trip. He was a vet that may be partially living out of 
his car because his “fixer-upper” is rat infested. I'm not sure I got the entire story correct, but I believe there was some truth to that 
explanation. As we talked, the smell of alcohol permeated the air making me suspect he'd had more than “a little drink” and making 
me feel much more comfortable that I was driving. Besides the drinking, he offered a great experience for my first US hitchhiking 
experience. Upon dropping me at my car, I tried to give him $40, but he was only willing to take $20.
 
I knew I'd made the right decision about leaving the trail when we saw lots of snowflakes pummel the Portal area. Sarge opened the 
door so I could get my pack and waited for me to start the Prius. I called Mike to let him know I was safely in the car and texted the 
group that I'd be on my way home shortly.
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From there, I drove down to Lone Pine for gas, coffee, and sunflower seeds, stopping at Marty’s to thank him for all his help. The 
lights were still on, but no one answered so I figured they were in bed. I tried to leave a thank you note, but none of the pens in the car 
was working and I hadn't taken one along the trail. Finally, I decided to leave and hope he knows how truly thankful I was for his 
assistance. Amped with cappuccino, sunflower seeds, and a new audiobook, “Gorge” (about a morbidly obese woman who climbed 
Kilimanjaro), I started the drive home.
 
Despite the fact it was around 10:30 PM when I started driving, I was oddly alert. I made it home without incident around 2:30 AM. 
The puppies were ecstatic that I'd returned and, after adequately loving on them, I drove home where I brought in all my gear and 
weighed my pack to be only 23 pounds! That's a stark cry from the original 46.5! I kissed Spencer and Mike goodnight, finished my 
journal, and flitted into my warm, comfortable bed.
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Saturday, September 8—Mammoth Lakes: Time to Restart￼
 
Miles: 0
Elevation Change: 0’
Highest Elevation: 8,993’
Sleeping Elevation: 7,880’
Hours Hiking: 0
 
￼￼
 
I had to wait a year to rejoin the trail, but it finally happened. I’d 
planned to go earlier in the season, joined by Lotty Caro (a 
reference from Sarah), but the Ferguson Fire kept us from 
making the trip. I had a permit for the JMT north of Devil’s 
Postpile (my preferred jumping off point), but was able to snag a 
permit later in September out of Red Cones for early September
—hopefully that would allow me to beat the snow.
 
I said my goodbyes to Mike and Spencer (Ryan was back at 
school in Reno) and drove to Mammoth Lakes via Schat’s in 
Bishop where I picked up a sandwich, cheesy breadsticks, and a 
Napoleon. YUM! Along the way, I finished “Nyxia: Unleashed” 
and started “This Mortal Coil.” I checked into Moderne Hostel 
(amazingly inexpensive at <$40/night) and took off to see Mary 
Lake where I’d hoped to kayak (my kayak was in the car), but it 
was chilly and windy and I was a bit tired. Instead, I bought cider 
at the local hooch shop and returned to the hostel.
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After a shower, I ate dinner in the common kitchen while talking with other travelers. One was my age, but the rest were in their 20s 
and 30s. Only one was hiking the JMT and she quit after only 2.5 days because her partner was hiking too fast for her (17 miles days). 
I’m sad she didn’t go on by herself so she could experience the trail at a pace more suitable to her. The young ones left for a while to 
smoke pot, then all returned to watch a movie in the common living area. That was about the time I headed to bed. I stowed the items I 
wouldn’t need for tomorrow in the armoire (e.g., sleeping bag, bed roll, tent, bear can, hiking clothes) so I would take only my basic 
backpack to Yosemite. 
￼
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Sunday, September 9—Yosemite National Park to Drop Off the Car
￼
 
Miles: 6.5
Elevation Change: +236’, -217’
Highest Elevation: 7,880’
Sleeping Elevation: 7,880’
Hours Hiking: 3:14
 
￼
 
After my 6:30 AM alarm in the Moderne Hostel, I quickly prepared for the day and took a drive to 
the local Schat’s. There, knowing I would expend the calories over the next few days, I bought a 
chocolate croissant and hazelnut mocha to enjoy during the two hour drive to Yosemite. Mammoth 
to Yosemite is only a 30 minute drive, but there’s a two hour drive from the east gate of the park to 
the central valley where Half Dome towers. I’d passed cyclists doing the Mammoth Gran Fondo 
(6,643’ of climbing) on my drive the day before, and passed runners doing a Tioga Pass Run 
(3,200’ of climbing over 12.4 miles). Their motto is “Just One Hill.” These would be a great reason 
to visit the area in September in future years. What a great challenge. Of course, I stopped￼ at the 
Mobil Gas Station to pick-up lunch from their amazing deli. I 
listened to “This Mortal Coil” for the entire drive. 
 
My first stop in Yosemite after paying the entry fee ($30 
because I forgot my National Park Pass) was in the parking lot 
talking on the phone with Spencer as he faced challenges of his 
first few days at work. My next stop was at the Yosemite Valley Visitor’s Center where I asked the 
many questions I’d written on a napkin while driving to the park. I learned I could hike to Cloud’s 
Rest without an extra permit and I learned where to park the Prius during the weeklong hike. I 
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drove to the Half Dome Trail Parking Lot and drove in circles for about 15 minutes until￼ 
commandeering a perfect space. I then scouted the area so I’d know what to do when hiking 
into Happy Isles from the south. I found the trail, stored toiletries in a bear locker, and learned 
where I could take a shower. It was time to leave the car so I wrote in my 10+ year daily journal 
(I left it in the car so I wouldn’t have to carry it), changed my clothes (in a wooded area where I 
scared deer away) into throwaways I could leave in Mammoth, and took the shuttle back to the 
Visitor’s Center. A ranger suggested where I could enjoy lunch and a view (most of the falls 
were dry this time of year), I stamped my National Parks Passport, and I borrowed scissors to 
cut my sweatpants into shorts. It was a hot 85° outside.
 
I stayed in my water shoes—carrying my boots in my backpack—and hiked around the valley￼ 
for 6.5 miles. The Merced was a beautiful spot for lunch. I soaked my feet while eating the gas 
station sandwich, then walked downriver for about a quarter mile. Along the way, I saw people 
on paddle boards (it wasn’t deep enough for them, but they had a good time floating as if on 
boogie boards) and lots of partiers. One set of partiers were playing beer pong (literally on the 
water... they’d set up a table in the river) and football, floating on rafts connected by ropes, 
eating watermelon, and listening to music on the shore. Some children were swimming with 
their families while wearing little life preservers. The water ranged from 2”-2.5’. I eventually 
left the water and walked along paths to the sadly dry Lower Yosemite Falls. Apparently, the 
best waterfalls this time of year are Nevada and Vernal Falls. Because they require some intense 
hiking and are along the JMT anyway, I decided to forego￼￼ 
seeing them. Instead, I watched the video playing in the 
auditorium about the history of the Park and really enjoyed it. 
 
My bus was to leave at 5:00 PM so I ran by the café to pick-
up ice cream and some breakfast and lunch for tomorrow. I 
was also able to call Mike (they had WiFi) and learned 
Spencer became much happier with work as his day 
progressed. I’m disappointed I won’t be home to support 
Spencer as he struggles with his new job. Ryan and I spoke, 
too. He’s doing very well this semester at UNR and I can’t 
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wait to visit him next week. 
 
The bus arrived in Mammoth at about 8:30 PM and I walked from The Village to the hostel, about a quarter mile. Time for a cider, 
preparations for tomorrow, and a good night’s sleep before the big adventure.￼ 
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Monday, September 10 (Day 16)—Back on the Trail
￼
 
Miles: 12.5 (JMT 157)
Elevation Change: +2,522’, -2,148’
Highest Elevation: 9,315’
Sleeping Elevation: 9,315’
Hours Hiking: 8:38
 
 
 
I awoke as planned at 7 AM and prepared to go. I’d hoped to catch a Lyft or Uber ride, but no drivers were available. It was okay, 
though, because the front desk clerk at the hostel told me there was a free shuttle. I’d hoped to be at the trailhead of Horseshoe Lake 
by 9 AM, but was still able to start by 9:30. The free shuttle ended up being great not only because I saved $12, but also because I rode 
with two other NOBO JMTers who’d also been stopped at Red’s Meadow last year. Their hike-ending culprit was exhaustion. I can 
see why—they were speed demons and were gone before I shouldered my pack. The trolley ride was also great because our driver 
took time to tell us about the area as he drove (I wished I’d carried cash to tip him). He told us about the mamma bear and two baby 
cubs that live around Twin Lakes who were, unfortunately, not visible this morning. He also told us about all the great winter sports in 
the area as well as some of the summer activities. They keep the area really peaceful by limiting motorized vehicles like snowmobiles. 
I’d noticed the dead trees due to leaking CO2 gasses at Horseshoe Lake, but not noticed all the danger signs yesterday. Apparently, two 
campers died in their tents from CO2 poisoning by not heeding those warnings.
 
Starting at Horseshoe Lake meant hiking four miles to get to Red’s Meadow for my official start. The first half mile was straight uphill 
and I was huffing and puffing even at just 8000’. To take my mind off the hard work, I listened to most of the book “This Mortal 
Coil.” The next 3.5 miles were straight downhill. My heart rate evened, but then the big toe that I broke eight weeks ago started 
screaming from hitting the front of my boot. I was glad to reach Red’s where I loosened my boots, used my last flush toilet, charged 
my phone, ate lunch, and said “hi” to Wendy, my lifesaver from last season. She even remembered me.
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Then, I was officially on the JMT again and the climbing began. As always, I￼￼ 
wanted to get as far as I could, but there were limitations because the area lacked 
the typical “water everywhere” theme from last year and there were areas (like in 
Devil’s Postpile National Monument) where camping wasn’t permitted. So, I kept 
walking and ended at a nice campground already staked by four men heading 
SOBO. They were from British Columbia and assured me that I was about to enter 
a visual wonderland. 
 
It was well into the 80s during the day so when I stopped to refill my water 
bladder, I dunked my shirt in the stream. It was so refreshing and kept me 
much cooler for the next few hours. It was also my first time to purify 
water with my new Camelbak. Unfortunately, I didn’t heed the #1 rule of 
triathlon: “Never do anything new on race day!” My gravity filter didn’t fit 
into my new drinking tube. Arghhh!! I could still take advantage of gravity 
to filter water, but now I had to hold it in place. I hoped to later rig a hack 
with rubber bands?
 
Today was really physically demanding and I asked myself several times 
why I was doing this. Then, I’d feel the burn in my glutes and have two 
good answers: to train for Ironman Florida and to prove I can do really 
hard things. This question had been spinning for me all day because one of 
the guys I met on the bus in the morning asked what was my favorite part 
of the southern 175 miles. I didn’t have an answer; only all the bad 
memories (snow before Red’s, putting up the tent in a windstorm and a 
rainstorm, falling often, and lightening while climbing a pass. Then, I 
remembered the beauty of the trail. As John Muir eloquently put it: “This is 
the range of light.” It is truly God’s gift to us all!
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Tuesday, September 11 (Day 17)—Exhausting, but Getting Stronger￼
 
Miles: 10.1 (JMT 166)
Elevation Change: +2,396’, -1,663’
Highest Elevation: 10,204’
Sleeping Elevation: 9,924’
Hours Hiking: 8:34
 
 
 
I slept in and didn’t even hear the BC crew leave. I awoke at 8:35 AM so it was 10 before I was on the trail. There’s just so much to do 
before leaving camp—an hour and a half seems to be standard for the amount of time it takes to get comfortable in camp in the 
evening and again to break camp in the morning. It’s crazy that I can get ready so quickly at home when I shower, really brush my 
teeth, and even choose and put on clean clothes. Of course, I don’t need to dig a hole for my morning constitution—regardless of 
whether anything comes out (regrettably, I felt the effects of diarrhea). Again, I wasn’t hungry all day, but forced down a Schat’s 
breadstick for breakfast, took a 15 minute break at 2PM for some Top Ramen prepared before leaving camp in the morning, snacked 
on some trail mix while walking, and even savored a lemon drop. For dinner, I ate 300 calories of Mountain House beef Stroganoff 
and crunched a mini Butterfinger. I’m expending about an extra 2000 calories a day, but only eating about 1300 total (1800 is my base 
calorie intake at home). I’m definitely losing weight for Ironman Florida, and given the exhaustion in my glutes, I’m also building 
quite a bit of muscle.￼ 
 
The day was tougher than day one even though I covered fewer miles with less elevation increase. I 
figured it was because my body worked so hard on day one that it was rebelling on day two. I took a lot 
more breaks on the uphills and noticed that even the downhills were slower. Some of the downhill 
decrease in speed may have been due to higher elevation and more difficult terrain. There were some 
very rocky sections like those experienced south of Muir Trail Ranch. The saving grace for each climb 
was that upon reaching the top, I’d see a wonderful lake and get to experience the inevitable descent. This 
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happened with both the unbelievably beautiful Garnet Lake as well as Ruby Lake where I eventually camped for the night.
 
My morning good omen was a majestic deer I caught watching me. They are so accustomed to hikers that they don’t even run from us. 
I suppose this is a good thing; they feel safe in our midst.  
 
Lunch came after only 6 miles, but I was utterly spent and hot so stopped to rest my legs. I’d been hiking about 5.5 hours already and 
just couldn’t take another step without a much needed 15 minute break. I didn’t rest again until mile 8.5, but took an entire hour to rest 
the second time. I refilled my empty water bladder using the rubber band hack so I wouldn’t have to hold the filtering tube together 
with the tube for my bladder. It worked quite well for the remainder of the trip. While at Garnet Lake, I rinsed my odiferous shirt and 
body, dunking my body to the waist, washed my dirty bandana and pee rag, and checked out the map. I also inspected my big, recently 
broken toe and saw that it didn’t seem to be improving. About this time, the wind was starting to pick up (again, the elevation was 
higher) so I waited only a few minutes for my gear to dry before taking off on the trail. It was not hot after that, but still warm. Every 
now and then, I’d catch a chill through my damp shirt. 
 
The plan was to make it over Island Pass, a 13.5 mile day, but that just wasn’t realistic. Part of the problem was that there seemed to be 
fewer campsites near water on this part of the trail. Almost all the streams were dry, so I couldn’t even use the little campsites that 
appear by most streams. Though I didn’t need water, I decided to camp next to Ruby Lake anyway. There were lots of people already 
camped there and a gentleman told me there was another campsite that was just slightly ahead. It meant going slightly off trail and 
there’d be no water and I’d seen a cleared tent site available in the Ruby Lake area so decided to just stay where I was. The idea of 
hiking another quarter mile just didn’t feel doable.￼ 
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The space was small and rocky so I really struggled to insert stakes. The worst part, though, was the wind. It was really strong by the 
lake (nothing as bad as what I experienced at Marie Lake) and the tent kept trying to fly away. Between the wind and stakes, it took a 
full 25 minutes to raise the tent. I threw everything inside and then didn’t leave until I had to stow the bear can. I even, nervously, 
boiled the water for dinner under the overhanging flap. I was cold and wearing my down coat. Every other now and then, a gust of 
wind would hit the tent and everything inside would be covered in a layer of dirt. I don’t remember that happening before so I must 
have been in a really bad location—maybe this was because the area was under restoration. After I’d selected my tent site and started 
raising it in the wind, I saw a little sign asking hikers not to camp in the area because they were trying to restore it. I felt badly, but was 
too cold and nervous about the wind and it was too late to search for another spot.
 
In the tent, I cleaned my body using my baby wipe ritual, ate dinner, communicated with the fam and Sarah on the inReach, and wrote 
in my journal. The night ended as usual with reading a bit before falling asleep before 9 PM. I set an alarm for an early start with 
grand plans for a tough trek—ideally making it over both Island and Donahue Passes. 
 
 
￼
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Wednesday, September 12 (Day 18)—Brutal Winds then Two Passes
￼
 
Miles: 13.1 (JMT 178)
Elevation Change: +2,401’, -3,336’
Highest Elevation: 11,074‘
Sleeping Elevation: 8,991’
Hours Hiking: 10:28
 
￼￼
 
The night was rough with wind 
increasing as the wee hours of 
the night progressed. I prayed 
several times that the tent 
canopy would hold. When I 
awoke to my alarm at 6:30 AM, 
EVERYTHING was covered in 
sand. I heard others discussing￼ 
their plans so I went over to 
Melanie’s tent to see what she 
was going to do. The wind was still blowing 
fiercely. She’d decided to try for Red’s Meadow (she was SOBO) 
and thought she might stop there instead of continuing onto 
Whitney. I was surprised as I thought back to all the weather challenges I faced the previous year 
including a bad windstorm—the one at Marie Lake that was MUCH worse than this—didn’t stop 
me. She was a 24 year-old Berkeley student hiking with a friend (who was about an hour behind 
her). I couldn’t believe I was faring better than them at my age. Melanie blessedly helped me take 
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down my tent so it didn’t fly away through the process. In return, I told her friend her plans when I passed her later in the morning. 
 
With the goal to make it over two passes while expecting winds to increase throughout day and knowing there was nowhere to exit the 
trail before Tuolumne Meadows, I had to move and ultimately met my goal. Crossing two passes including a 5 mile uphill climb and 
advancing 5 miles past Donohue Pass was hard work; but, the weather was nice (other than the wind that almost pushed me over a few 
times) and the scenery was exquisite. I did curse John Muir a few times for not choosing a flatter route across the Sierra. 
 
Climbing the passes took about 45 minutes per mile. I was ecstatic to head downhill until I realized it was so rocky that I still only 
covered a mile every 45 minutes. It wasn’t until 1-2 miles from my campsite that it began to flatten and I could do 24-minute miles.￼
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I passed several dozen SOBO hikers throughout the day and was passed my a handful of NOBOers. It surprised me the number of rest 
breaks people take. Several groups played tag with me for hours at a time. Slow and steady…that’s how I do it.
 
I found a nice campsite that was the last one for several miles. Three men were there having dinner and welcomed me to stay in the 
area. As I was finishing setting up camp, one invited me to join them in smoking a joint. This was the second time pot was offered to 
me in the last few days. I began wondering if I was starting to look more like the kind of person who regularly imbibes.￼￼￼
I made dinner (biscuits and gravy) and cleaned my 
handkerchiefs and hands in the beautifully meandering 
river by camp. I organized my pack, texted everyone 
with the inReach, and wrote in my journal before 
taking a Tylenol PM and heading to sleep. 
 
I’m so proud to have crossed the final tough pass. I 
can’t even find Cathedral Pass (the last one) on my 
map because it’s rather insignificant. I had just over 30 
miles to go and was confident I could finish in two 
more days. 
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Thursday, September 13 (Day 19)—Lost and Out of Water￼
 
Miles: 18.8 (JMT 196)
Elevation Change: +2,162’, -1,715’
Highest Elevation: 9,930’
Sleeping Elevation: 9,451’
Hours Hiking: 11:27￼￼
My alarm went off at 6 AM so I could get an early start. I broke camp and made Top Ramen, 
drinking the soup and saving the noodles for lunch. I was on the trail by 7:30 AM—a record for 
this part of the trip—and made great progress as the terrain was mostly flat or downhill. 
Surprisingly, I reached Tuolumne Meadows before 11:00. 
 
I decided not to go into town to save the half mile it may have taken, instead continuing 
forward. I was in need of water (had been for a few miles) so was overjoyed when I saw the 
amazing Tuolumne River. I found the most beautiful site where I refilled my water and ate my 
ramen. It was bliss; I kept thinking how fortunate I was to be in this playground God gave us.
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After leaving the river and walking for a short while, I checked Guthooks and found I was off-trail, significantly off trail. It appeared￼ 
the trail was on the other side of the river, but I had been following the trail signs. I walked to the Tuolumne Campground which 
appeared to be a way to get closer to the trail and found a ranger who told me I was going the wrong way. It didn’t make sense because 
Guthooks was saying something completely different. I decided to follow Guthooks since it hadn’t ever steered me wrong. It took me 
through a parking lot (which seemed wrong) where I found some girls who looked like backcountry hikers. I inquired if they knew 
where the JMT was and, after consulting their map, concurred with the ranger’s directions. I started to head back, but checked again. 
Guthooks said I was exactly where I was supposed to be and that I would cross a gate in 0.2 miles so I kept with Guthooks and, sure 
enough, found the gate. At this point, it dawned on me that there is one section of the JMT that has two alternate routes. This must be 
it… relief flooded me. Though I was back on course, I worried I’d lost precious miles because of the error. But at the end of the day, 
my mileage aligned perfectly with the JMT mile markers on Guthooks. Hooray! 
 
To take my mind off the pain in my legs and feet, I listened to several books. I finished “Unbound,” and started “Meg.” I throughly 
enjoyed both of them. It was great to have something to keep my mind off the sometimes seemingly endless miles. 
 
It appeared that had I followed the Guthooks path the entire way, I would have been east of Lembert Dome; instead I was west. This 
ended up being good because my lunch stop overlooked the breathtaking dome. The route also put me within less than a quarter-mile 
of the Tuolumne Visitor’s Center. I had a bloody nose and thought it would be nirvana to clean my face, hands, and bandana with 
clean running water. It was, and the flush toilet with toilet paper was very posh. I also went into the Center to see if they sold ice 
cream. Sadly, they didn’t. About this time, I realized how bad I smelled and figured I better remove myself from civilization before 
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clean people started trying to give me handouts. It was too late. 
After asking the ranger for ice cream, a man inquired if I needed 
food. I told him I only needed ice cream, but I think he would’ve 
gladly￼ supplied nourishment had I asked.￼
 
Along the trail, I ran into another park ranger. She was young and 
cute and explained that Cathedral Pass isn’t really a pass. 
Guthooks didn’t list the exact Pass location—apparently one￼ 
doesn’t exist. It was rather anticlimactic given this was my last pass. There were, however, two great 
viewing points of Cathedral Rock. It is named perfectly—it’s a natural temple. Between this, some 
recommendations from day hikers, and hiking through Tuolumne Meadows, I decided I wanted to 
come back to see Upper and Lower Cathedral Lakes, hike Lembert Dome (if that’s an option), and 
visit Tuolumne Meadows with Mike. Maybe he’d even let me hike to Cloud’s Rest (he’s not the 
climbing type so he doubtfully would want to go).
 
As I was walking along, there were several people working trail crews. In one case, they were 
working on a watershed because human use altered its natural habitat. They were especially concerned 
when hikers altered the trails by widening them, creating multiple channels, or going off trail completely. There are obvious rules like 
having no fires above 10,000’ and not relieving oneself less than 100’ from a water source, but other etiquette is either unknown or 
little known—like widening trails and giving right-of-way to those hiking uphill. I didn’t learn until I was almost done that peeing on 
less-traveled trails is better for the environment than going off-trail. It limits human smells to a smaller area therefore impacting 
wildlife to a lesser extent.
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Most of the water sources listed on Guthooks were dry so I ran out of water at about mile 16,￼ 
and then kept finding each up-trail water source dry as well. This was disheartening because 
Guthooks had always been accurate regarding water sources and camping spots. I asked 
passersby where the next water source was and all the options were off the path. All I wanted 
to do was get to Happy Isles and get to Reno to see Ryan; there was no way I wanted to hike 
a mile (there and back) off course. This was the one time Guthooks did me wrong and it left 
me desperate for water. I suppose the drier winter (as opposed to the mass of snow in 
2016-2017) was the cause. After summiting the very last crest of the trail, I made myself a 
deal—I would stop and assess the situation when I reached 18.5 miles, 6:30 PM (sunset was 
at 7:10), or when I reached a water source. 6:30 came before I found an acceptable campsite 
so I figured I’d nestle down wherever I could. The ranger I spoke with earlier said they 
practice dispersed camping throughout Yosemite’s wilderness areas so I could camp almost 
anywhere. At 6:45, I stopped in a meadow next to yet another dry stream. There was no way I’d be able to make my way another 15 
miles to Happy Isles in the dark. The meadow had clumps of grass all over so I figured just about any clump of grass would do. The 
first one I chose, though, had lots of little holes in the ground. I decided it wouldn’t be wise to sleep on critter homes as the inhabitants 
may not appreciate me and end up giving me a hard night. I moved and was pleased to have the tent up in just over 15 minutes, just in 
time for me to get everything into the tent before the sun went down.
 
In addition to my Camelbak, I carry a bottle of water for emergencies. I thought I’d completely filled the bottle in Tuolumne 
Meadows, but apparently I hadn’t filled it to the brim. I’d planned on that being my cooking and drinking water for the night since I’d 
not found any water sources for almost nine miles, but it wasn’t full. I’d expected to have enough to boil one cup for a meal, enough to 
take Tylenol PM before bed, and enough to have a few sips if I woke up with cat-tongue like I had many previous nights. I really 
didn’t have enough, but decided to make beef Stroganoff anyway. I boiled one cup of water, then managed to spill it all over the 
ground and nearly cried. I’d only eaten the ramen, a Quest bar, a small chocolate, two lemon drops, and some crunched tortilla chips 
all day. I pulled out one of my last two snacks, pretzels, and made that dinner along with a mini Baby Ruth and another small 
chocolate. 
 
Being in Yosemite puts me square in bear country. Being solo and in a meadow made it pretty important for me to be bear savvy for 
the night. Just about everything went into the bear can, including the items that live in my backpack pockets (i.e., chapstick, sunscreen, 
Deet, and hand sanitizer). I kept my toiletries and emergency kit in the tent, but put them in an Opsac (odor-free) bag hoping this 
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precaution would not only keep the bears away from the tent, but also might keep squirrels and other small animals away. When 
writing in my journal, I heard a few noises I thought were critters checking me out. A simple, but firm: “That’s enough! Now move 
on!” did the trick and the noises stopped. 
 
Though I really wanted to finish the trail, I knew I had to stay another night in the backcountry. My goal was to reach Happy Isles at a 
reasonable time the next day so I could get a shower and meet Ryan (a four-and-a-half hour drive) in time for dinner. It seemed like a 
pipe dream given that I was about 15 miles from the finish line, but it gave me something to work toward. 
 
 
 
￼
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Friday, September 14 (Day 20)—Success!￼
 
Miles: 17.2 (JMT 211)
Elevation Change: +745’, -5,892’
Highest Elevation: 9,636’
Sleeping Elevation: 4,505’
Hours Hiking: 10:17
 
 
 
What a day! I did it! I finished all 211 miles of the JMT! It wasn’t the thru-hike I’d planned, but I was still proud. I did great work 
over two years with only an external factor, weather, keeping me from completing my goal. Had I not been stopped at Red’s last year, 
I’m confident I could have completed this section in four days instead of five. I was much stronger after the southern portion and 
would’ve travelled much faster had I not taken a one year break. My original goal was 15 days. I took 20 days and I know 19 was 
possible. I also learned a lot about how to train, what is really necessary to carry, and how to save on weight so I could probably move 
slightly faster next time. That said, there won’t be a next time... not like this. If I ever hiked the JMT again, I would do it SOBO and a 
little earlier in the year so the cold nights, afternoon storms, and snow would (hopefully) be less and water would always be available. 
The benefits of traveling late-season are permits are much easier to acquire and most mosquitoes vanish once nighttime temperatures 
fall to freezing. One NOBO benefit is that it sure is nice to finish on the long downhill. Hiking up to Donohue Pass would be a bear as 
would climbing the Golden Staircase in the Palisades. I would also make an effort to take my time, maybe even forcing myself to take 
several low mileage days and a zero-day or two (especially at MTR so I could spend more time in the hot springs). I was always so 
rushed and tired. Over the last days of the trip, I made time to sit quietly beside beautiful landscapes to eat meals—just time to live in 
the present—and I really enjoyed it. Granted, I moved much faster and covered a lot more daily mileage because the terrain was 
easier. 
 
I told Sarah I may be willing to hike the JMT with her in the future when her kids are older, but I worry about hiking with others. 
There was no one to complain to during this trip so I didn’t complain much at all. When I made wrong turns, didn’t stop in time to 
safely make camp, and made other stupid decisions, I’d chastise myself. Then, I’d tell myself how stupid it was to complain to myself. 
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There’s definitely a lesson to learn here—namely, there is no￼￼ 
reason to complain to anyone including myself... ever! I also 
know I tend to slow others down, make them mad, and let their 
quirks irritate me. These are insecurities and idiosyncrasies I 
really need to overcome. Sarah’s helped me so much with this that 
I hope we will experience many more adventures together so I can 
grow in this way. Maybe a future JMT trek will create an 
opportunity for that growth to continue. 
 
With the help of two Tylenol PM (again), I slept well through the 
night and awoke only once for a very cold bathroom break. I also 
awoke thirsty several times in the night, but only drank once so I could have a sip before hitting the trail 
in the morning. I saved myself about two tablespoons, just enough to moisten my mouth. I also woke up 
chilled once, but was able to fall back to sleep. When I awoke with my 6 AM alarm (sunrise was at 7), 
the outside temperature was 20º and a layer of frost adorned the interior and exterior of my tent canopy. 
It must have been much colder the previous year because my down coat, hiking pants (not covered with 
rain pants), gloves, and buff were ample to keep me warm.
 
Being disgustingly filthy and knowing I’d get a shower as soon as I reached the Valley, I lazily forewent 
any hygienic primping with the exception of brushing my matted hair. I shoved all the clothing I wasn’t 
wearing into a dirty clothes Ziplock and called it good. Without water, I couldn’t make breakfast so I 
stuffed the remaining snacks from my bear canister (one chocolate square, five lemon drops, and a 
baggie of crushed tortilla chips) into my pants pocket and started to hike. It looked like I’d have nine 
miles before my first water source so I figured the sooner I left, the sooner I could rehydrate and cook a 
meal. 
 
It was surprising to find that I still had 600’ of climbing, but it sure beat the over 2000’ I had been 
climbing daily. At about mile five, I started seeing several SOBOers just beginning their JMT treks. 
They told me there were some trickles of water just ahead. I found one and even though it wasn’t a great 
source, it fortunately met my needs. I drank heavily from my newly filled bottle, filled my bladder, and 
took time to boil some water to make a late breakfast (biscuits and gravy) and lunch (beef Stroganoff) to 
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stow for later. I informed all the SOBOers to expect 8-11 dry miles so one￼ 
Tampa, Florida couple stopped to refill while I was there. We had a nice 
chat. Others decided to just take their chances. It worried me because they’d 
be covering those miles uphill.
 
After an early climb on rocks and branches, the descent donned flora 
requiring lots of stair-type walking. I cover these big drops really slowly so I 
don’t fall or misstep. Even so, my right heel started regularly whining when 
I didn’t set it on the ground perfectly. I kept hoping this wasn’t the 
beginning of a stress fracture; I had to return to long running miles the next 
week since I was just over seven weeks from Ironman Florida. Fortunately, 
after a fairly long descent on this terrain, the trail started to flatten to a more 
stable grade. I’d hoped this would continue for￼ 
the rest of the hike since I was nearing 
Yosemite Valley (I was already within the 
park’s borders) and the increased foot traffic 
would improve trail quality. This wasn’t the 
case… the final descent to Happy Isles was 
riddled with stairs and rocks. The terrain 
changed a lot throughout the day. 
 
After a mild uphill climb, I witnessed 
something that made me ecstatic—I saw Half 
Dome and knew the end was squarely in sight. 
But, Half Dome wasn’t the only surprise. After 
another short climb, it was as if the Valley 
floor opened. Green grasses with interspersed 
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trees lay below while granite towers rose to the sky. There’d been fires in the area, but it was recovering quickly and made me think 
the fire may be the result of a controlled burn. I stood in wonder until I regained my composure, started taking pictures, and decided it 
was the perfect place to eat my late breakfast.
 
That landscape morphed into another when the JMT took a strange offshoot. For the first time in almost 200 miles, the trail was not 
free of foliage. I had to use my poles to push thorny underbrush away and apply Deet to shoo away biting bugs hiding on the 
encroached path. The scenery was incredible. I decided that if I were a bear, I’d want to live there.  A perfect stream meandered 
through the small valley amidst tall grasses, ferns, and other understory delights. The side of the small valley were not steep and 
provided good cover with trees; and, both sides of the valley were littered with glacier-deposited boulders perfect for hiding and taking 
naps. 
￼
From this paradise, I entered the part of Yosemite frequented by day hikers. I passed the 
trail junctions for both Cloud’s Rest which I hoped to conquer in the future and Half 
Dome which Sarah and I completed years ago. As when Sarah and I climbed Half Dome, a 
ranger sat at the trail junction checking permits of those heading uphill. She looked iconic 
as she sat reading a book awaiting her next victim so I took her picture thinking how 
happy it would make her mom. Heading down from that section resulted in lots of little 
chats during which I congratulated hikers for succeeding at completing such a great bucket 
list item. Those cables are scary business!
 
My next stop was the top of Nevada Falls. I was so eager to get there because it truly 
represented the end of the trail and I was needing more water. As soon as I started 
filtering, I disrobed to my granny panties and sports bra and dunked my body in the river 
to rinse away the stench (it didn’t help much). I had a nice chat with some college-aged 
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boys who seemed impressed with my grit given I “was-a-mom-and-everything.” They were aghast when I said I couldn’t wait to get to 
Ryan’s dorm room for the night. I assured them that dorm rooms and dining commons where a huge improvement over the conditions 
I’d experienced along the trail—running water, flush toilets, not having to go outside in the middle of the night to pee, greater than 20º 
morning temperatures, a real bed (well, a floor mattress with real sheets), and, oh yes, fresh fruits and vegetables aside main courses 
not requiring filtering water and assembling a stove. Then, of course, there are also electrical outlets, comfy chairs, soap and showers, 
and opportunities to wear shoes that are not hiking boots. Dorms are truly living in the lap of luxury! After my pseudo-bath, I soaked 
my feet in icy water while eating lunch, talking to others who were enjoying the pool. I even called Ryan (there was cell service) to 
coordinate my arrival in Reno.￼ 
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The final three miles veered sharply downhill. There was a 
stunning view of Nevada Falls, but the route didn’t include Vernal 
Falls. A lot of people took this route and I’m not sure why. I think 
the more common route is much prettier and shorter. It also boasts 
the iconic mist you experience while walking next to the bottom 
pool of Vernal Falls. Along this section, I received many 
congratulations and lots of questions about the trail. I also talked a 
bit with an English couple who, in their younger days, rope 
climbed some of Yosemite’s walls. Then, in a stroke of luck, a 
JMTer who was also just about to finish came beside me. He wore 
a quilt (not a common wardrobe choice on the trail) so I asked if 
he was John Ladd. Ladd is a kilt-wearing JMT online champion 
who is generous with answering everyone’s questions with great 
detail and creates, organizes, and tallies annual results for a JMT 
—a gargantuan undertaking leading to interesting and helpful 
research. Glen told me his trail name should be “Not John Ladd” 
because so many hikers asked him the same question. We enjoyed 
descending the last mile-and-a-half together, sharing stories of our 
journeys. His took a month as a thru-hike. 
 
We finally reached “the sign” and celebrated with pictures, fist bumps (we didn’t even want to touch our own hands by this point), 
congratulations, and a poor rendition of the Hallelujah Chorus I provided for everyone nearby. We crossed the Merced River and bid 
each other and the trail farewell. I walked the last half mile to the parking lot where I retrieved my toiletries and Schat’s breadsticks 
from the bear vault and rid myself of my pack and boots at the car. 
 
My final stop in Yosemite was at Half Dome Village (formerly Curry Village) for a desperately needed shower. The shower attendant 
assured me I needed a shower and even gave me two towels figuring I’d need a little extra. I’d forgotten my razor so one of the 
women who watched me strip at the top of Nevada Falls gave me one of her unused disposable ones. The shower was pure bliss. I 
washed my hair three times and my body twice (including two passes with the razor). I put on clean clothes and was ready to face the 
rest of the day as a different person. 
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￼
Needing an extra boost to keep me alert on the 4.5 hour drive to Reno, I popped into the Village store for a Diet Coke. Next, I sent my 
final inReach message—“JMT Done!!!!!”—and hit the road. After the slow (35 mph), winding, hour-long exit from the park, I filled 
the gas tank, bought a veggie sandwich at the Mobil Gas Station, and turned on the audiobook “Meg.” Ryan met me in front of the 
dorm and helped me haul my gear, suitcase, and floor mattress to his room. I talked his ears off until he finally fell asleep. The night 
ended with my journal and reading “Highs and Lows on the John Muir Trail” until I fell asleep. It was a terrific day, an amazing week, 
a huge accomplishment, and a bucket full of memories to last a lifetime!￼￼
￼
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Appendix I: Book Reviews from the Trail
￼
￼
 
In Order to Live: A North Korean Girl's Journey to Freedom
Yeonmi Park and MaryAnne Vollers
 
What an incredible memoire! This story begins in North Korea, continues to China and South Korea, and ends in the 
US. In addition to explaining realities that exist in each of these locations, Park discusses the social, mental, and 
emotional challenges faced by individuals moving from a restrictive to non-restrictive environment.
 
Thank you, Ms. Park, for sharing your important story.￼
￼
 
On Gold Mountain: The One-Hundred-Year Odyssey of My Chinese-American Family
Lisa See 
 
See's family biography provides a lens for understanding Chinese history and culture in Southern California over the 
last decade, particularly in the Los Angeles area. Her thorough accounting includes cultural as well as personal 
historic information.
￼
￼
 
The Tea Girl of Hummingbird Lane
Lisa See
 
A beautiful, beautiful story about love, family, life, and tea.
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￼￼
Run! 26.2 Stories of Blisters and Bliss
Dean Karnazes
 
This is a great book when needing to read in snippets. Though there is some chronology, each of the 26 (or so) stories 
can stand on its own. They are fun to read.
 
￼
￼
 
Gorge: My Journey Up Kilimanjaro at 300 Pounds
Kara Richardson Whitely
 
Whitely shares a highly personal account of her struggles with food addiction and how she faced those demons by 
setting and ultimately reaching her goal of summiting Kilimanjaro. Most women can probably relate to her struggles 
with her relationship with food. The book provides solace to those who feel they're alone in their obsessions and 
inability to control overeating urges. Thank you, Whitely, for sharing your story so the rest of us don't have to think 
we're the only ones struggling with these same issues.
￼
￼
 
Nyxia: Unleashed
Scott Reintgen
 
This second installment of the Nyxia series lived up to the first book’s quality, Competitors and friends of the Genesis 
expeditions begin working together to mine Nyxia until met by Imago emissaries and introduced to Imago culture, 
The book has suspense, intrigue, passion, and action as the story delves deeper into the Genesis crews and the 
difficult decisions they need to make when confronted with new knowledge.
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￼￼
 
This Mortal Coil
Emily Suvada
 
I LOVED this book! It merged computer programming with genetics and had a smart plot with at least one major 
unexpected twist. Amidst action, the characters used their brains and genetic upgrades to exist in a frightening world. 
I look very forward to the next book in the series. 
 
Question for author: How was it possible for JenBay to be bouncing code off international servers during the time Kat 
was programming at the cabin?
 
 
￼
￼
 
Unbound
Steph Jagger
 
 
Jagger has my number! I really resonate with her as a woman who is constantly seeking the next big accomplishment 
in hopes that it will make me feel like a worthwhile person. I also understand her difficulty in merging the concepts of 
femininity and badassedness. Unfortunately, even with all the blue ribbons I’ve earned, I’m still chasing my identity.  
 
Thank you, Jagger, for giving me hope. 
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Meg￼￼
Steve Allen 
 
Fast-paced and intense, the first half of "Meg" left me on the edge of my seat (metaphorically). I read this book while 
hiking the John Muir Trail. Because it was interesting in terms of science and then action-packed and suspenseful as 
the plot thickened, I was able to keep a swift uphill pace without even thinking about the exhaustion in my lower 
extremities.
 
That said, the story waned as the book progressed, becoming more about the action and less about the story. That is 
when my brain started shutting down and the pain in my legs started to return.
 
￼
￼
 
Highs and Lows on the John Muir Trail
Inga Aksamit
 
I read this while hiking the JMT because I was experiencing the same terrain. Unfortunately, it is a trail journal, not a 
book, so lacked a cohesive storyline with a main point. Furthermore, Aksamit's experience along the trail was neither 
a NOBO nor SOBO through-hike; she experienced it as a series of section hikes. This made it hard to follow.
I much prefer books like "Girl in the Woods" and "Wild" because they follow the trail while integrating emotion to 
provide the reader with new theories, concepts, ideas, thoughts, and morals.
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Appendix II: 2018 Permit￼
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Appendix III: Training Week Journal (June19-23, 2017)
 
 
 
Monday, June 19
 
I drove from home to Big Bear Lake listening to Dean Karnasis' "Sparta" and picking up a frappuccino along the way. In Big Bear, 
I picked up a sandwich from Subway and stopped at the Discovery Center where I asked a lot of questions and was glad to learn 
bears wouldn't be a problem. I also learned I needed a permit for my Jetboil (which they gave me), but I didn't need a California 
Adventure Pass to park (why I'd gone there in the first place). From there, I drove to Coon Creek Cabin to start my first section 
hike of the Pacific Crest Trail. 
 
I had been trying to find a good place to train for my John Muir Trail hike in September and knew anything close to the JMT 
would be replete with raging, uncrossable rivers due to the 190% snowfall in the Sierra this year. I asked for help on the "Ladies of 
the JMT" FaceBook page and a wonderful woman, Kristina Price, responded. She said she'd done a 30 mile hike along the PCT 
the weekend before and it was beautiful. I decided to follow in her footsteps, by doing an out-and-back totaling 60 miles.
 
I parked at the Coon Creek Cabin and took awhile to find the trail. I was using the app "Guthooks" which I ended up loving, but it 
took me awhile to get my bearings. I strapped my 40 lb pack (including 3.5L of water and 5 days of food) on my back and hiked 
10 miles and just over 1,000' to my campsite, Arrastre. I didn't see one person all day! Of course, the PCTers are mostly past this 
section, much farther north by this point. 
 
I did see some beautiful scenery and flowers, and, unfortunately, smoke in the distance. By the time I arrived at camp, I was utterly 
exhausted! I set up my tent, made a bad batch of Mac 'n Cheese (I'm not good at figuring out how much water the dehydrated 
meals require), and headed to bed. It was a warm night following a hot (about 85° and completely exposed) day. 
 
Mike sent me a text on my inReach earlier in the day that there was a fire northeast of Big Bear. From my map, it looked like I 
would be turning west before the fire, and the area with the fire looked really, really far away. I then received a Facebook message 
from Kristina telling me they'd closed the PCT to hikers because of a fire next to my next day’s camp (10 miles away from my 
current location). Between Kristina, Mike, and a sheriff's office, I decided to stay put for the night. It really wasn't an option 
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because I was so tired. I would have to head back the way I'd come first thing in the morning. I didn't sleep well because of the 
worry and I was really dehydrated.
 
Tuesday, June 20
 
I took my time disbanding camp so I could carefully assess what I was doing. I have so much to learn about camping and 
backpacking! My oatmeal was runny, but not as bad as the Mac 'n Cheese from the night before. I refilled my water using my 
spiffy gravity filter, putting my pack weight to excruciatingly heavy because there was no water between Arrastre and Coon 
Creek Camp. As I was getting ready to go, a PCTer walked through camp. He was the first person I'd seen.
 
The walk was beautiful and I even took advantage of some of the trail angel's gifts. One trail angel left a trash can so I could get 
rid of my stinky leftovers. Another left a huge dumpster with lots of great stuff spanning from soda to macaroni to trash and 
recycling, to Solarcaine. I wished they'd had sun screen because I was really burning and too lazy to get it out of my bag. Also, 
super cool, they left a couch up there and said to text them pictures of us sitting on it. I did and they texted back making sure I 
knew about the fire blockage and inviting me to stay at the Big Bear Hostel.
 
Along that section of the PCT, there is a zoo where movie animals live. I stopped to look at it on my way back and was so 
saddened. I saw two bears (one was a huge grizzly) and a mountain lion. They were all pacing in these terribly small cages in the 
heat.
 
I kept walking. Yesterday's hike included about 1,000' of climbing while today's was 1,700'. I was tired, but kept up a decent 
pace. I enjoyed the flowers and more landscape panoramas and even saw the "250" marking telling the PCTers of their 
accomplished distance. 
 
I took two breaks during the about six hour hike. The first was to text Kristina to find out more about the fire. The second was to 
recharge my Garmin. Unfortunately, I lost all the data because I didn't save before recharging. I unclipped my backpack's top and 
bottom clasps, put down my trekking poles, and started to sit down to slide off the pack. As I turned to sit, I saw a large black 
snake coiled not 8' away from me. I slowly stood up and started inching away while I saw his beady eyes looking in my 
direction. I wasn't sure if I should leave my poles, but was daring so grabbed them. I walked about .1 miles and decided I could 
deal with my charging there... after I inspected the area carefully. I was so glad I saw snakes on the second day; I would've been 
really scared both days if I'd known how prevalent they were. Not long after the encounter, another guy walked by me. He 
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completed all of the California PCT except the 10 mile section I'd just done. I was excited to see him accomplishing his goals. 
He told me there are several types of snakes in the area, but only the rattlers are poisonous. Since I hadn't seen markings (the 
snake was completely black as far as I could tell in his coil) and I hadn't heard a rattle, he figured it was not poisonous. As I was 
driving out of the area later that day, I saw and heard a rattler crossing the road. It looked just like the one I'd seen earlier. It's 
markings were on its tummy so it's possible I couldn't see them because it was coiled. I wonder if I would've left my poles if I'd 
heard a rattle...
 
I had a bit of trouble navigating to the car, but made it with the help of Guthooks. On my way out of the Big Bear area, I stopped 
at a campground to rinse off a bit of the grime and change into a clean outfit. From there, I drove home a different direction 
because the highway on which I'd come was closed due to the fire. I stopped often along the way, and arrived home around 
midnight. It was about 1:30 before I got to bed.
 
Wednesday, June 21
 
Feeling that I needed to keep training despite being shut down by fire, I decided to hike up to Mt. Charleston Peak. The ranger's 
station wasn't open and I couldn't find enough information about the north route so I just went on my typical southern trail. Again, 
water was an issue so I was still at a 40 lb load in my pack. It was SLOW GOING. I was so tired after the previous days' 20 miles 
of hiking and 2,700' of climbing and from driving home, not getting enough sleep, and the day's tough trail. I climbed 2,700' over 
5.5 miles (much of it exposed) and ended at 10,300'. Exhausted, I set up camp and luxuriated in a glorious 45 minutes of rest on 
my lounge chair while slowly making dinner and checking in on everyone. I was especially happy because Spencer texted me 
from church camp. He asked if he could get a game on his phone, but it was still nice to hear from him. When I got cold, I 
organized inside the tent, wrote in my journal, read about "Grandma Gatewood's Walk" along the Appalachian Trail, and fell sound 
asleep in the windy tent.
 
Thursday, June 22
 
I awoke to a chilly morning, perhaps the low-60s, and packed much of my gear, but not the tent or mattress. After an oatmeal 
breakfast, I started walking toward Charleston Peak. It was much easier because I’d left 10-20 pounds of gear with the tent. 
Besides one bout on the wrong trail (about .15 miles each way, but with a strong declining slope), I had few problems. I was still 
slow going, but was walking closer to 45 min/miles as opposed to the previous days’ one hour+ miles. 
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I passed several snow fields, taking advantage of one by covering my body with snow to cool down, as the peak came closer into 
view. Eventually, I reached a snowfield I didn’t feel comfortable crossing as a solo hiker. With the poles, all surely would’ve been 
fine, but it wasn’t worth taking the risk to hike the .5-.75 more miles to the summit. So, I turned around with the intent to return to 
camp 2.5 miles away. Along the trail, I was listening to “No Shortcuts to the Top” by Ed Viesturs. He failed several times on some 
of the 8,000m peaks he eventually submitted. In every case, it was because he was busy saving someone else or he reached a point 
(often within feet of the summit) where it was no longer safe to proceed. I felt better about my premature turn-around knowing that 
I was in good company. He says: “Getting to the top is optional; getting down is mandatory.” I would hate to do something stupid 
that would leave Mike having to pick up the pieces. He’s been so supportive all along.
 
When returning to camp, I stopped at an ice field to fill my dirty-water gravity filter bag with ice (there was no water for another 
5-or-so miles) that I placed between my back and pack. The 85° heat had arrived so it was a nice way to create drinking water 
while decreasing my body temperature. I reached camp (5.5 miles so far for the day with 700’ of climbing) around lunch. There, I 
ate in beautiful scenery while sprawled on my air mattress, refilled my Camelbak, and broke camp. It was nice to be heading 
home, but not nice to be carrying 40 pounds again.
 
The trip down was rather uneventful. I stopped once at the horse trough to clean using my bandana, soak my body, hair, and shirt 
with water, and refill the Camelbak for the final push. I arrived at the car around 6 PM having finished my audiobook and reached 
the 11 mile mark for the day. My training trip was over—it was time to drive home for a big salad and lots of rest.
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