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[image: I hiked the John Muir Trail (JMT) from Whitney Portal in 2017, but met a snowstorm 13 miles south of Red’s Meadow. I was terrified I wouldn’t be able to find the trail to reach the Meadow, but with the help of other northbound (NOBO) hikers, I made it. The forecast was for another four days of heavy snow. With little likelihood I’d be able to finish, I sadly bailed my through-hike attempt.… I hiked the John Muir Trail (JMT) from Whitney Portal in 2017, but met a snowstorm 13 miles south of Red’s Meadow. I was terrified I wouldn’t be able to find the trail to reach the Meadow, but with the help of other northbound (NOBO) hikers, I made it. The forecast was for another four days of heavy snow. With little likelihood I’d be able to finish, I sadly bailed my through-hike attempt.

To finish, I returned in 2018—starting at Red’s Meadow and finally finishing in Happy Isles, Yosemite.]
I hiked the John Muir Trail (JMT) from Whitney 
Portal in 2017, but met a snowstorm 13 miles 
south of Red’s Meadow. I was terrified I wouldn’t 
be able to find the trail to reach the Meadow, but 
with the help of other northbound (NOBO) hikers, 
I made it. The forecast was for another four days 
of heavy snow. With little likelihood I’d be able to 
finish, I sadly bailed my through-hike attempt.
 
To finish, I returned in 2018—starting at Red’s 
Meadow and finally finishing in Happy Isles, 
Yosemite.

[image: My goal was to complete the JMT as a through-hike so I was obligated to return. I had no plan to attempt the hike in 2020 until COVID-19 dampened my dream to hike el Camino de Santiago in September. US citizens were unable to travel to Spain due to our high positive case and death rates. Because September would be late in the season, it would again mean another chance of snowstorms. I decided to make the attempt anyway.… My goal was to complete the JMT as a through-hike so I was obligated to return. I had no plan to attempt the hike in 2020 until COVID-19 dampened my dream to hike el Camino de Santiago in September. US citizens were unable to travel to Spain due to our high positive case and death rates. Because September would be late in the season, it would again mean another chance of snowstorms. I decided to make the attempt anyway. 
Additionally, all my Ironman events were cancelled for the year and I hadn’t been able to successfully complete a Rim-to-Rim-to-Rim Grand Canyon attempt in 2020. While training for all the Ironman events, I’d gained fitness I hadn’t yet been able to use. I wanted to use that fitness to complete a major achievement for the year—a month in the wilderness would both meet that need and keep me isolated from others (recommended internationally until COVID cases decreased). 
I wasn’t able to procure a permit to enter the trail at Yosemite or Whitney Portal so applied for the closest entry point: Cottonwood. The permit was approved for three people so Shawna Glasser and Sarah Girven rounded out the group. They would hike from Cottonwood to Whitney Summit, then return home through Cottonwood. Their trip would take five days. We would part at Crabtree Meadows where I would head north along the JMT with visions of finishing solo.]
My goal was to complete the JMT as a through-hike so I was obligated to 
return. I had no plan to attempt the hike in 2020 until COVID-19 
dampened my dream to hike el Camino de Santiago in September. US 
citizens were unable to travel to Spain due to our high positive case and 
death rates. Because September would be late in the season, it would 
again mean another chance of snowstorms. I decided to make the 
attempt anyway. 
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Additionally, all my Ironman events were cancelled for the year and I hadn’t been able to successfully complete a Rim-to-Rim-to-Rim Grand Canyon attempt in 2020. 
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[image: I applied for and was approved for a permit almost exactly four weeks before the permit’s departure date. Muir Trail Ranch (MTR) recommends mailing resupply buckets at least three weeks before the pick-up date—that gave me one week to prepare a bucket. I hit Home Depot for a bucket and REI and Target for dehydrated meals. I re-bagged all the meals to decrease packaging and on-trail trash. Repackaging also allowed me to decrease each meal size (most packets include enough for two meals so, if only eating 1/2 the pack, I’m stuck carrying cold, wet food until my next meal or trash receptacle) and the sandwich-sized ziplock bags in which I repackage them fit perfectly in my camp cup and make for easy clean-up. The prep was finally complete, I mailed the bucket and received confirmation from MTR that they’d received it.… I applied for and was approved for a permit almost exactly four weeks before the permit’s departure date. Muir Trail Ranch (MTR) recommends mailing resupply buckets at least three weeks before the pick-up date—that gave me one week to prepare a bucket. I hit Home Depot for a bucket and REI and Target for dehydrated meals. I re-bagged all the meals to decrease packaging and on-trail trash. Repackaging also allowed me to decrease each meal size (most packets include enough for two meals so, if only eating 1/2 the pack, I’m stuck carrying cold, wet food until my next meal or trash receptacle) and the sandwich-sized ziplock bags in which I repackage them fit perfectly in my camp cup and make for easy clean-up. The prep was finally complete, I mailed the bucket and received confirmation from MTR that they’d received it.
In addition to prepping for the trail, I had to prep to be away from home for a month. I set Alexa to remind Mike (husband) and the boys about watering plants and completing other chores, made back-up ice cream and cookies for the freezer, and made sure everyone knew which appointments they needed to attend. I spent a whole day taking care of myself. I started the day with a visit with my allergist (a check-up, allergy shots, and the hundreds of bug bites from the previous weekend’s Gandy, Utah adventure), lunch with Dad (Art) at Cheesecake Factory to celebrate his birthday, visited REI for last-minute essentials, and had a pedicure (getting those toenails as short as possible!) and manicure (very short for manageability and French so they wouldn’t look bad after weeks). I also had my hair cut and colored. I colored it back to my natural color after decades of being blonde and cut it very short so it would be easy to manage on the trail. I’d been growing it out for years so I could donate it before leaving on a major trek. It had finally grown to the requisite 8” so I could donate it to Children with Hair Loss.
Next, I prepped my pack. Fortunately, I’d kept careful and very specific notes about what I needed on my last JMT hikes and already owned almost every non-perishable item on the list. I gathered, checked, and rechecked my collection, rushed back to REI for needed items (like a headlamp battery and last minute water filter replacement), and finally—just hours before the scheduled departure time—organized it into my pack. Ryan and Spencer (sons) helped me weigh the pack, a hearty 43.4 pounds, and I practiced carrying it up the stairs. It was hard!
Shawna (driver) and Sarah arrived at noon. Ryan and Spencer helped load my gear into Shawna’s car and it was time for final goodbyes to Ryan, Spencer, and the dogs Gizmo and Skye (Mike was at work). We were off.]
I applied for and was approved for a permit almost exactly four weeks 
before the permit’s departure date. Muir Trail Ranch (MTR) recommends 
mailing resupply buckets at least three weeks before the pick-up date—
that gave me one week to prepare a bucket. I hit Home Depot for a bucket 
and REI and Target for dehydrated meals. I re-bagged all the meals to 
decrease packaging and on-trail trash. Repackaging also allowed me to 
decrease each meal size (most packets include enough for two meals so, if 
only eating 1/2 the pack, I’m stuck carrying cold, wet food until my next 
meal or trash receptacle) and the sandwich-sized ziplock bags in which I 
repackage them fit perfectly in my camp cup and make for easy clean-up. 
The prep was finally complete, I mailed the bucket and received 
confirmation from MTR that they’d received it.

[image: The plan to hike the JMT came quite late. I kept expecting my Ironman races to happen, and continued to train accordingly, but COVID continued to be responsible for race cancellations throughout 2020. My race calendar was finally chiseled to Ironman Texas in October, but it would surely be cancelled because Texas was experiencing a particularly high COVID case and death rate. My goal for a challenging experience had to change and the JMT offered the perfect alternative. The plan to hike the JMT came quite late. I kept expecting my Ironman races to happen, and continued to train accordingly, but COVID continued to be responsible for race cancellations throughout 2020. My race calendar was finally chiseled to Ironman Texas in October, but it would surely be cancelled because Texas was experiencing a particularly high COVID case and death rate. My goal for a challenging experience had to change and the JMT offered the perfect alternative. ]
The plan to hike the JMT came quite late. I kept 
expecting my Ironman races to happen, and 
continued to train accordingly, but COVID 
continued to be responsible for race cancellations 
throughout 2020. My race calendar was finally 
chiseled to Ironman Texas in October, but it would 
surely be cancelled because Texas was 
experiencing a particularly high COVID case and 
death rate. My goal for a challenging experience 
had to change and the JMT offered the perfect 
alternative. 
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In addition to prepping for the trail, I had to prep to be away from 
home for a month. I set Alexa to remind Mike (husband) and the 
boys about watering plants and completing other chores, made 
back-up ice cream and cookies for the freezer, and made sure 
everyone knew which appointments they needed to attend. I spent 
a whole day taking care of myself. I started the day with a visit 
with my allergist (a check-up, allergy shots, and the hundreds of 
bug bites from the previous weekend’s Gandy, Utah adventure), 
lunch with Dad (Art) at Cheesecake Factory to celebrate his 
birthday, visited REI for last-minute essentials, and had a pedicure 
(getting those toenails as short as possible!) and manicure (very 
short for manageability and French so they wouldn’t look bad 
after weeks). I also had my hair cut and colored. I colored it back 
to my natural color after decades of being blonde and cut it very 
short so it would be easy to manage on the trail. I’d been growing 
it out for years so I could donate it before leaving on a major trek. 
It had finally grown to the requisite 8” so I could donate it to 
Children with Hair Loss.
Next, I prepped my pack. Fortunately, I’d kept careful and very 
specific notes about what I needed on my last JMT hikes and 
already owned almost every non-perishable item on the list. I 
gathered, checked, and rechecked my collection, rushed back to 
REI for needed items (like a headlamp battery and last minute 
water filter replacement), and finally—just hours before the 
scheduled departure time—organized it into my pack. Ryan and 
Spencer (sons) helped me weigh the pack, a hearty 43.4 pounds, 
and I practiced carrying it up the stairs. It was hard!
Shawna (driver) and Sarah arrived at noon. Ryan and Spencer 
helped load my gear into Shawna’s car and it was time for final 
goodbyes to Ryan, Spencer, and the dogs Gizmo and Skye (Mike 
was at work). We were off.
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[image: The trip was underway—home to Lone Pine with gear in tow. The trip was underway—home to Lone Pine with gear in tow. ]
The trip was underway—home to Lone Pine with 
gear in tow. 

[image: A short, four-hour drive between Las Vegas and Lone Pine involved several bathroom stops. Ryan warned me, but I was stubborn and insisted on one more smoothie. It was justified—I needed to finish my homemade yogurt and wanted to ingest more fruit before needing to live off dehydrated food for weeks.… A short, four-hour drive between Las Vegas and Lone Pine involved several bathroom stops. Ryan warned me, but I was stubborn and insisted on one more smoothie. It was justified—I needed to finish my homemade yogurt and wanted to ingest more fruit before needing to live off dehydrated food for weeks.
Shawna and Sarah talked the entire time and we all snacked on the homemade frosted sugar cookies I’d made for Ryan. Shawna informed me that “a cookie is just a delivery mechanism for frosting” and assured me I’d taught Ryan correctly when he responded to this information with the text: “So true.” 
We passed through Death Valley National Park and enjoyed sights like sand dunes along the way.  As they talked in the front, I wrote in my journal and practiced Spanish. I’d been teaching myself Spanish for several months as Spencer worked on his IT certifications and Ryan continued his UNR school work at home during the pandemic. I started learning Spanish in April when I still planned to spend September in Spain, but decided to continue even after the trip was cancelled so I’d have even better language skills when finally able to walk the Camino. I studied religiously, logging 77 days in a row. This would be my last in the streak as I wouldn’t have internet connectivity on the trail.
We checked into the Portal Hotel and had burgers and fries at The Grill for our last meal. It was back to the room, reorganizing our packs, making last minute decisions about what to take and what to leave, and heading to bed early. We were in bed by 8:00 PM; I was journaling and they were watching TV.]
A short, four-hour drive between Las Vegas and Lone Pine involved several bathroom stops. 
Ryan warned me, but I was stubborn and insisted on one more smoothie. It was justified—I 
needed to finish my homemade yogurt and wanted to ingest more fruit before needing to 
live off dehydrated food for weeks.
Shawna and Sarah talked the entire time and we all snacked on the homemade frosted 
sugar cookies I’d made for Ryan. Shawna informed me that “a cookie is just a delivery 
mechanism for frosting” and assured me I’d taught Ryan correctly when he responded to 
this information with the text: “So true.” 
We passed through Death Valley National Park and enjoyed sights like sand dunes along the 
way.  As they talked in the front, I wrote in my journal and practiced Spanish. I’d been 
teaching myself Spanish for several months as Spencer worked on his IT certifications and 
Ryan continued his UNR school work at home during the pandemic. I started learning 
Spanish in April when I still planned to spend September in Spain, but decided to continue 
even after the trip was cancelled so I’d have even better language skills when finally able to 
walk the Camino. I studied religiously, logging 77 days in a row. This would be my last in the 
streak as I wouldn’t have internet connectivity on the trail.
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We checked into the Portal Hotel and had burgers and fries at The Grill for our last meal. It was back to the room, reorganizing our packs, 
making last minute decisions about what to take and what to leave, and heading to bed early. We were in bed by 8:00 PM; I was journaling and 
they were watching TV.
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[image: The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow.… The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow. 
Shawna’s been working to summit all 50 peaks on the Las Vegas Mountaineers Club list and completed #11 the previous week. She’s strong as an ox and swift as a gazelle. Sarah and I are far from her level even though, as triathletes and hikers, we are very fit. Sarah and I both joined Shawna two weeks before this trip to summit Griffith Peak (Sarah) and Mt. Charleston (me) just outside Las Vegas. We also joined her to summit Wheeler Peak in Great Basin National Park just one week before reaching Cottonwood. Despite being difficult, Sarah and I both made our respective summits, albeit with lots of physical hardship. I carried 20 pound packs for each peak, far from the 40+ pounds we carried on the current trip.
Though I am typically the slowest, Sarah started to fall uncharacteristically behind. The three of us walked at our own paces (so separately). Shawna and I knew Sarah was struggling, but she continued to push herself. We all met at the first saddle, Cottonwood Pass, and took pictures. Knowing they would catch-up, I continued hiking before them. Sarah and Shawna had lunch then started out together.  Sarah soon fell behind—twice—and admitted she was in a great deal of hip pain. Shawna and I felt horrible and so sad that our friend was in pain. Shawna rushed back-and-forth talking with Sarah and me, and we all agreed it was in Sarah’s best interest to return to the trailhead. She would be able to return two miles to Chicken Spring Lake to cowboy camp (sleep under the stars without a tent) since Shawna had the tent and would need it as her trip progressed. The weather was exceptionally warm with expectations for a warm evening so this made sense. Sarah would have a water filter and Shawna could share mine until we parted at Crabtree Meadow days later. I was especially worried she would not have a PLB (personal locator beacon like my InReach), but we’d met another JMT hiker who’d planned to camp for the night at Chicken Spring Lake who did have one. Shawna gave Sarah her car keys so Sarah could drive herself home after exiting the trail; Richard (Shawna’s husband) would return to pick-up Shawna on the date they’d originally planned to exit the trail (Monday). 
Sarah had done most of the hardest sections of the day’s climbing, but Shawna and I still had about 800’ to climb. We later learned that the climbing wasn’t the only challenge; we also had to travel an additional 6+ miles to reach our first water source (no wonder the other JMT hiker stopped at Chicken Spring Lake!). I was already totally spent, but we really didn’t have a choice and it was mostly downhill from that point. We had committed to the distance and ultimately made it. I was out of water so Shawna forged ahead to filter water. It was so refreshing to know I’d have clean water waiting when I arrived. 
The scenery was beautiful—high desert with myriad glacial deposits. I prefer alpine scenery, lakes, and waterfalls as the JMT continues north. Daunting the sky was smoke from an uncontrolled fire to the southwest. By nightfall, we were smelling smoke and visibility was severely decreased by the smoke. Though I took many pictures, much of my day was spent looking at the ground counting. I would try to compete 50 or more steps before needing to take a break in the shade. It was hot, we were traveling uphill, and our packs were ridiculously heavy!
We saw two rangers along the way. Matt checked our permits and gave us great information. A female ranger was doing trail work and in a hurry, but graciously took time to give us guidance. A firefighter also passed us after dark. It was strange to see so many public employees on the trail; I’d seen so few on my previous trips.
Shawna met me at Rock Springs with a filled- and ready-to-filter water bladder. I was so happy! The last four miles had been such a difficult and thirsty slog! I cleaned my bandanas (snot and pee rags) and we sent messages home and to Sarah (though she wouldn’t receive it until exiting the trail) via my InReach. We were both too tired to eat so didn’t break out the stove for dinner, relying instead on cold items. I had an apple chicken sausage and half a piece of sourdough bread, but it made me feel stuffed and yucky (typical when I start endurance activities). We also decided against cowboy camping (it was getting cold) and put up our tents. Shawna fell asleep while I “bathed” (four wet wipes) brushed my teeth with my new powdered toothpaste, sent InReach messages to the fam (both boys had written me texts and I was ecstatic), played with my Garmin watch because it hadn’t been recording mileage correctly throughout the day, and wrote in my journal. We started the trail around 8:30 AM and I was finally able to sleep at 10:35... knowing that tomorrow had an equally demanding agenda.]
The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot 
springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for 
gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood 
Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. 
Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were 
off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly 
that... ridiculously slow. 
Shawna’s been working to summit all 50 peaks on the Las Vegas 
Mountaineers Club list and completed #11 the previous week. She’s 
strong as an ox and swift as a gazelle. Sarah and I are far from her level 
even though, as triathletes and hikers, we are very fit. Sarah and I both 
joined Shawna two weeks before this trip to summit Griffith Peak (Sarah) 
and Mt. Charleston (me) just outside Las Vegas. We also joined her to 
summit Wheeler Peak in Great Basin National Park just one week before 
reaching Cottonwood. Despite being difficult, Sarah and I both made our 
respective summits, albeit with lots of physical hardship. I carried 20 
pound packs for each peak, far from the 40+ pounds we carried on the 
current trip.
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[image: The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow.… The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow. 
Shawna’s been working to summit all 50 peaks on the Las Vegas Mountaineers Club list and completed #11 the previous week. She’s strong as an ox and swift as a gazelle. Sarah and I are far from her level even though, as triathletes and hikers, we are very fit. Sarah and I both joined Shawna two weeks before this trip to summit Griffith Peak (Sarah) and Mt. Charleston (me) just outside Las Vegas. We also joined her to summit Wheeler Peak in Great Basin National Park just one week before reaching Cottonwood. Despite being difficult, Sarah and I both made our respective summits, albeit with lots of physical hardship. I carried 20 pound packs for each peak, far from the 40+ pounds we carried on the current trip.
Though I am typically the slowest, Sarah started to fall uncharacteristically behind. The three of us walked at our own paces (so separately). Shawna and I knew Sarah was struggling, but she continued to push herself. We all met at the first saddle, Cottonwood Pass, and took pictures. Knowing they would catch-up, I continued hiking before them. Sarah and Shawna had lunch then started out together.  Sarah soon fell behind—twice—and admitted she was in a great deal of hip pain. Shawna and I felt horrible and so sad that our friend was in pain. Shawna rushed back-and-forth talking with Sarah and me, and we all agreed it was in Sarah’s best interest to return to the trailhead. She would be able to return two miles to Chicken Spring Lake to cowboy camp (sleep under the stars without a tent) since Shawna had the tent and would need it as her trip progressed. The weather was exceptionally warm with expectations for a warm evening so this made sense. Sarah would have a water filter and Shawna could share mine until we parted at Crabtree Meadow days later. I was especially worried she would not have a PLB (personal locator beacon like my InReach), but we’d met another JMT hiker who’d planned to camp for the night at Chicken Spring Lake who did have one. Shawna gave Sarah her car keys so Sarah could drive herself home after exiting the trail; Richard (Shawna’s husband) would return to pick-up Shawna on the date they’d originally planned to exit the trail (Monday). 
Sarah had done most of the hardest sections of the day’s climbing, but Shawna and I still had about 800’ to climb. We later learned that the climbing wasn’t the only challenge; we also had to travel an additional 6+ miles to reach our first water source (no wonder the other JMT hiker stopped at Chicken Spring Lake!). I was already totally spent, but we really didn’t have a choice and it was mostly downhill from that point. We had committed to the distance and ultimately made it. I was out of water so Shawna forged ahead to filter water. It was so refreshing to know I’d have clean water waiting when I arrived. 
The scenery was beautiful—high desert with myriad glacial deposits. I prefer alpine scenery, lakes, and waterfalls as the JMT continues north. Daunting the sky was smoke from an uncontrolled fire to the southwest. By nightfall, we were smelling smoke and visibility was severely decreased by the smoke. Though I took many pictures, much of my day was spent looking at the ground counting. I would try to compete 50 or more steps before needing to take a break in the shade. It was hot, we were traveling uphill, and our packs were ridiculously heavy!
We saw two rangers along the way. Matt checked our permits and gave us great information. A female ranger was doing trail work and in a hurry, but graciously took time to give us guidance. A firefighter also passed us after dark. It was strange to see so many public employees on the trail; I’d seen so few on my previous trips.
Shawna met me at Rock Springs with a filled- and ready-to-filter water bladder. I was so happy! The last four miles had been such a difficult and thirsty slog! I cleaned my bandanas (snot and pee rags) and we sent messages home and to Sarah (though she wouldn’t receive it until exiting the trail) via my InReach. We were both too tired to eat so didn’t break out the stove for dinner, relying instead on cold items. I had an apple chicken sausage and half a piece of sourdough bread, but it made me feel stuffed and yucky (typical when I start endurance activities). We also decided against cowboy camping (it was getting cold) and put up our tents. Shawna fell asleep while I “bathed” (four wet wipes) brushed my teeth with my new powdered toothpaste, sent InReach messages to the fam (both boys had written me texts and I was ecstatic), played with my Garmin watch because it hadn’t been recording mileage correctly throughout the day, and wrote in my journal. We started the trail around 8:30 AM and I was finally able to sleep at 10:35... knowing that tomorrow had an equally demanding agenda.]
Though I am typically the slowest, Sarah started to fall uncharacteristically behind. The three of us walked at 
our own paces (so separately). Shawna and I knew Sarah was struggling, but she continued to push herself. We 
all met at the first saddle, Cottonwood Pass, and took pictures. Knowing they would catch-up, I continued 
hiking before them. Sarah and Shawna had lunch then started out together.  Sarah soon fell behind—twice—
and admitted she was in a great deal of hip pain. Shawna and I felt horrible and so sad that our friend was in 
pain. Shawna rushed back-and-forth talking with Sarah and me, and we all agreed it was in Sarah’s best 
interest to return to the trailhead. She would be able to return two miles to Chicken Spring Lake to cowboy 
camp (sleep under the stars without a tent) since Shawna had the tent and would need it as her trip 
progressed. The weather was exceptionally warm with expectations for a warm evening so this made sense. 
Sarah would have a water filter and Shawna could share mine until we parted at Crabtree Meadow days later. I 
was especially worried she would not have a PLB (personal locator beacon like my InReach), but we’d met 
another JMT hiker who’d planned to camp for the night at Chicken Spring Lake who did have one. Shawna gave 
Sarah her car keys so Sarah could drive herself home after exiting the trail; Richard (Shawna’s husband) would 
return to pick-up Shawna on the date they’d originally planned to exit the trail (Monday). 
Sarah had done most of the hardest sections of the day’s climbing, but Shawna and I still had about 800’ to 
climb. We later learned that the climbing wasn’t the only challenge; we also had to travel an additional 6+ miles 
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[image: The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow.… The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow. 
Shawna’s been working to summit all 50 peaks on the Las Vegas Mountaineers Club list and completed #11 the previous week. She’s strong as an ox and swift as a gazelle. Sarah and I are far from her level even though, as triathletes and hikers, we are very fit. Sarah and I both joined Shawna two weeks before this trip to summit Griffith Peak (Sarah) and Mt. Charleston (me) just outside Las Vegas. We also joined her to summit Wheeler Peak in Great Basin National Park just one week before reaching Cottonwood. Despite being difficult, Sarah and I both made our respective summits, albeit with lots of physical hardship. I carried 20 pound packs for each peak, far from the 40+ pounds we carried on the current trip.
Though I am typically the slowest, Sarah started to fall uncharacteristically behind. The three of us walked at our own paces (so separately). Shawna and I knew Sarah was struggling, but she continued to push herself. We all met at the first saddle, Cottonwood Pass, and took pictures. Knowing they would catch-up, I continued hiking before them. Sarah and Shawna had lunch then started out together.  Sarah soon fell behind—twice—and admitted she was in a great deal of hip pain. Shawna and I felt horrible and so sad that our friend was in pain. Shawna rushed back-and-forth talking with Sarah and me, and we all agreed it was in Sarah’s best interest to return to the trailhead. She would be able to return two miles to Chicken Spring Lake to cowboy camp (sleep under the stars without a tent) since Shawna had the tent and would need it as her trip progressed. The weather was exceptionally warm with expectations for a warm evening so this made sense. Sarah would have a water filter and Shawna could share mine until we parted at Crabtree Meadow days later. I was especially worried she would not have a PLB (personal locator beacon like my InReach), but we’d met another JMT hiker who’d planned to camp for the night at Chicken Spring Lake who did have one. Shawna gave Sarah her car keys so Sarah could drive herself home after exiting the trail; Richard (Shawna’s husband) would return to pick-up Shawna on the date they’d originally planned to exit the trail (Monday). 
Sarah had done most of the hardest sections of the day’s climbing, but Shawna and I still had about 800’ to climb. We later learned that the climbing wasn’t the only challenge; we also had to travel an additional 6+ miles to reach our first water source (no wonder the other JMT hiker stopped at Chicken Spring Lake!). I was already totally spent, but we really didn’t have a choice and it was mostly downhill from that point. We had committed to the distance and ultimately made it. I was out of water so Shawna forged ahead to filter water. It was so refreshing to know I’d have clean water waiting when I arrived. 
The scenery was beautiful—high desert with myriad glacial deposits. I prefer alpine scenery, lakes, and waterfalls as the JMT continues north. Daunting the sky was smoke from an uncontrolled fire to the southwest. By nightfall, we were smelling smoke and visibility was severely decreased by the smoke. Though I took many pictures, much of my day was spent looking at the ground counting. I would try to compete 50 or more steps before needing to take a break in the shade. It was hot, we were traveling uphill, and our packs were ridiculously heavy!
We saw two rangers along the way. Matt checked our permits and gave us great information. A female ranger was doing trail work and in a hurry, but graciously took time to give us guidance. A firefighter also passed us after dark. It was strange to see so many public employees on the trail; I’d seen so few on my previous trips.
Shawna met me at Rock Springs with a filled- and ready-to-filter water bladder. I was so happy! The last four miles had been such a difficult and thirsty slog! I cleaned my bandanas (snot and pee rags) and we sent messages home and to Sarah (though she wouldn’t receive it until exiting the trail) via my InReach. We were both too tired to eat so didn’t break out the stove for dinner, relying instead on cold items. I had an apple chicken sausage and half a piece of sourdough bread, but it made me feel stuffed and yucky (typical when I start endurance activities). We also decided against cowboy camping (it was getting cold) and put up our tents. Shawna fell asleep while I “bathed” (four wet wipes) brushed my teeth with my new powdered toothpaste, sent InReach messages to the fam (both boys had written me texts and I was ecstatic), played with my Garmin watch because it hadn’t been recording mileage correctly throughout the day, and wrote in my journal. We started the trail around 8:30 AM and I was finally able to sleep at 10:35... knowing that tomorrow had an equally demanding agenda.]
to reach our first water source (no wonder the other JMT hiker 
stopped at Chicken Spring Lake!). I was already totally spent, but 
we really didn’t have a choice and it was mostly downhill from that 
point. We had committed to the distance and ultimately made it. I 
was out of water so Shawna forged ahead to filter water. It was so 
refreshing to know I’d have clean water waiting when I arrived. 
The scenery was beautiful—high desert with myriad glacial 
deposits. I prefer alpine scenery, lakes, and waterfalls as the JMT 
continues north. Daunting the sky was smoke from an uncontrolled 
fire to the southwest. By nightfall, we were smelling smoke and 
visibility was severely decreased by the smoke. Though I took many 
pictures, much of my day was spent looking at the ground counting. 
I would try to compete 50 or more steps before needing to take a 
break in the shade. It was hot, we were traveling uphill, and our 
packs were ridiculously heavy!


 




[image: The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow.… The day started when we showered (my last until bathing in the hot springs at Muir Trail Ranch), reorganized our backpacks, and set out for gas and Horseshoe Meadow. Our permit had us leaving from Cottonwood Pass and after a brief detour, we reached our jumping off point. Bathroom stops, putting on boots, and pictures at the trailhead. We were off (as Sarah would say) “like a herd of turtles.” And, we were exactly that... ridiculously slow. 
Shawna’s been working to summit all 50 peaks on the Las Vegas Mountaineers Club list and completed #11 the previous week. She’s strong as an ox and swift as a gazelle. Sarah and I are far from her level even though, as triathletes and hikers, we are very fit. Sarah and I both joined Shawna two weeks before this trip to summit Griffith Peak (Sarah) and Mt. Charleston (me) just outside Las Vegas. We also joined her to summit Wheeler Peak in Great Basin National Park just one week before reaching Cottonwood. Despite being difficult, Sarah and I both made our respective summits, albeit with lots of physical hardship. I carried 20 pound packs for each peak, far from the 40+ pounds we carried on the current trip.
Though I am typically the slowest, Sarah started to fall uncharacteristically behind. The three of us walked at our own paces (so separately). Shawna and I knew Sarah was struggling, but she continued to push herself. We all met at the first saddle, Cottonwood Pass, and took pictures. Knowing they would catch-up, I continued hiking before them. Sarah and Shawna had lunch then started out together.  Sarah soon fell behind—twice—and admitted she was in a great deal of hip pain. Shawna and I felt horrible and so sad that our friend was in pain. Shawna rushed back-and-forth talking with Sarah and me, and we all agreed it was in Sarah’s best interest to return to the trailhead. She would be able to return two miles to Chicken Spring Lake to cowboy camp (sleep under the stars without a tent) since Shawna had the tent and would need it as her trip progressed. The weather was exceptionally warm with expectations for a warm evening so this made sense. Sarah would have a water filter and Shawna could share mine until we parted at Crabtree Meadow days later. I was especially worried she would not have a PLB (personal locator beacon like my InReach), but we’d met another JMT hiker who’d planned to camp for the night at Chicken Spring Lake who did have one. Shawna gave Sarah her car keys so Sarah could drive herself home after exiting the trail; Richard (Shawna’s husband) would return to pick-up Shawna on the date they’d originally planned to exit the trail (Monday). 
Sarah had done most of the hardest sections of the day’s climbing, but Shawna and I still had about 800’ to climb. We later learned that the climbing wasn’t the only challenge; we also had to travel an additional 6+ miles to reach our first water source (no wonder the other JMT hiker stopped at Chicken Spring Lake!). I was already totally spent, but we really didn’t have a choice and it was mostly downhill from that point. We had committed to the distance and ultimately made it. I was out of water so Shawna forged ahead to filter water. It was so refreshing to know I’d have clean water waiting when I arrived. 
The scenery was beautiful—high desert with myriad glacial deposits. I prefer alpine scenery, lakes, and waterfalls as the JMT continues north. Daunting the sky was smoke from an uncontrolled fire to the southwest. By nightfall, we were smelling smoke and visibility was severely decreased by the smoke. Though I took many pictures, much of my day was spent looking at the ground counting. I would try to compete 50 or more steps before needing to take a break in the shade. It was hot, we were traveling uphill, and our packs were ridiculously heavy!
We saw two rangers along the way. Matt checked our permits and gave us great information. A female ranger was doing trail work and in a hurry, but graciously took time to give us guidance. A firefighter also passed us after dark. It was strange to see so many public employees on the trail; I’d seen so few on my previous trips.
Shawna met me at Rock Springs with a filled- and ready-to-filter water bladder. I was so happy! The last four miles had been such a difficult and thirsty slog! I cleaned my bandanas (snot and pee rags) and we sent messages home and to Sarah (though she wouldn’t receive it until exiting the trail) via my InReach. We were both too tired to eat so didn’t break out the stove for dinner, relying instead on cold items. I had an apple chicken sausage and half a piece of sourdough bread, but it made me feel stuffed and yucky (typical when I start endurance activities). We also decided against cowboy camping (it was getting cold) and put up our tents. Shawna fell asleep while I “bathed” (four wet wipes) brushed my teeth with my new powdered toothpaste, sent InReach messages to the fam (both boys had written me texts and I was ecstatic), played with my Garmin watch because it hadn’t been recording mileage correctly throughout the day, and wrote in my journal. We started the trail around 8:30 AM and I was finally able to sleep at 10:35... knowing that tomorrow had an equally demanding agenda.]
We saw two rangers along the way. Matt checked our permits and gave us great information. A female ranger was 
doing trail work and in a hurry, but graciously took time to give us guidance. A firefighter also passed us after 
dark. It was strange to see so many public employees on the trail; I’d seen so few on my previous trips.
Shawna met me at Rock Springs with a filled- and ready-to-filter water bladder. I was so happy! The last four miles 
had been such a difficult and thirsty slog! I cleaned my bandanas (snot and pee rags) and we sent messages home 
and to Sarah (though she wouldn’t receive it until exiting the trail) via my InReach. We were both too tired to eat 
so didn’t break out the stove for dinner, relying instead on cold items. I had an apple chicken sausage and half a 
piece of sourdough bread, but it made me feel stuffed and yucky (typical when I start endurance activities). We 
also decided against cowboy camping (it was getting cold) and put up our tents. Shawna fell asleep while I “bathed” 
(four wet wipes) brushed my teeth with my new powdered toothpaste, sent InReach messages to the fam (both 
boys had written me texts and I was ecstatic), played with my Garmin watch because it hadn’t been recording 
mileage correctly throughout the day, and wrote in my journal. We started the trail around 8:30 AM and I was 
finally able to sleep at 10:35... knowing that tomorrow had an equally demanding agenda.
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[image: Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.… Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.
We started about 8:15 in the morning after breaking camp and eating breakfast. I hadn’t slept well because I spent much of the night vacillating between too hot and too cold. Strange! It was 57° when we awoke and I was in a -10° sleeping bag and inside a tent. My body was surely rebelling from a day of extreme physical effort and letting me know by not properly regulating temperature.
I was surprised to not be hurting in the morning, but my body was definitely still tired and not sure it wanted to spend another day doing what it had the previous day. After starting, we had to stop after just a short period to take off our warm clothes. The day eventually reached 84°. We met and talked with people each time we stopped and everyone was delightful.
I spent almost the entire day walking alone, much of it questioning my reason for putting my body through torture. The answer was simply that I wanted to do something hard in 2020. What a stupid reason, but since I’d told everyone I was doing it, it had to happen. These internal dialogues most frequently corresponded with uphill stretches and the last five miles of each day. 
The scenery started just as it was yesterday—high desert—but started to turn. We were finally able to see streams and even little waterfalls. I saw a few chipmunks that were annoyed by my presence (or lack of a food offering), a marmot who had a lot to stay, and an absolutely beautiful doe. She saw me before I saw her and she just kept eating, not even paying attention as the trail guided me nearer to her. I was looking so bedraggled that she surely thought she could take me in a fight. That, or she just pitied me. She did serve as a positive omen as I approached the three mile mark from my destination. 
My highlight for the day was a “bath.” I stopped at a stream to clean my bandana, pee rag, and shirt, and ended my rinsing my body with stream water. I was then able to put back on the cleaned shirt, enjoying the cooling affect it offered. Another highlight was meeting a trail guide who had two female customers. Shawna had waited at their site for an hour and twenty minutes for me to arrive (getting in a little nap and resting her feet). She claimed she needed filtered water and I had the filter, but she still had a liter and a half. I was desperate because I’d already drained my water bladder; I was so glad she was there.  We both refilled, then I sent her on her way along with the water filter and stove so she could prepare camp and eat dinner before I met her at Guitar Lake. 
I took a few minutes after she left to clean, eat lunch, hit the potty, and pull out afternoon snacks/dinner (a single sausage). As I went about my chores, I spoke with the guide. His group was doing the same route as our crew, but was stopping for the night in Lower Crabtree Meadow. That meant a 16-mile day when summiting Whitney. As miserable as my hiking day had been, I was glad to be staged for an early morning summit of Whitney and that my tent would already be set-up when returning from the summit. Our ascent would be four miles; theirs would be eight including at least 1,200’ just to reach our starting elevation. I really enjoyed talking with him. He was so knowledgeable about the Eastern Sierra and camping that I took advantage of his willingness to share. Nonetheless, I had to question his judgement given his next day’s plans. 
Because Shawna left before me, she had plenty of time to talk with a ranger at the Crabtree Ranger Station where she learned she would be able to exit through Whitney Portal, hopefully earning the pity of any rangers who might choose to stop her to check her permit. If she didn’t go through the Portal, she would need to retrace our steps (several hiking days) without a water filter. We all agreed that was dangerous. I was excited she was exiting through the Portal because the scenery is superior on the eastern side of the summit to that on the western side. She was also to procure a replacement lighter for me since the one we’d used for breakfast seemed to be nearly empty despite being brand new. I later learned that it wasn’t an issue of having enough lighter fluid; the lighter was not lighting the gas of my stove because there was so little air at our altitude.
She made it to Guitar Lake where she filtered water and found a great camp spot for us. I was so glad because I didn’t arrive until it was pitch-black so would have really struggled to find a location to place my tent. She met me about one-tenth of a mile from camp to walk me in. Instead, I had her take my phone and the InReach to contact Richard with her plans. Having the ability to text when plans change has been great. Richard will pick her up at Whitney Portal tomorrow. She led me to camp with her light (there was NO WAY I’d be able to find “the orange tent” on my own). We also checked on Sarah who, blessedly, made it home safely, and I was able to communicate with Mike, Ryan, and Spencer. I sent my daily update to the crew (Mike, Ryan, Spencer, Dad, and Sarah). They’ve all been incredibly supportive and it means so much to me!
I set up the tent, did my nighttime ritual baby wipe bath and putting lotion on my feet, fiddled with my Garmin in hopes it will start logging distances correctly, charged everything I could with the little USB battery Shawna will carry out tomorrow, and wrote in my journal. It’s 11:00 PM, I’m exhausted, and not ready for tomorrow’s grand adventure. 
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Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—
Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after 
yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs 
(still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, 
Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every 
minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing 
food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me 
several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and 
was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me 
by the time I arrived.
We started about 8:15 in the morning after breaking camp and eating 
breakfast. I hadn’t slept well because I spent much of the night vacillating 
between too hot and too cold. Strange! It was 57° when we awoke and I 
was in a -10° sleeping bag and inside a tent. My body was surely rebelling 
from a day of extreme physical effort and letting me know by not properly 
regulating temperature.
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[image: Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.… Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.
We started about 8:15 in the morning after breaking camp and eating breakfast. I hadn’t slept well because I spent much of the night vacillating between too hot and too cold. Strange! It was 57° when we awoke and I was in a -10° sleeping bag and inside a tent. My body was surely rebelling from a day of extreme physical effort and letting me know by not properly regulating temperature.
I was surprised to not be hurting in the morning, but my body was definitely still tired and not sure it wanted to spend another day doing what it had the previous day. After starting, we had to stop after just a short period to take off our warm clothes. The day eventually reached 84°. We met and talked with people each time we stopped and everyone was delightful.
I spent almost the entire day walking alone, much of it questioning my reason for putting my body through torture. The answer was simply that I wanted to do something hard in 2020. What a stupid reason, but since I’d told everyone I was doing it, it had to happen. These internal dialogues most frequently corresponded with uphill stretches and the last five miles of each day. 
The scenery started just as it was yesterday—high desert—but started to turn. We were finally able to see streams and even little waterfalls. I saw a few chipmunks that were annoyed by my presence (or lack of a food offering), a marmot who had a lot to stay, and an absolutely beautiful doe. She saw me before I saw her and she just kept eating, not even paying attention as the trail guided me nearer to her. I was looking so bedraggled that she surely thought she could take me in a fight. That, or she just pitied me. She did serve as a positive omen as I approached the three mile mark from my destination. 
My highlight for the day was a “bath.” I stopped at a stream to clean my bandana, pee rag, and shirt, and ended my rinsing my body with stream water. I was then able to put back on the cleaned shirt, enjoying the cooling affect it offered. Another highlight was meeting a trail guide who had two female customers. Shawna had waited at their site for an hour and twenty minutes for me to arrive (getting in a little nap and resting her feet). She claimed she needed filtered water and I had the filter, but she still had a liter and a half. I was desperate because I’d already drained my water bladder; I was so glad she was there.  We both refilled, then I sent her on her way along with the water filter and stove so she could prepare camp and eat dinner before I met her at Guitar Lake. 
I took a few minutes after she left to clean, eat lunch, hit the potty, and pull out afternoon snacks/dinner (a single sausage). As I went about my chores, I spoke with the guide. His group was doing the same route as our crew, but was stopping for the night in Lower Crabtree Meadow. That meant a 16-mile day when summiting Whitney. As miserable as my hiking day had been, I was glad to be staged for an early morning summit of Whitney and that my tent would already be set-up when returning from the summit. Our ascent would be four miles; theirs would be eight including at least 1,200’ just to reach our starting elevation. I really enjoyed talking with him. He was so knowledgeable about the Eastern Sierra and camping that I took advantage of his willingness to share. Nonetheless, I had to question his judgement given his next day’s plans. 
Because Shawna left before me, she had plenty of time to talk with a ranger at the Crabtree Ranger Station where she learned she would be able to exit through Whitney Portal, hopefully earning the pity of any rangers who might choose to stop her to check her permit. If she didn’t go through the Portal, she would need to retrace our steps (several hiking days) without a water filter. We all agreed that was dangerous. I was excited she was exiting through the Portal because the scenery is superior on the eastern side of the summit to that on the western side. She was also to procure a replacement lighter for me since the one we’d used for breakfast seemed to be nearly empty despite being brand new. I later learned that it wasn’t an issue of having enough lighter fluid; the lighter was not lighting the gas of my stove because there was so little air at our altitude.
She made it to Guitar Lake where she filtered water and found a great camp spot for us. I was so glad because I didn’t arrive until it was pitch-black so would have really struggled to find a location to place my tent. She met me about one-tenth of a mile from camp to walk me in. Instead, I had her take my phone and the InReach to contact Richard with her plans. Having the ability to text when plans change has been great. Richard will pick her up at Whitney Portal tomorrow. She led me to camp with her light (there was NO WAY I’d be able to find “the orange tent” on my own). We also checked on Sarah who, blessedly, made it home safely, and I was able to communicate with Mike, Ryan, and Spencer. I sent my daily update to the crew (Mike, Ryan, Spencer, Dad, and Sarah). They’ve all been incredibly supportive and it means so much to me!
I set up the tent, did my nighttime ritual baby wipe bath and putting lotion on my feet, fiddled with my Garmin in hopes it will start logging distances correctly, charged everything I could with the little USB battery Shawna will carry out tomorrow, and wrote in my journal. It’s 11:00 PM, I’m exhausted, and not ready for tomorrow’s grand adventure. 
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I was surprised to not be hurting in the morning, but my body was definitely still tired and not sure it wanted to spend another day doing 
what it had the previous day. After starting, we had to stop after just a short period to take off our warm clothes. The day eventually 
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We started about 8:15 in the morning after breaking camp and eating breakfast. I hadn’t slept well because I spent much of the night vacillating between too hot and too cold. Strange! It was 57° when we awoke and I was in a -10° sleeping bag and inside a tent. My body was surely rebelling from a day of extreme physical effort and letting me know by not properly regulating temperature.
I was surprised to not be hurting in the morning, but my body was definitely still tired and not sure it wanted to spend another day doing what it had the previous day. After starting, we had to stop after just a short period to take off our warm clothes. The day eventually reached 84°. We met and talked with people each time we stopped and everyone was delightful.
I spent almost the entire day walking alone, much of it questioning my reason for putting my body through torture. The answer was simply that I wanted to do something hard in 2020. What a stupid reason, but since I’d told everyone I was doing it, it had to happen. These internal dialogues most frequently corresponded with uphill stretches and the last five miles of each day. 
The scenery started just as it was yesterday—high desert—but started to turn. We were finally able to see streams and even little waterfalls. I saw a few chipmunks that were annoyed by my presence (or lack of a food offering), a marmot who had a lot to stay, and an absolutely beautiful doe. She saw me before I saw her and she just kept eating, not even paying attention as the trail guided me nearer to her. I was looking so bedraggled that she surely thought she could take me in a fight. That, or she just pitied me. She did serve as a positive omen as I approached the three mile mark from my destination. 
My highlight for the day was a “bath.” I stopped at a stream to clean my bandana, pee rag, and shirt, and ended my rinsing my body with stream water. I was then able to put back on the cleaned shirt, enjoying the cooling affect it offered. Another highlight was meeting a trail guide who had two female customers. Shawna had waited at their site for an hour and twenty minutes for me to arrive (getting in a little nap and resting her feet). She claimed she needed filtered water and I had the filter, but she still had a liter and a half. I was desperate because I’d already drained my water bladder; I was so glad she was there.  We both refilled, then I sent her on her way along with the water filter and stove so she could prepare camp and eat dinner before I met her at Guitar Lake. 
I took a few minutes after she left to clean, eat lunch, hit the potty, and pull out afternoon snacks/dinner (a single sausage). As I went about my chores, I spoke with the guide. His group was doing the same route as our crew, but was stopping for the night in Lower Crabtree Meadow. That meant a 16-mile day when summiting Whitney. As miserable as my hiking day had been, I was glad to be staged for an early morning summit of Whitney and that my tent would already be set-up when returning from the summit. Our ascent would be four miles; theirs would be eight including at least 1,200’ just to reach our starting elevation. I really enjoyed talking with him. He was so knowledgeable about the Eastern Sierra and camping that I took advantage of his willingness to share. Nonetheless, I had to question his judgement given his next day’s plans. 
Because Shawna left before me, she had plenty of time to talk with a ranger at the Crabtree Ranger Station where she learned she would be able to exit through Whitney Portal, hopefully earning the pity of any rangers who might choose to stop her to check her permit. If she didn’t go through the Portal, she would need to retrace our steps (several hiking days) without a water filter. We all agreed that was dangerous. I was excited she was exiting through the Portal because the scenery is superior on the eastern side of the summit to that on the western side. She was also to procure a replacement lighter for me since the one we’d used for breakfast seemed to be nearly empty despite being brand new. I later learned that it wasn’t an issue of having enough lighter fluid; the lighter was not lighting the gas of my stove because there was so little air at our altitude.
She made it to Guitar Lake where she filtered water and found a great camp spot for us. I was so glad because I didn’t arrive until it was pitch-black so would have really struggled to find a location to place my tent. She met me about one-tenth of a mile from camp to walk me in. Instead, I had her take my phone and the InReach to contact Richard with her plans. Having the ability to text when plans change has been great. Richard will pick her up at Whitney Portal tomorrow. She led me to camp with her light (there was NO WAY I’d be able to find “the orange tent” on my own). We also checked on Sarah who, blessedly, made it home safely, and I was able to communicate with Mike, Ryan, and Spencer. I sent my daily update to the crew (Mike, Ryan, Spencer, Dad, and Sarah). They’ve all been incredibly supportive and it means so much to me!
I set up the tent, did my nighttime ritual baby wipe bath and putting lotion on my feet, fiddled with my Garmin in hopes it will start logging distances correctly, charged everything I could with the little USB battery Shawna will carry out tomorrow, and wrote in my journal. It’s 11:00 PM, I’m exhausted, and not ready for tomorrow’s grand adventure. 
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[image: Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.… Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.
We started about 8:15 in the morning after breaking camp and eating breakfast. I hadn’t slept well because I spent much of the night vacillating between too hot and too cold. Strange! It was 57° when we awoke and I was in a -10° sleeping bag and inside a tent. My body was surely rebelling from a day of extreme physical effort and letting me know by not properly regulating temperature.
I was surprised to not be hurting in the morning, but my body was definitely still tired and not sure it wanted to spend another day doing what it had the previous day. After starting, we had to stop after just a short period to take off our warm clothes. The day eventually reached 84°. We met and talked with people each time we stopped and everyone was delightful.
I spent almost the entire day walking alone, much of it questioning my reason for putting my body through torture. The answer was simply that I wanted to do something hard in 2020. What a stupid reason, but since I’d told everyone I was doing it, it had to happen. These internal dialogues most frequently corresponded with uphill stretches and the last five miles of each day. 
The scenery started just as it was yesterday—high desert—but started to turn. We were finally able to see streams and even little waterfalls. I saw a few chipmunks that were annoyed by my presence (or lack of a food offering), a marmot who had a lot to stay, and an absolutely beautiful doe. She saw me before I saw her and she just kept eating, not even paying attention as the trail guided me nearer to her. I was looking so bedraggled that she surely thought she could take me in a fight. That, or she just pitied me. She did serve as a positive omen as I approached the three mile mark from my destination. 
My highlight for the day was a “bath.” I stopped at a stream to clean my bandana, pee rag, and shirt, and ended my rinsing my body with stream water. I was then able to put back on the cleaned shirt, enjoying the cooling affect it offered. Another highlight was meeting a trail guide who had two female customers. Shawna had waited at their site for an hour and twenty minutes for me to arrive (getting in a little nap and resting her feet). She claimed she needed filtered water and I had the filter, but she still had a liter and a half. I was desperate because I’d already drained my water bladder; I was so glad she was there.  We both refilled, then I sent her on her way along with the water filter and stove so she could prepare camp and eat dinner before I met her at Guitar Lake. 
I took a few minutes after she left to clean, eat lunch, hit the potty, and pull out afternoon snacks/dinner (a single sausage). As I went about my chores, I spoke with the guide. His group was doing the same route as our crew, but was stopping for the night in Lower Crabtree Meadow. That meant a 16-mile day when summiting Whitney. As miserable as my hiking day had been, I was glad to be staged for an early morning summit of Whitney and that my tent would already be set-up when returning from the summit. Our ascent would be four miles; theirs would be eight including at least 1,200’ just to reach our starting elevation. I really enjoyed talking with him. He was so knowledgeable about the Eastern Sierra and camping that I took advantage of his willingness to share. Nonetheless, I had to question his judgement given his next day’s plans. 
Because Shawna left before me, she had plenty of time to talk with a ranger at the Crabtree Ranger Station where she learned she would be able to exit through Whitney Portal, hopefully earning the pity of any rangers who might choose to stop her to check her permit. If she didn’t go through the Portal, she would need to retrace our steps (several hiking days) without a water filter. We all agreed that was dangerous. I was excited she was exiting through the Portal because the scenery is superior on the eastern side of the summit to that on the western side. She was also to procure a replacement lighter for me since the one we’d used for breakfast seemed to be nearly empty despite being brand new. I later learned that it wasn’t an issue of having enough lighter fluid; the lighter was not lighting the gas of my stove because there was so little air at our altitude.
She made it to Guitar Lake where she filtered water and found a great camp spot for us. I was so glad because I didn’t arrive until it was pitch-black so would have really struggled to find a location to place my tent. She met me about one-tenth of a mile from camp to walk me in. Instead, I had her take my phone and the InReach to contact Richard with her plans. Having the ability to text when plans change has been great. Richard will pick her up at Whitney Portal tomorrow. She led me to camp with her light (there was NO WAY I’d be able to find “the orange tent” on my own). We also checked on Sarah who, blessedly, made it home safely, and I was able to communicate with Mike, Ryan, and Spencer. I sent my daily update to the crew (Mike, Ryan, Spencer, Dad, and Sarah). They’ve all been incredibly supportive and it means so much to me!
I set up the tent, did my nighttime ritual baby wipe bath and putting lotion on my feet, fiddled with my Garmin in hopes it will start logging distances correctly, charged everything I could with the little USB battery Shawna will carry out tomorrow, and wrote in my journal. It’s 11:00 PM, I’m exhausted, and not ready for tomorrow’s grand adventure. 
]
and resting her feet). She claimed she needed filtered water and I had the filter, but she still had a liter and a half. I was desperate because 
I’d already drained my water bladder; I was so glad she was there.  We both refilled, then I sent her on her way along with the water filter and 
stove so she could prepare camp and eat dinner before I met her at Guitar Lake. 
I took a few minutes after she left to clean, eat lunch, hit the potty, and pull out afternoon snacks/dinner (a single sausage). As I went about 
my chores, I spoke with the guide. His group was doing the same route as our crew, but was stopping for the night in Lower Crabtree 
Meadow. That meant a 16-mile day when summiting Whitney. As miserable as my hiking day had been, I was glad to be staged for an early 
morning summit of Whitney and that my tent would already be set-up when returning from the summit. Our ascent would be four miles; 
theirs would be eight including at least 1,200’ just to reach our starting elevation. I really enjoyed talking with him. He was so knowledgeable 
about the Eastern Sierra and camping that I took advantage of his willingness to share. Nonetheless, I had to question his judgement given 
his next day’s plans. 
Because Shawna left before me, she had plenty of time to talk with a ranger at the Crabtree Ranger Station where she learned she would be 
able to exit through Whitney Portal, hopefully earning the pity of any rangers who might choose to stop her to check her permit. If she 
didn’t go through the Portal, she would need to retrace our steps (several hiking days) without a water filter. We all agreed that was 
dangerous. I was excited she was exiting through the Portal because the scenery is superior on the eastern side of the summit to that on 
the western side. She was also to procure a replacement lighter for me since the one we’d used for breakfast seemed to be nearly empty 
despite being brand new. I later learned that it wasn’t an issue of having enough lighter fluid; the lighter was not lighting the gas of my stove 
because there was so little air at our altitude.
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[image: Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.… Shawna and I spent the day just trying to progress toward our goal—Guitar Lake. It was only 10.9 miles with 2,815’ of climbing, but after yesterday’s forced march combined with altitude and those heavy packs (still over 40 pounds), it was far from easy. My everything hurt! And, oh, Shawna had time for three hours of breaks while I spent nearly every minute hiking or engaged in some chore (e.g., filtering water, accessing food from my pack, visiting the trees to relieve myself). She waited for me several times, but I kept telling her to go ahead. Fortunately, she did and was able to complete chores at camp that would have been tough for me by the time I arrived.
We started about 8:15 in the morning after breaking camp and eating breakfast. I hadn’t slept well because I spent much of the night vacillating between too hot and too cold. Strange! It was 57° when we awoke and I was in a -10° sleeping bag and inside a tent. My body was surely rebelling from a day of extreme physical effort and letting me know by not properly regulating temperature.
I was surprised to not be hurting in the morning, but my body was definitely still tired and not sure it wanted to spend another day doing what it had the previous day. After starting, we had to stop after just a short period to take off our warm clothes. The day eventually reached 84°. We met and talked with people each time we stopped and everyone was delightful.
I spent almost the entire day walking alone, much of it questioning my reason for putting my body through torture. The answer was simply that I wanted to do something hard in 2020. What a stupid reason, but since I’d told everyone I was doing it, it had to happen. These internal dialogues most frequently corresponded with uphill stretches and the last five miles of each day. 
The scenery started just as it was yesterday—high desert—but started to turn. We were finally able to see streams and even little waterfalls. I saw a few chipmunks that were annoyed by my presence (or lack of a food offering), a marmot who had a lot to stay, and an absolutely beautiful doe. She saw me before I saw her and she just kept eating, not even paying attention as the trail guided me nearer to her. I was looking so bedraggled that she surely thought she could take me in a fight. That, or she just pitied me. She did serve as a positive omen as I approached the three mile mark from my destination. 
My highlight for the day was a “bath.” I stopped at a stream to clean my bandana, pee rag, and shirt, and ended my rinsing my body with stream water. I was then able to put back on the cleaned shirt, enjoying the cooling affect it offered. Another highlight was meeting a trail guide who had two female customers. Shawna had waited at their site for an hour and twenty minutes for me to arrive (getting in a little nap and resting her feet). She claimed she needed filtered water and I had the filter, but she still had a liter and a half. I was desperate because I’d already drained my water bladder; I was so glad she was there.  We both refilled, then I sent her on her way along with the water filter and stove so she could prepare camp and eat dinner before I met her at Guitar Lake. 
I took a few minutes after she left to clean, eat lunch, hit the potty, and pull out afternoon snacks/dinner (a single sausage). As I went about my chores, I spoke with the guide. His group was doing the same route as our crew, but was stopping for the night in Lower Crabtree Meadow. That meant a 16-mile day when summiting Whitney. As miserable as my hiking day had been, I was glad to be staged for an early morning summit of Whitney and that my tent would already be set-up when returning from the summit. Our ascent would be four miles; theirs would be eight including at least 1,200’ just to reach our starting elevation. I really enjoyed talking with him. He was so knowledgeable about the Eastern Sierra and camping that I took advantage of his willingness to share. Nonetheless, I had to question his judgement given his next day’s plans. 
Because Shawna left before me, she had plenty of time to talk with a ranger at the Crabtree Ranger Station where she learned she would be able to exit through Whitney Portal, hopefully earning the pity of any rangers who might choose to stop her to check her permit. If she didn’t go through the Portal, she would need to retrace our steps (several hiking days) without a water filter. We all agreed that was dangerous. I was excited she was exiting through the Portal because the scenery is superior on the eastern side of the summit to that on the western side. She was also to procure a replacement lighter for me since the one we’d used for breakfast seemed to be nearly empty despite being brand new. I later learned that it wasn’t an issue of having enough lighter fluid; the lighter was not lighting the gas of my stove because there was so little air at our altitude.
She made it to Guitar Lake where she filtered water and found a great camp spot for us. I was so glad because I didn’t arrive until it was pitch-black so would have really struggled to find a location to place my tent. She met me about one-tenth of a mile from camp to walk me in. Instead, I had her take my phone and the InReach to contact Richard with her plans. Having the ability to text when plans change has been great. Richard will pick her up at Whitney Portal tomorrow. She led me to camp with her light (there was NO WAY I’d be able to find “the orange tent” on my own). We also checked on Sarah who, blessedly, made it home safely, and I was able to communicate with Mike, Ryan, and Spencer. I sent my daily update to the crew (Mike, Ryan, Spencer, Dad, and Sarah). They’ve all been incredibly supportive and it means so much to me!
I set up the tent, did my nighttime ritual baby wipe bath and putting lotion on my feet, fiddled with my Garmin in hopes it will start logging distances correctly, charged everything I could with the little USB battery Shawna will carry out tomorrow, and wrote in my journal. It’s 11:00 PM, I’m exhausted, and not ready for tomorrow’s grand adventure. 
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She made it to Guitar Lake where 
she filtered water and found a great 
camp spot for us. I was so glad 
because I didn’t arrive until it was 
pitch-black so would have really 
struggled to find a location to place 
my tent. She met me about one-
tenth of a mile from camp to walk 
me in. Instead, I had her take my 
phone and the InReach to contact 
Richard with her plans. Having the 
ability to text when plans change has 
been great. Richard will pick her up 
at Whitney Portal tomorrow. She led 
me to camp with her light (there was 
NO WAY I’d be able to find “the 
orange tent” on my own). We also 
checked on Sarah who, blessedly, 
made it home safely, and I was able 
to communicate with Mike, Ryan, and 
Spencer. I sent my daily update to 
the crew (Mike, Ryan, Spencer, Dad, 
and Sarah). They’ve all been 
incredibly supportive and it means 
so much to me!
I set up the tent, did my nighttime 
ritual baby wipe bath and putting 
lotion on my feet, fiddled with my 
Garmin in hopes it will start logging 
distances correctly, charged 
everything I could with the little USB 
battery Shawna will carry out 
tomorrow, and wrote in my journal. 
It’s 11:00 PM, I’m exhausted, and not 
ready for tomorrow’s grand 
adventure. 
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[image: Today was the big day; I was officially reaching the terminus (though it was my start) of the JMT. I was excited, exhausted, and dreading the amount of work it would require. Fortunately, I slept well during the night, just awakening twice to go to the bathroom. How was it possible that I needed to pee so often when I was so dehydrated? Guitar Lake is not the best location for modesty. It’s riddled with boulders too small to hide behind when doing business. In fact, I had an audience during my 12:30 AM rendezvous with a boulder. Fortunately, he turned around. Many hikers leave in the night so they can see the sunrise from Whitney’s summit. It sounds like an incredible experience, but it also sounds ridiculously cold and oh-so-early. If anyone were up during my 3:00 AM call, the gloriously full moon ensured modesty was not an option. No one was fiddling near a tent vestibule so I enjoyed the relief and multitude of bright stars in solitude.… Today was the big day; I was officially reaching the terminus (though it was my start) of the JMT. I was excited, exhausted, and dreading the amount of work it would require. Fortunately, I slept well during the night, just awakening twice to go to the bathroom. How was it possible that I needed to pee so often when I was so dehydrated? Guitar Lake is not the best location for modesty. It’s riddled with boulders too small to hide behind when doing business. In fact, I had an audience during my 12:30 AM rendezvous with a boulder. Fortunately, he turned around. Many hikers leave in the night so they can see the sunrise from Whitney’s summit. It sounds like an incredible experience, but it also sounds ridiculously cold and oh-so-early. If anyone were up during my 3:00 AM call, the gloriously full moon ensured modesty was not an option. No one was fiddling near a tent vestibule so I enjoyed the relief and multitude of bright stars in solitude.
Shawna was up long before me, had breakfast, and broke camp. She’d decided to trust the ranger’s advice and exit through the Portal despite our permit not allowing it. She would need to carry all her gear up and over the Pass while I could leave my gear at Guitar Lake. Her goal was to leave at 8:00 and we were on the path at 8:01. I kept with her for about 1/2 mile, then she pulled away despite carrying all her gear while I carried only what I needed for the day (about 20 pounds). We called to each other from the switchbacks—there were many—and I kept taking pictures of how much farther she pulled ahead. At one point, she stopped to put on sunscreen (she is a redhead after all) and I caught up with her. She put my trash from the last few days and a small USB charger of mine in her pack to carry out. I felt guilty that she would have the extra weight, but she insisted. I wanted her to hurry ahead so she could reach the Portal as early as possible where Richard would ferry her back to Vegas.
When I reached Trail Junction, I saw she’d dropped her pack for the final 1.9 mile ascent. This meant I’d be able to see her before she left the mountain. We did meet again as she was returning to Trail Junction and were able to get pictures together. We’d come up with the joke that we should get bracelets that say “WWSD” (“What Would Sarah Do?”) and knew Sarah would insist on pictures. Shawna asked me to use my InReach when I summited to give Richard an idea of when she would reach the bottom. I did and she was spot-on saying it would probably be between 5:30 and 6:00 PM. She made it the Portal at 6:00 leaving me really impressed with guesstimate! She also helped me jerryrig one of my hiking poles. One of the clasps broke before the trip so Leki sent me a replacement latch. Mike installed it perfectly, but it ended up not holding as well as it should so routinely slid down about 10”. It happened again on this trek so we worked together to add duct tape. Of course, because she’s such a sweetie, she tried to trade poles with me, but I refused. Just a few minutes after our goodbyes, I saw a man that had huge hands—I figured he must be a mountain climber so asked if he’d be willing to help—I wasn’t sure if he would because of COVID. He graciously agreed and was able to turn the knob two more times and re-latch it. He also offered to trade poles with me! What was this world coming to with all these generous people?!? Between the two turns and duct tape, I hoped it would be more reliable. Shawna was heading home and I was still heading to the summit. She reached the summit at 12:30; I summited at 1:50 and was happy to make it before 2:00 PM. My first chore was signing the peak register and my second was to pee. 
But, that wasn’t all. I’d been hoping to go a second day without moving my bowels, but it wasn’t to be. Now, here’s the issue: Mount Whitney is a highly trafficked trail with a fragile environment. It is mostly dirt and rocks and, like a desert, what is left there stays for a very long time. Because of this, the park service maintains extremely stern rules. One is that all overnight hikers must carry their food in a bear bin. The other is that all human waste must be carted off the mountain by the person who created it on the mountain. Each hiker must carry a WAGBag (aka, Waste And Gross stuff bag—my self-assigned moniker), and make use of it if necessary. Because of COVID, WAGBags weren’t as readily available as in most years. Shawna tried to get me one at the Crabtree Ranger Station, but they didn’t have any. I spoke to the ranger who told me it didn’t matter if I had an official WAGBag as long as I carried out my waste. Sadly that became necessary—at the summit, no less! First, I had to gather my tools (I came prepared just in case), then I had to find a private location to do the deed.  There are lots of rocks at the top, but all the tall ones are where everyone hangs out to take pictures. I finally found the perfect spot, right by a ledge. This reminded me that both “Death in Yosemite” and “Death in Grand Canyon” had chapters on falling and subsections on people falling while relieving themselves.
Still, it had to happen. I brought two sandwich-sized ziplocks and an Opsac bag designed to hide odors from animals (including those of the human variety). I used my well-practiced doggie doo pick-up method and did great except getting a bit on the outside of the Ziplock. Then, I had to scoop up all residue with my trowel and more poo touched the outside. Fortunately, I was able to get the first bag into the second bag without requiring much clean-up with wet wipes. I deposited this collective, seemingly five-pound gem into an Opsac bag and, voila, the smell was gone. But, it wasn’t over. You see, burying poop is only permitted outside of the Whitney Zone (about a 20-mile corridor centered on the summit). This meant I’d need to carry that monstrosity (no small artifact, I assure you) for over ten miles, dig a big hole, squeeze it out of the bags (bags cannot be buried in the wilderness), bury the poop, and carry the messy bags (inside, outside, and Opsac bags) another 90 or so miles when I could discreetly throw it away in a trashcan at Muir Trail Ranch (MTR). And, I knew MTR didn’t allow throwing away WAGBags, but didn’t know if this included empty WAGBags after the bearer buried the contents. What ever would I do? I was still unsure when I reached the tent hours later—my triple-bagged poo sitting outside awaiting my decision and its final fate. That decision would have to wait; I still needed to leave the summit.
I had weak cell service at the top, but called Mike. He was worried I was hurt since I was calling, but I was really just trying to check-up on Spencer who had really been struggling. I needed to leave the peak as early as possible for my return trip. I needed as much daylight as possible to return to camp and it’s unsafe to be at the peak because of quick-forming storms. Plus, it was already late. I wanted to call Ryan, but simply didn’t have time. Instead, I sent Richard Shawna’s text and let the crew know I’d summited Whitney so was officially starting the John Muir Trail. I also had to return my Garmin to its factory settings because it hadn’t been recording distances correctly. I used my Garmin data religiously so was so eager to fix it.
On my way back to Trail Junction, I lost the trail. Many people created a new trail that took them to a unique rock formation. I didn’t know it wasn’t the actual trail untiI reaching the rock, and then I couldn’t find the actual trail at all. I ended up having to scramble in hopes of reaching the trail above me (I wasn’t sure if it was higher or lower, but I guessed higher). After scrambling over boulders I had no business scrambling over, I finally found and trail and headed back to camp. It was slow going, but at least my Garmin was working so I knew where I was and how far I needed to go. It took a long time and lots of potty stops (fortunately, none more requiring a WAGBag) and there were hardly any other people on the never-ending switchbacks.
I made it back to camp where I ate a small block of cheese (all I could handle), cleaned my pee rag, talked a bit with a JMT hiker finishing the first half of her flip-flop trek, and retreated to my tent. There, I sent more InReach messages, performed my nightly cleaning ritual, and journaled. I’d hoped to get to bed early, but to no avail. Bedtime came after 10:00 PM.
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Today was the big day; I was officially reaching the terminus (though it was 
my start) of the JMT. I was excited, exhausted, and dreading the amount of 
work it would require. Fortunately, I slept well during the night, just 
awakening twice to go to the bathroom. How was it possible that I needed 
to pee so often when I was so dehydrated? Guitar Lake is not the best 
location for modesty. It’s riddled with boulders too small to hide behind 
when doing business. In fact, I had an audience during my 12:30 AM 
rendezvous with a boulder. Fortunately, he turned around. Many hikers 
leave in the night so they can see the sunrise from Whitney’s summit. It 
sounds like an incredible experience, but it also sounds ridiculously cold and 
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Shawna was up long before me, had breakfast, and broke camp. She’d decided to trust the ranger’s advice and exit through the Portal despite our permit not allowing it. She would need to carry all her gear up and over the Pass while I could leave my gear at Guitar Lake. Her goal was to leave at 8:00 and we were on the path at 8:01. I kept with her for about 1/2 mile, then she pulled away despite carrying all her gear while I carried only what I needed for the day (about 20 pounds). We called to each other from the switchbacks—there were many—and I kept taking pictures of how much farther she pulled ahead. At one point, she stopped to put on sunscreen (she is a redhead after all) and I caught up with her. She put my trash from the last few days and a small USB charger of mine in her pack to carry out. I felt guilty that she would have the extra weight, but she insisted. I wanted her to hurry ahead so she could reach the Portal as early as possible where Richard would ferry her back to Vegas.
When I reached Trail Junction, I saw she’d dropped her pack for the final 1.9 mile ascent. This meant I’d be able to see her before she left the mountain. We did meet again as she was returning to Trail Junction and were able to get pictures together. We’d come up with the joke that we should get bracelets that say “WWSD” (“What Would Sarah Do?”) and knew Sarah would insist on pictures. Shawna asked me to use my InReach when I summited to give Richard an idea of when she would reach the bottom. I did and she was spot-on saying it would probably be between 5:30 and 6:00 PM. She made it the Portal at 6:00 leaving me really impressed with guesstimate! She also helped me jerryrig one of my hiking poles. One of the clasps broke before the trip so Leki sent me a replacement latch. Mike installed it perfectly, but it ended up not holding as well as it should so routinely slid down about 10”. It happened again on this trek so we worked together to add duct tape. Of course, because she’s such a sweetie, she tried to trade poles with me, but I refused. Just a few minutes after our goodbyes, I saw a man that had huge hands—I figured he must be a mountain climber so asked if he’d be willing to help—I wasn’t sure if he would because of COVID. He graciously agreed and was able to turn the knob two more times and re-latch it. He also offered to trade poles with me! What was this world coming to with all these generous people?!? Between the two turns and duct tape, I hoped it would be more reliable. Shawna was heading home and I was still heading to the summit. She reached the summit at 12:30; I summited at 1:50 and was happy to make it before 2:00 PM. My first chore was signing the peak register and my second was to pee. 
But, that wasn’t all. I’d been hoping to go a second day without moving my bowels, but it wasn’t to be. Now, here’s the issue: Mount Whitney is a highly trafficked trail with a fragile environment. It is mostly dirt and rocks and, like a desert, what is left there stays for a very long time. Because of this, the park service maintains extremely stern rules. One is that all overnight hikers must carry their food in a bear bin. The other is that all human waste must be carted off the mountain by the person who created it on the mountain. Each hiker must carry a WAGBag (aka, Waste And Gross stuff bag—my self-assigned moniker), and make use of it if necessary. Because of COVID, WAGBags weren’t as readily available as in most years. Shawna tried to get me one at the Crabtree Ranger Station, but they didn’t have any. I spoke to the ranger who told me it didn’t matter if I had an official WAGBag as long as I carried out my waste. Sadly that became necessary—at the summit, no less! First, I had to gather my tools (I came prepared just in case), then I had to find a private location to do the deed.  There are lots of rocks at the top, but all the tall ones are where everyone hangs out to take pictures. I finally found the perfect spot, right by a ledge. This reminded me that both “Death in Yosemite” and “Death in Grand Canyon” had chapters on falling and subsections on people falling while relieving themselves.
Still, it had to happen. I brought two sandwich-sized ziplocks and an Opsac bag designed to hide odors from animals (including those of the human variety). I used my well-practiced doggie doo pick-up method and did great except getting a bit on the outside of the Ziplock. Then, I had to scoop up all residue with my trowel and more poo touched the outside. Fortunately, I was able to get the first bag into the second bag without requiring much clean-up with wet wipes. I deposited this collective, seemingly five-pound gem into an Opsac bag and, voila, the smell was gone. But, it wasn’t over. You see, burying poop is only permitted outside of the Whitney Zone (about a 20-mile corridor centered on the summit). This meant I’d need to carry that monstrosity (no small artifact, I assure you) for over ten miles, dig a big hole, squeeze it out of the bags (bags cannot be buried in the wilderness), bury the poop, and carry the messy bags (inside, outside, and Opsac bags) another 90 or so miles when I could discreetly throw it away in a trashcan at Muir Trail Ranch (MTR). And, I knew MTR didn’t allow throwing away WAGBags, but didn’t know if this included empty WAGBags after the bearer buried the contents. What ever would I do? I was still unsure when I reached the tent hours later—my triple-bagged poo sitting outside awaiting my decision and its final fate. That decision would have to wait; I still needed to leave the summit.
I had weak cell service at the top, but called Mike. He was worried I was hurt since I was calling, but I was really just trying to check-up on Spencer who had really been struggling. I needed to leave the peak as early as possible for my return trip. I needed as much daylight as possible to return to camp and it’s unsafe to be at the peak because of quick-forming storms. Plus, it was already late. I wanted to call Ryan, but simply didn’t have time. Instead, I sent Richard Shawna’s text and let the crew know I’d summited Whitney so was officially starting the John Muir Trail. I also had to return my Garmin to its factory settings because it hadn’t been recording distances correctly. I used my Garmin data religiously so was so eager to fix it.
On my way back to Trail Junction, I lost the trail. Many people created a new trail that took them to a unique rock formation. I didn’t know it wasn’t the actual trail untiI reaching the rock, and then I couldn’t find the actual trail at all. I ended up having to scramble in hopes of reaching the trail above me (I wasn’t sure if it was higher or lower, but I guessed higher). After scrambling over boulders I had no business scrambling over, I finally found and trail and headed back to camp. It was slow going, but at least my Garmin was working so I knew where I was and how far I needed to go. It took a long time and lots of potty stops (fortunately, none more requiring a WAGBag) and there were hardly any other people on the never-ending switchbacks.
I made it back to camp where I ate a small block of cheese (all I could handle), cleaned my pee rag, talked a bit with a JMT hiker finishing the first half of her flip-flop trek, and retreated to my tent. There, I sent more InReach messages, performed my nightly cleaning ritual, and journaled. I’d hoped to get to bed early, but to no avail. Bedtime came after 10:00 PM.
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during my 3:00 AM call, the 
gloriously full moon ensured 
modesty was not an option. No 
one was fiddling near a tent 
vestibule so I enjoyed the relief 
and multitude of bright stars in 
solitude.
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Shawna was up long before me, had breakfast, and broke camp. She’d decided to trust the ranger’s advice and exit through the Portal despite our permit not allowing it. She would need to carry all her gear up and over the Pass while I could leave my gear at Guitar Lake. Her goal was to leave at 8:00 and we were on the path at 8:01. I kept with her for about 1/2 mile, then she pulled away despite carrying all her gear while I carried only what I needed for the day (about 20 pounds). We called to each other from the switchbacks—there were many—and I kept taking pictures of how much farther she pulled ahead. At one point, she stopped to put on sunscreen (she is a redhead after all) and I caught up with her. She put my trash from the last few days and a small USB charger of mine in her pack to carry out. I felt guilty that she would have the extra weight, but she insisted. I wanted her to hurry ahead so she could reach the Portal as early as possible where Richard would ferry her back to Vegas.
When I reached Trail Junction, I saw she’d dropped her pack for the final 1.9 mile ascent. This meant I’d be able to see her before she left the mountain. We did meet again as she was returning to Trail Junction and were able to get pictures together. We’d come up with the joke that we should get bracelets that say “WWSD” (“What Would Sarah Do?”) and knew Sarah would insist on pictures. Shawna asked me to use my InReach when I summited to give Richard an idea of when she would reach the bottom. I did and she was spot-on saying it would probably be between 5:30 and 6:00 PM. She made it the Portal at 6:00 leaving me really impressed with guesstimate! She also helped me jerryrig one of my hiking poles. One of the clasps broke before the trip so Leki sent me a replacement latch. Mike installed it perfectly, but it ended up not holding as well as it should so routinely slid down about 10”. It happened again on this trek so we worked together to add duct tape. Of course, because she’s such a sweetie, she tried to trade poles with me, but I refused. Just a few minutes after our goodbyes, I saw a man that had huge hands—I figured he must be a mountain climber so asked if he’d be willing to help—I wasn’t sure if he would because of COVID. He graciously agreed and was able to turn the knob two more times and re-latch it. He also offered to trade poles with me! What was this world coming to with all these generous people?!? Between the two turns and duct tape, I hoped it would be more reliable. Shawna was heading home and I was still heading to the summit. She reached the summit at 12:30; I summited at 1:50 and was happy to make it before 2:00 PM. My first chore was signing the peak register and my second was to pee. 
But, that wasn’t all. I’d been hoping to go a second day without moving my bowels, but it wasn’t to be. Now, here’s the issue: Mount Whitney is a highly trafficked trail with a fragile environment. It is mostly dirt and rocks and, like a desert, what is left there stays for a very long time. Because of this, the park service maintains extremely stern rules. One is that all overnight hikers must carry their food in a bear bin. The other is that all human waste must be carted off the mountain by the person who created it on the mountain. Each hiker must carry a WAGBag (aka, Waste And Gross stuff bag—my self-assigned moniker), and make use of it if necessary. Because of COVID, WAGBags weren’t as readily available as in most years. Shawna tried to get me one at the Crabtree Ranger Station, but they didn’t have any. I spoke to the ranger who told me it didn’t matter if I had an official WAGBag as long as I carried out my waste. Sadly that became necessary—at the summit, no less! First, I had to gather my tools (I came prepared just in case), then I had to find a private location to do the deed.  There are lots of rocks at the top, but all the tall ones are where everyone hangs out to take pictures. I finally found the perfect spot, right by a ledge. This reminded me that both “Death in Yosemite” and “Death in Grand Canyon” had chapters on falling and subsections on people falling while relieving themselves.
Still, it had to happen. I brought two sandwich-sized ziplocks and an Opsac bag designed to hide odors from animals (including those of the human variety). I used my well-practiced doggie doo pick-up method and did great except getting a bit on the outside of the Ziplock. Then, I had to scoop up all residue with my trowel and more poo touched the outside. Fortunately, I was able to get the first bag into the second bag without requiring much clean-up with wet wipes. I deposited this collective, seemingly five-pound gem into an Opsac bag and, voila, the smell was gone. But, it wasn’t over. You see, burying poop is only permitted outside of the Whitney Zone (about a 20-mile corridor centered on the summit). This meant I’d need to carry that monstrosity (no small artifact, I assure you) for over ten miles, dig a big hole, squeeze it out of the bags (bags cannot be buried in the wilderness), bury the poop, and carry the messy bags (inside, outside, and Opsac bags) another 90 or so miles when I could discreetly throw it away in a trashcan at Muir Trail Ranch (MTR). And, I knew MTR didn’t allow throwing away WAGBags, but didn’t know if this included empty WAGBags after the bearer buried the contents. What ever would I do? I was still unsure when I reached the tent hours later—my triple-bagged poo sitting outside awaiting my decision and its final fate. That decision would have to wait; I still needed to leave the summit.
I had weak cell service at the top, but called Mike. He was worried I was hurt since I was calling, but I was really just trying to check-up on Spencer who had really been struggling. I needed to leave the peak as early as possible for my return trip. I needed as much daylight as possible to return to camp and it’s unsafe to be at the peak because of quick-forming storms. Plus, it was already late. I wanted to call Ryan, but simply didn’t have time. Instead, I sent Richard Shawna’s text and let the crew know I’d summited Whitney so was officially starting the John Muir Trail. I also had to return my Garmin to its factory settings because it hadn’t been recording distances correctly. I used my Garmin data religiously so was so eager to fix it.
On my way back to Trail Junction, I lost the trail. Many people created a new trail that took them to a unique rock formation. I didn’t know it wasn’t the actual trail untiI reaching the rock, and then I couldn’t find the actual trail at all. I ended up having to scramble in hopes of reaching the trail above me (I wasn’t sure if it was higher or lower, but I guessed higher). After scrambling over boulders I had no business scrambling over, I finally found and trail and headed back to camp. It was slow going, but at least my Garmin was working so I knew where I was and how far I needed to go. It took a long time and lots of potty stops (fortunately, none more requiring a WAGBag) and there were hardly any other people on the never-ending switchbacks.
I made it back to camp where I ate a small block of cheese (all I could handle), cleaned my pee rag, talked a bit with a JMT hiker finishing the first half of her flip-flop trek, and retreated to my tent. There, I sent more InReach messages, performed my nightly cleaning ritual, and journaled. I’d hoped to get to bed early, but to no avail. Bedtime came after 10:00 PM.
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Shawna was up long before me, had breakfast, and broke camp. She’d decided to 
trust the ranger’s advice and exit through the Portal despite our permit not 
allowing it. She would need to carry all her gear up and over the Pass while I could 
leave my gear at Guitar Lake. Her goal was to leave at 8:00 and we were on the path 
at 8:01. I kept with her for about 1/2 mile, then she pulled away despite carrying all 
her gear while I carried only what I needed for the day (about 20 pounds). We called 
to each other from the switchbacks—there were many—and I kept taking pictures 
of how much farther she pulled ahead. At one point, she stopped to put on 
sunscreen (she is a redhead after all) and I caught up with her. She put my trash 
from the last few days and a small USB charger of mine in her pack to carry out. I 
felt guilty that she would have the extra weight, but she insisted. I wanted her to 
hurry ahead so she could reach the Portal as early as possible where Richard would 
ferry her back to Vegas.
When I reached Trail Junction, I saw she’d dropped her pack for the final 1.9 mile 
ascent. This meant I’d be able to see her before she left the mountain. We did meet 
again as she was returning to Trail Junction and were able to get pictures together. 
We’d come up with the joke that we should get bracelets that say “WWSD” (“What 
Would Sarah Do?”) and knew Sarah would insist on pictures. Shawna asked me to 
use my InReach when I summited to give Richard an idea of when she would reach 
the bottom. I did and she was spot-on saying it would probably be between 5:30 and 
6:00 PM. She made it the Portal at 6:00 leaving me really impressed with 
guesstimate! She also helped me jerryrig one of my hiking poles. One of the clasps 
broke before the trip so Leki sent me a replacement latch. Mike installed it 
perfectly, but it ended up not holding as well as it should so routinely slid down 
about 10”. It happened again on this trek so we worked together to add duct tape. 
Of course, because she’s such a sweetie, she tried to trade poles with me, but I 
refused. Just a few minutes after our goodbyes, I saw a man that had huge hands—I 
figured he must be a mountain climber so asked if he’d be willing to help—I wasn’t 
sure if he would because of COVID. He graciously agreed and was able to turn the 
knob two more times and re-latch it. He also offered to trade poles with me! What 
was this world coming to with all these generous people?!? Between the two turns 
and duct tape, I hoped it would be more reliable. Shawna was heading home and I 
was still heading to the summit. She reached the summit at 12:30; I summited at 
1:50 and was happy to make it before 2:00 PM. My first chore was signing the peak 
register and my second was to pee. 

 






 



 






 



 






 



 






 



 






 



 






 



 






 



 






 




 




[image: Today was the big day; I was officially reaching the terminus (though it was my start) of the JMT. I was excited, exhausted, and dreading the amount of work it would require. Fortunately, I slept well during the night, just awakening twice to go to the bathroom. How was it possible that I needed to pee so often when I was so dehydrated? Guitar Lake is not the best location for modesty. It’s riddled with boulders too small to hide behind when doing business. In fact, I had an audience during my 12:30 AM rendezvous with a boulder. Fortunately, he turned around. Many hikers leave in the night so they can see the sunrise from Whitney’s summit. It sounds like an incredible experience, but it also sounds ridiculously cold and oh-so-early. If anyone were up during my 3:00 AM call, the gloriously full moon ensured modesty was not an option. No one was fiddling near a tent vestibule so I enjoyed the relief and multitude of bright stars in solitude.… Today was the big day; I was officially reaching the terminus (though it was my start) of the JMT. I was excited, exhausted, and dreading the amount of work it would require. Fortunately, I slept well during the night, just awakening twice to go to the bathroom. How was it possible that I needed to pee so often when I was so dehydrated? Guitar Lake is not the best location for modesty. It’s riddled with boulders too small to hide behind when doing business. In fact, I had an audience during my 12:30 AM rendezvous with a boulder. Fortunately, he turned around. Many hikers leave in the night so they can see the sunrise from Whitney’s summit. It sounds like an incredible experience, but it also sounds ridiculously cold and oh-so-early. If anyone were up during my 3:00 AM call, the gloriously full moon ensured modesty was not an option. No one was fiddling near a tent vestibule so I enjoyed the relief and multitude of bright stars in solitude.
Shawna was up long before me, had breakfast, and broke camp. She’d decided to trust the ranger’s advice and exit through the Portal despite our permit not allowing it. She would need to carry all her gear up and over the Pass while I could leave my gear at Guitar Lake. Her goal was to leave at 8:00 and we were on the path at 8:01. I kept with her for about 1/2 mile, then she pulled away despite carrying all her gear while I carried only what I needed for the day (about 20 pounds). We called to each other from the switchbacks—there were many—and I kept taking pictures of how much farther she pulled ahead. At one point, she stopped to put on sunscreen (she is a redhead after all) and I caught up with her. She put my trash from the last few days and a small USB charger of mine in her pack to carry out. I felt guilty that she would have the extra weight, but she insisted. I wanted her to hurry ahead so she could reach the Portal as early as possible where Richard would ferry her back to Vegas.
When I reached Trail Junction, I saw she’d dropped her pack for the final 1.9 mile ascent. This meant I’d be able to see her before she left the mountain. We did meet again as she was returning to Trail Junction and were able to get pictures together. We’d come up with the joke that we should get bracelets that say “WWSD” (“What Would Sarah Do?”) and knew Sarah would insist on pictures. Shawna asked me to use my InReach when I summited to give Richard an idea of when she would reach the bottom. I did and she was spot-on saying it would probably be between 5:30 and 6:00 PM. She made it the Portal at 6:00 leaving me really impressed with guesstimate! She also helped me jerryrig one of my hiking poles. One of the clasps broke before the trip so Leki sent me a replacement latch. Mike installed it perfectly, but it ended up not holding as well as it should so routinely slid down about 10”. It happened again on this trek so we worked together to add duct tape. Of course, because she’s such a sweetie, she tried to trade poles with me, but I refused. Just a few minutes after our goodbyes, I saw a man that had huge hands—I figured he must be a mountain climber so asked if he’d be willing to help—I wasn’t sure if he would because of COVID. He graciously agreed and was able to turn the knob two more times and re-latch it. He also offered to trade poles with me! What was this world coming to with all these generous people?!? Between the two turns and duct tape, I hoped it would be more reliable. Shawna was heading home and I was still heading to the summit. She reached the summit at 12:30; I summited at 1:50 and was happy to make it before 2:00 PM. My first chore was signing the peak register and my second was to pee. 
But, that wasn’t all. I’d been hoping to go a second day without moving my bowels, but it wasn’t to be. Now, here’s the issue: Mount Whitney is a highly trafficked trail with a fragile environment. It is mostly dirt and rocks and, like a desert, what is left there stays for a very long time. Because of this, the park service maintains extremely stern rules. One is that all overnight hikers must carry their food in a bear bin. The other is that all human waste must be carted off the mountain by the person who created it on the mountain. Each hiker must carry a WAGBag (aka, Waste And Gross stuff bag—my self-assigned moniker), and make use of it if necessary. Because of COVID, WAGBags weren’t as readily available as in most years. Shawna tried to get me one at the Crabtree Ranger Station, but they didn’t have any. I spoke to the ranger who told me it didn’t matter if I had an official WAGBag as long as I carried out my waste. Sadly that became necessary—at the summit, no less! First, I had to gather my tools (I came prepared just in case), then I had to find a private location to do the deed.  There are lots of rocks at the top, but all the tall ones are where everyone hangs out to take pictures. I finally found the perfect spot, right by a ledge. This reminded me that both “Death in Yosemite” and “Death in Grand Canyon” had chapters on falling and subsections on people falling while relieving themselves.
Still, it had to happen. I brought two sandwich-sized ziplocks and an Opsac bag designed to hide odors from animals (including those of the human variety). I used my well-practiced doggie doo pick-up method and did great except getting a bit on the outside of the Ziplock. Then, I had to scoop up all residue with my trowel and more poo touched the outside. Fortunately, I was able to get the first bag into the second bag without requiring much clean-up with wet wipes. I deposited this collective, seemingly five-pound gem into an Opsac bag and, voila, the smell was gone. But, it wasn’t over. You see, burying poop is only permitted outside of the Whitney Zone (about a 20-mile corridor centered on the summit). This meant I’d need to carry that monstrosity (no small artifact, I assure you) for over ten miles, dig a big hole, squeeze it out of the bags (bags cannot be buried in the wilderness), bury the poop, and carry the messy bags (inside, outside, and Opsac bags) another 90 or so miles when I could discreetly throw it away in a trashcan at Muir Trail Ranch (MTR). And, I knew MTR didn’t allow throwing away WAGBags, but didn’t know if this included empty WAGBags after the bearer buried the contents. What ever would I do? I was still unsure when I reached the tent hours later—my triple-bagged poo sitting outside awaiting my decision and its final fate. That decision would have to wait; I still needed to leave the summit.
I had weak cell service at the top, but called Mike. He was worried I was hurt since I was calling, but I was really just trying to check-up on Spencer who had really been struggling. I needed to leave the peak as early as possible for my return trip. I needed as much daylight as possible to return to camp and it’s unsafe to be at the peak because of quick-forming storms. Plus, it was already late. I wanted to call Ryan, but simply didn’t have time. Instead, I sent Richard Shawna’s text and let the crew know I’d summited Whitney so was officially starting the John Muir Trail. I also had to return my Garmin to its factory settings because it hadn’t been recording distances correctly. I used my Garmin data religiously so was so eager to fix it.
On my way back to Trail Junction, I lost the trail. Many people created a new trail that took them to a unique rock formation. I didn’t know it wasn’t the actual trail untiI reaching the rock, and then I couldn’t find the actual trail at all. I ended up having to scramble in hopes of reaching the trail above me (I wasn’t sure if it was higher or lower, but I guessed higher). After scrambling over boulders I had no business scrambling over, I finally found and trail and headed back to camp. It was slow going, but at least my Garmin was working so I knew where I was and how far I needed to go. It took a long time and lots of potty stops (fortunately, none more requiring a WAGBag) and there were hardly any other people on the never-ending switchbacks.
I made it back to camp where I ate a small block of cheese (all I could handle), cleaned my pee rag, talked a bit with a JMT hiker finishing the first half of her flip-flop trek, and retreated to my tent. There, I sent more InReach messages, performed my nightly cleaning ritual, and journaled. I’d hoped to get to bed early, but to no avail. Bedtime came after 10:00 PM.
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[image: I slept in until 8:00, but had tons of chores so didn’t leave until 10:15. Of course there was breaking camp, but I heated water for a hot lunch (mac ‘n cheese) and had a little water left for a small bit of hot chocolate. I also rinsed some clothes (I was out of clean underwear from my collection of two pair and even made time for my four minute PT ritual. Of course, there was dealing with yesterday’s poop (and wouldn’t you know I didn’t poop today when it would have been much more convenient), and lots of hauling water for filtering. Filtering the water was a bit fun because I found a good-sized rock and about a centimeter long fish in my dirty water bag after filtering. I hope I didn’t filter any fish. To honor the environment and wildlife, I practiced catch-and-release and returned both the fish and rock to their rightful homes. How is it that these chores take over two hours?… I slept in until 8:00, but had tons of chores so didn’t leave until 10:15. Of course there was breaking camp, but I heated water for a hot lunch (mac ‘n cheese) and had a little water left for a small bit of hot chocolate. I also rinsed some clothes (I was out of clean underwear from my collection of two pair and even made time for my four minute PT ritual. Of course, there was dealing with yesterday’s poop (and wouldn’t you know I didn’t poop today when it would have been much more convenient), and lots of hauling water for filtering. Filtering the water was a bit fun because I found a good-sized rock and about a centimeter long fish in my dirty water bag after filtering. I hope I didn’t filter any fish. To honor the environment and wildlife, I practiced catch-and-release and returned both the fish and rock to their rightful homes. How is it that these chores take over two hours?
It was time to start my second day on the trail, but I had to consult Guthook (my map app) to find it. Then, I had to climb a hill to reach it—not an ideal way to start the day. The beginning of the walk was a slight downhill that I remembered because it was an uphill the previous night. Still, I walked like my self-given namesake: the Energizer Tortoise. It was hard and I, at best, was covering each mile in 45 minutes. It only got slower from there. My first goal was Crabtree Meadow. I was eager to get there so I could get BEYOND there. Crabtree marked the border of the Whitney Zone so I’d be able to bury my poop, relieving my backpack of many extra pounds, once I left Crabtree. I waited about 0.5 miles, walked way off the trail, identified a location that was dry and that no one would ever visit, found a place that would allow me to dig deep, dug, and then did something illegal and unethical. Burying poop is fine, but the two plastic bags containing it was not. Years later, the guilt lingered.
I kept walking and found myself repeating several unhealthy mantras: "I hate my pack,” “This is SO HARD,” and “Why am I doing this?” My attitude and motivation were as low as possible because I was in such discomfort from the weight of the pack (even after dumping the massive poo), I was moving so slow, and I was physically spent. It didn’t help that one of the JMT hikers Sarah, Shawna, and I had met the first day and had helped Sarah after she returned to Chicken Spring Lake had visited the Crabtree Ranger Station only to learn there was a fire threatening the Florence Lake region. That is in the area of MTR so would mean I’d be detoured from the trail again (like in 2017 with the snow). My goal for this trip was to complete it as a through-hike since I wasn’t able to do it the previous time. If the fire encroached on the area, it’d mean another section hike. I was walking downhill and decided to sit to ponder my choices and ask for advice via the InReach. I figured that if I turned around, I would need to walk back up the monstrosity I’d just descended. I sent my story to the crew and awaited their responses while I ate the overdone mac ‘n cheese with about a half-cup of watery “cheese sauce.” I also studied Guthook and found that there was an exit route before and after Forester, the next behemoth I would need to conquer. They were all supportive of my decision, whatever it would be, but Ryan (as expected) thought I should stop and Sarah (who always has more faith in my abilities than me) said I should continue. I decided to continue on because those exit points were closer than returning to Cottonwood Pass. I also remembered how miserable I was the last time I started this trip. Even though I was stronger, I didn’t think I could do it then either. And, I remembered that I’d told Mike and the boys that I was going to take it slower this time so I didn’t have to struggle so much. Now was the time to take it slower. Instead of reaching Forester Pass in two days, I could reach it in three. To stop the negative self-talk, I started listening to a new book, “Sea People,” about the history of the Polynesian islands. That helped a lot.
I finally reached my modified destination at Wallace Creek around 5:30, my earliest arrival (and shortest, but psychologically hardest) day yet. I still had almost two hours of light so didn’t need to frantically complete all my chores. I even had time to wash my bandanas, clean parts of my body with actual water as opposed to wet wipes, and soak my feet in the creek for about five minutes. Then, I ate and journaled until 8:15 hoping the next day would be better.]
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It was time to start my second day on the trail, but I had to consult Guthook (my map app) to find it. Then, I had to climb a hill to reach it—not an ideal way to start the day. The beginning of the walk was a slight downhill that I remembered because it was an uphill the previous night. Still, I walked like my self-given namesake: the Energizer Tortoise. It was hard and I, at best, was covering each mile in 45 minutes. It only got slower from there. My first goal was Crabtree Meadow. I was eager to get there so I could get BEYOND there. Crabtree marked the border of the Whitney Zone so I’d be able to bury my poop, relieving my backpack of many extra pounds, once I left Crabtree. I waited about 0.5 miles, walked way off the trail, identified a location that was dry and that no one would ever visit, found a place that would allow me to dig deep, dug, and then did something illegal and unethical. Burying poop is fine, but the two plastic bags containing it was not. Years later, the guilt lingered.
I kept walking and found myself repeating several unhealthy mantras: "I hate my pack,” “This is SO HARD,” and “Why am I doing this?” My attitude and motivation were as low as possible because I was in such discomfort from the weight of the pack (even after dumping the massive poo), I was moving so slow, and I was physically spent. It didn’t help that one of the JMT hikers Sarah, Shawna, and I had met the first day and had helped Sarah after she returned to Chicken Spring Lake had visited the Crabtree Ranger Station only to learn there was a fire threatening the Florence Lake region. That is in the area of MTR so would mean I’d be detoured from the trail again (like in 2017 with the snow). My goal for this trip was to complete it as a through-hike since I wasn’t able to do it the previous time. If the fire encroached on the area, it’d mean another section hike. I was walking downhill and decided to sit to ponder my choices and ask for advice via the InReach. I figured that if I turned around, I would need to walk back up the monstrosity I’d just descended. I sent my story to the crew and awaited their responses while I ate the overdone mac ‘n cheese with about a half-cup of watery “cheese sauce.” I also studied Guthook and found that there was an exit route before and after Forester, the next behemoth I would need to conquer. They were all supportive of my decision, whatever it would be, but Ryan (as expected) thought I should stop and Sarah (who always has more faith in my abilities than me) said I should continue. I decided to continue on because those exit points were closer than returning to Cottonwood Pass. I also remembered how miserable I was the last time I started this trip. Even though I was stronger, I didn’t think I could do it then either. And, I remembered that I’d told Mike and the boys that I was going to take it slower this time so I didn’t have to struggle so much. Now was the time to take it slower. Instead of reaching Forester Pass in two days, I could reach it in three. To stop the negative self-talk, I started listening to a new book, “Sea People,” about the history of the Polynesian islands. That helped a lot.
I finally reached my modified destination at Wallace Creek around 5:30, my earliest arrival (and shortest, but psychologically hardest) day yet. I still had almost two hours of light so didn’t need to frantically complete all my chores. I even had time to wash my bandanas, clean parts of my body with actual water as opposed to wet wipes, and soak my feet in the creek for about five minutes. Then, I ate and journaled until 8:15 hoping the next day would be better.]
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I finally reached my modified destination at Wallace Creek around 5:30, my earliest arrival (and shortest, but psychologically hardest) day yet. I still had almost two hours of light so didn’t need to frantically complete all my chores. I even had time to wash my bandanas, clean parts of my body with actual water as opposed to wet wipes, and soak my feet in the creek for about five minutes. Then, I ate and journaled until 8:15 hoping the next day would be better.]
It was time to start my second day on the trail, but I had to consult Guthook (my map app) to find it. Then, I had to climb a 
hill to reach it—not an ideal way to start the day. The beginning of the walk was a slight downhill that I remembered 
because it was an uphill the previous night. Still, I walked like my self-given namesake: the Energizer Tortoise. It was hard 
and I, at best, was covering each mile in 45 minutes. It only got slower from there. My first goal was Crabtree Meadow. I 
was eager to get there so I could get BEYOND there. Crabtree marked the border of the Whitney Zone so I’d be able to 
bury my poop, relieving my backpack of many extra pounds, once I left Crabtree. I waited about 0.5 miles, walked way off 
the trail, identified a location that was dry and that no one would ever visit, found a place that would allow me to dig deep, 
dug, and then did something illegal and unethical. Burying poop is fine, but the two plastic bags containing it was not. 
Years later, the guilt lingered.
I kept walking and found myself repeating several unhealthy mantras: "I hate my pack,” “This is SO HARD,” and “Why am I 
doing this?” My attitude and motivation were as low as possible because I was in such discomfort from the weight of the 
pack (even after dumping the massive poo), I was moving so slow, and I was physically spent. It didn’t help that one of the 
JMT hikers Sarah, Shawna, and I had met the first day and had helped Sarah after she returned to Chicken Spring Lake 
had visited the Crabtree Ranger Station only to learn there was a fire threatening the Florence Lake region. That is in the 
area of MTR so would mean I’d be detoured from the trail again (like in 2017 with the snow). My goal for this trip was to 
complete it as a through-hike since I wasn’t able to do it the previous time. If the fire encroached on the area, it’d mean 
another section hike. I was walking downhill and decided to sit to ponder my choices and ask for advice via the InReach. I 
figured that if I turned around, I would need to walk back up the monstrosity I’d just descended. I sent my story to the 
crew and awaited their responses while I ate the overdone mac ‘n cheese with about a half-cup of watery “cheese sauce.” I 
also studied Guthook and found that there was an exit route before and after Forester, the next behemoth I would need 
to conquer. They were all supportive of my decision, whatever it would be, but Ryan (as expected) thought I should stop 
and Sarah (who always has more faith in my abilities than me) said I should continue. I decided to continue on because 
those exit points were closer than returning to Cottonwood Pass. I also remembered how miserable I was the last time I 
started this trip. Even though I was stronger, I didn’t think I could do it then either. And, I remembered that I’d told Mike 
and the boys that I was going to take it slower this time so I didn’t have to struggle so much. Now was the time to take it 
slower. Instead of reaching Forester Pass in two days, I could reach it in three. To stop the negative self-talk, I started 
listening to a new book, “Sea People,” about the history of the Polynesian islands. That helped a lot.
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[image: I slept in until 8:00, but had tons of chores so didn’t leave until 10:15. Of course there was breaking camp, but I heated water for a hot lunch (mac ‘n cheese) and had a little water left for a small bit of hot chocolate. I also rinsed some clothes (I was out of clean underwear from my collection of two pair and even made time for my four minute PT ritual. Of course, there was dealing with yesterday’s poop (and wouldn’t you know I didn’t poop today when it would have been much more convenient), and lots of hauling water for filtering. Filtering the water was a bit fun because I found a good-sized rock and about a centimeter long fish in my dirty water bag after filtering. I hope I didn’t filter any fish. To honor the environment and wildlife, I practiced catch-and-release and returned both the fish and rock to their rightful homes. How is it that these chores take over two hours?… I slept in until 8:00, but had tons of chores so didn’t leave until 10:15. Of course there was breaking camp, but I heated water for a hot lunch (mac ‘n cheese) and had a little water left for a small bit of hot chocolate. I also rinsed some clothes (I was out of clean underwear from my collection of two pair and even made time for my four minute PT ritual. Of course, there was dealing with yesterday’s poop (and wouldn’t you know I didn’t poop today when it would have been much more convenient), and lots of hauling water for filtering. Filtering the water was a bit fun because I found a good-sized rock and about a centimeter long fish in my dirty water bag after filtering. I hope I didn’t filter any fish. To honor the environment and wildlife, I practiced catch-and-release and returned both the fish and rock to their rightful homes. How is it that these chores take over two hours?
It was time to start my second day on the trail, but I had to consult Guthook (my map app) to find it. Then, I had to climb a hill to reach it—not an ideal way to start the day. The beginning of the walk was a slight downhill that I remembered because it was an uphill the previous night. Still, I walked like my self-given namesake: the Energizer Tortoise. It was hard and I, at best, was covering each mile in 45 minutes. It only got slower from there. My first goal was Crabtree Meadow. I was eager to get there so I could get BEYOND there. Crabtree marked the border of the Whitney Zone so I’d be able to bury my poop, relieving my backpack of many extra pounds, once I left Crabtree. I waited about 0.5 miles, walked way off the trail, identified a location that was dry and that no one would ever visit, found a place that would allow me to dig deep, dug, and then did something illegal and unethical. Burying poop is fine, but the two plastic bags containing it was not. Years later, the guilt lingered.
I kept walking and found myself repeating several unhealthy mantras: "I hate my pack,” “This is SO HARD,” and “Why am I doing this?” My attitude and motivation were as low as possible because I was in such discomfort from the weight of the pack (even after dumping the massive poo), I was moving so slow, and I was physically spent. It didn’t help that one of the JMT hikers Sarah, Shawna, and I had met the first day and had helped Sarah after she returned to Chicken Spring Lake had visited the Crabtree Ranger Station only to learn there was a fire threatening the Florence Lake region. That is in the area of MTR so would mean I’d be detoured from the trail again (like in 2017 with the snow). My goal for this trip was to complete it as a through-hike since I wasn’t able to do it the previous time. If the fire encroached on the area, it’d mean another section hike. I was walking downhill and decided to sit to ponder my choices and ask for advice via the InReach. I figured that if I turned around, I would need to walk back up the monstrosity I’d just descended. I sent my story to the crew and awaited their responses while I ate the overdone mac ‘n cheese with about a half-cup of watery “cheese sauce.” I also studied Guthook and found that there was an exit route before and after Forester, the next behemoth I would need to conquer. They were all supportive of my decision, whatever it would be, but Ryan (as expected) thought I should stop and Sarah (who always has more faith in my abilities than me) said I should continue. I decided to continue on because those exit points were closer than returning to Cottonwood Pass. I also remembered how miserable I was the last time I started this trip. Even though I was stronger, I didn’t think I could do it then either. And, I remembered that I’d told Mike and the boys that I was going to take it slower this time so I didn’t have to struggle so much. Now was the time to take it slower. Instead of reaching Forester Pass in two days, I could reach it in three. To stop the negative self-talk, I started listening to a new book, “Sea People,” about the history of the Polynesian islands. That helped a lot.
I finally reached my modified destination at Wallace Creek around 5:30, my earliest arrival (and shortest, but psychologically hardest) day yet. I still had almost two hours of light so didn’t need to frantically complete all my chores. I even had time to wash my bandanas, clean parts of my body with actual water as opposed to wet wipes, and soak my feet in the creek for about five minutes. Then, I ate and journaled until 8:15 hoping the next day would be better.]
I finally reached my modified destination at Wallace Creek around 5:30, my earliest arrival (and shortest, but psychologically hardest) day yet. I still had almost two 
hours of light so didn’t need to frantically complete all my chores. I even had time to wash my bandanas, clean parts of my body with actual water as opposed to 
wet wipes, and soak my feet in the creek for about five minutes. Then, I ate and journaled until 8:15 hoping the next day would be better.
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[image: My day started when I awoke at 6:30. Though I only had to get out of the tent for one bathroom break (the benefit of dehydration), I awoke many times to cough and blow my nose. The smoke was terrible, casting the moon in a beautiful orange light. I was on the trail by 10:10.… My day started when I awoke at 6:30. Though I only had to get out of the tent for one bathroom break (the benefit of dehydration), I awoke many times to cough and blow my nose. The smoke was terrible, casting the moon in a beautiful orange light. I was on the trail by 10:10. 
I remembered that I’d chastised myself during my last trip when I realized too late that I should have eaten the weightiest foods first. Out came the heavy trail mix for my daily calorie stream. I hike with snacks in my pocket so I can snack throughout the day. A Pop-Tart and that trail mix rounded out my food intake until after 6:00 PM. I’d planned to stop at Tyndall Creek, but was able to continue and wanted to make it as far as possible toward Forester Pass to decrease the next day’s difficulty. Regrettably,  the cold kept me from being able to wash more laundry after arriving at camp.
This day was better than the previous day. I focused on more positive mantras, but mostly I listened to “Sea People.” The book was interesting, but mostly it just kept my mind off the trail. Also, my pack was lighter. I didn’t have Mt. Whitney poop, I’d eaten a bit more (including that trail mix), and I carried just over a liter of water since I’d planned a short day. Also, the temperature was a bit cooler enabling me to temporarily take off my down jacket and convert my pants to shorts. A few hours later, I regretted the decision to convert the pants. I reattached the legs, put the down jacket back on, and added gloves and a buff. That kept me mostly warm enough until I reached camp. In addition to the warmer clothing, I had to wear my bandana as a face mask for part of the day because the smoke was so bad. Almost all hikers were wearing face masks or buffs to filter the smoky air, a feature that also lessened our chances of sharing COVID. The smoke was a problem for all hikers, but my allergies left me coughing and blowing my nose incessantly. 
As hikers do, we’d stop and talk with each other. Most people were going southbound, many about to finish the full JMT, and could give me advice on elevation profiles, water sources, and camp sites. Often, I’d hear them talking about their day’s destination as they were walking and many mentioned stopping at Guitar Lake. It was fun to be able to share useful advice 
Several days before, the trail guide I met warned me about Guitar Lake saying it was crowded and there was no privacy to pee. He said there were two small, nice lakes that were much better for camping,  I disregarded him to my detriment because I knew I couldn’t walk one step past Guitar Lake and that was where I was meeting Shawna, but learned the day I summited Whitney that he was absolutely right. I could recommend the later lake campsites to those heading southbound. Most hikers want to stage their Whitney summit days from Guitar Lake because the word on the street is that viewing the sunrise from the summit is spectacular. So, when passed by southbound trekkers, I warned them about the bathroom-privacy issue and touted the beauty of the two lakes just a quarter mile above Guitar Lake. If they made the extra distance, it would allow them to sleep in later before approaching the summit for sunrise. They were very grateful.
Many people passed me more than once, but I never passed anyone who hadn’t stopped for a break. You get to know the people on the trail with you. One, a northbounder (NOBO) doing the JMT had passed me many times. He and his friend were separated and he was worried his friend had exited the trail after feeling miserable following their first day on the trail. They’d summited Whitney from the Portal and still completed a 17 mile day. No surprise he wasn’t feeling good! Somehow, the guy learned that I had an InReach and that I could text people from my phone. I taught him how to do it (using the iPhone as a conduit to the InReach), but for some reason, his phone-InReach connection didn’t work. I hoped the next person on the trail would be an IT expert to help troubleshoot his problem.
Another man I met on the trail (there were women, but very few soloists) was just finishing his JMT hike for the second time. It was taking him 30 days. When I explained why I was thinking of bailing, he suggested I just go slow. I said I was going ridiculously slow already. He then told me that there were days he’d only travel three miles in a day. That sounded good, but setting up and tearing down camp takes about three hours and I can’t imagine doing that for only three miles of progress. Another option he suggested was exiting the trail and getting back on at Rae Lakes (known for their intense beauty). There, I could just camp for a week “since I already had all the food I’d need.” That was a good point.
A third man I met was so encouraging! He also suggested I take it slow, but also gave me advice on exit options. I’d considered exiting at my first opportunity, Shepherd Pass, and he discouraged it saying it would be easier to summit Forester and exit at Kearsage Pass. At night, I let the crew know that I’d selected that option. Funny thing... he ended up being at the last campsite for NOBO’ers ascending Forester and gave me permission to share the campground (not that he really had a choice—I WAS staying!). For full disclosure, I warned him and his friend that I’m a loud person—I have the loudest sleeping pad on the market (because it has the highest R-value) and I cough and blow my nose all night. He directed me to the farthest campsite and noted it was downwind of him. 
Setting up my tent was a bit of a problem. I was glad I’d been practicing and timing myself at home for several days before leaving on the trip. The wind was blowing horrendously and there were fierce gusts that blowing the tent away. When I finally started staking the tent to the ground, I bent two stakes because I was on rocky soil. He and his buddy were already tucked into their tents so I moved the tent and all my gear to the closer campsite and was able to pound the stakes into dirt.
I refilled my water containers so I wouldn’t have to do it in the morning. I suspected it would be freezing the next day since I‘d awoken to a morning temperature of 49.6° and was now 2,000’ higher. I organized my gear, made Kathmandu stew for dinner (it was really hard to light the lighter and stove at this elevation), let the crew know I’d be exiting in two days, and wrote in my journal. It was near freezing when I did my final “business” and stowed my bear canister.]
My day started when I awoke at 6:30. Though I only had to get out of the 
tent for one bathroom break (the benefit of dehydration), I awoke many 
times to cough and blow my nose. The smoke was terrible, casting the 
moon in a beautiful orange light. I was on the trail by 10:10. 
I remembered that I’d chastised myself during my last trip when I realized 
too late that I should have eaten the weightiest foods first. Out came the 
heavy trail mix for my daily calorie stream. I hike with snacks in my pocket 
so I can snack throughout the day. A Pop-Tart and that trail mix rounded 
out my food intake until after 6:00 PM. I’d planned to stop at Tyndall 
Creek, but was able to continue and wanted to make it as far as possible 
toward Forester Pass to decrease the next day’s difficulty. Regrettably,  
the cold kept me from being able to wash more laundry after arriving at 
camp.
This day was better than the previous day. I focused on more positive 
mantras, but mostly I listened to “Sea People.” The book was interesting, 
but mostly it just kept my mind off the trail. Also, my pack was lighter. I 
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[image: My day started when I awoke at 6:30. Though I only had to get out of the tent for one bathroom break (the benefit of dehydration), I awoke many times to cough and blow my nose. The smoke was terrible, casting the moon in a beautiful orange light. I was on the trail by 10:10.… My day started when I awoke at 6:30. Though I only had to get out of the tent for one bathroom break (the benefit of dehydration), I awoke many times to cough and blow my nose. The smoke was terrible, casting the moon in a beautiful orange light. I was on the trail by 10:10. 
I remembered that I’d chastised myself during my last trip when I realized too late that I should have eaten the weightiest foods first. Out came the heavy trail mix for my daily calorie stream. I hike with snacks in my pocket so I can snack throughout the day. A Pop-Tart and that trail mix rounded out my food intake until after 6:00 PM. I’d planned to stop at Tyndall Creek, but was able to continue and wanted to make it as far as possible toward Forester Pass to decrease the next day’s difficulty. Regrettably,  the cold kept me from being able to wash more laundry after arriving at camp.
This day was better than the previous day. I focused on more positive mantras, but mostly I listened to “Sea People.” The book was interesting, but mostly it just kept my mind off the trail. Also, my pack was lighter. I didn’t have Mt. Whitney poop, I’d eaten a bit more (including that trail mix), and I carried just over a liter of water since I’d planned a short day. Also, the temperature was a bit cooler enabling me to temporarily take off my down jacket and convert my pants to shorts. A few hours later, I regretted the decision to convert the pants. I reattached the legs, put the down jacket back on, and added gloves and a buff. That kept me mostly warm enough until I reached camp. In addition to the warmer clothing, I had to wear my bandana as a face mask for part of the day because the smoke was so bad. Almost all hikers were wearing face masks or buffs to filter the smoky air, a feature that also lessened our chances of sharing COVID. The smoke was a problem for all hikers, but my allergies left me coughing and blowing my nose incessantly. 
As hikers do, we’d stop and talk with each other. Most people were going southbound, many about to finish the full JMT, and could give me advice on elevation profiles, water sources, and camp sites. Often, I’d hear them talking about their day’s destination as they were walking and many mentioned stopping at Guitar Lake. It was fun to be able to share useful advice 
Several days before, the trail guide I met warned me about Guitar Lake saying it was crowded and there was no privacy to pee. He said there were two small, nice lakes that were much better for camping,  I disregarded him to my detriment because I knew I couldn’t walk one step past Guitar Lake and that was where I was meeting Shawna, but learned the day I summited Whitney that he was absolutely right. I could recommend the later lake campsites to those heading southbound. Most hikers want to stage their Whitney summit days from Guitar Lake because the word on the street is that viewing the sunrise from the summit is spectacular. So, when passed by southbound trekkers, I warned them about the bathroom-privacy issue and touted the beauty of the two lakes just a quarter mile above Guitar Lake. If they made the extra distance, it would allow them to sleep in later before approaching the summit for sunrise. They were very grateful.
Many people passed me more than once, but I never passed anyone who hadn’t stopped for a break. You get to know the people on the trail with you. One, a northbounder (NOBO) doing the JMT had passed me many times. He and his friend were separated and he was worried his friend had exited the trail after feeling miserable following their first day on the trail. They’d summited Whitney from the Portal and still completed a 17 mile day. No surprise he wasn’t feeling good! Somehow, the guy learned that I had an InReach and that I could text people from my phone. I taught him how to do it (using the iPhone as a conduit to the InReach), but for some reason, his phone-InReach connection didn’t work. I hoped the next person on the trail would be an IT expert to help troubleshoot his problem.
Another man I met on the trail (there were women, but very few soloists) was just finishing his JMT hike for the second time. It was taking him 30 days. When I explained why I was thinking of bailing, he suggested I just go slow. I said I was going ridiculously slow already. He then told me that there were days he’d only travel three miles in a day. That sounded good, but setting up and tearing down camp takes about three hours and I can’t imagine doing that for only three miles of progress. Another option he suggested was exiting the trail and getting back on at Rae Lakes (known for their intense beauty). There, I could just camp for a week “since I already had all the food I’d need.” That was a good point.
A third man I met was so encouraging! He also suggested I take it slow, but also gave me advice on exit options. I’d considered exiting at my first opportunity, Shepherd Pass, and he discouraged it saying it would be easier to summit Forester and exit at Kearsage Pass. At night, I let the crew know that I’d selected that option. Funny thing... he ended up being at the last campsite for NOBO’ers ascending Forester and gave me permission to share the campground (not that he really had a choice—I WAS staying!). For full disclosure, I warned him and his friend that I’m a loud person—I have the loudest sleeping pad on the market (because it has the highest R-value) and I cough and blow my nose all night. He directed me to the farthest campsite and noted it was downwind of him. 
Setting up my tent was a bit of a problem. I was glad I’d been practicing and timing myself at home for several days before leaving on the trip. The wind was blowing horrendously and there were fierce gusts that blowing the tent away. When I finally started staking the tent to the ground, I bent two stakes because I was on rocky soil. He and his buddy were already tucked into their tents so I moved the tent and all my gear to the closer campsite and was able to pound the stakes into dirt.
I refilled my water containers so I wouldn’t have to do it in the morning. I suspected it would be freezing the next day since I‘d awoken to a morning temperature of 49.6° and was now 2,000’ higher. I organized my gear, made Kathmandu stew for dinner (it was really hard to light the lighter and stove at this elevation), let the crew know I’d be exiting in two days, and wrote in my journal. It was near freezing when I did my final “business” and stowed my bear canister.]
didn’t have Mt. Whitney poop, I’d eaten a bit more (including that trail mix), and I carried just over a liter of water since I’d planned a short day. Also, the temperature 
was a bit cooler enabling me to temporarily take off my down jacket and convert my pants to shorts. A few hours later, I regretted the decision to convert the pants. I 
reattached the legs, put the down jacket back on, and added gloves and a buff. That kept me mostly warm enough until I reached camp. In addition to the warmer 
clothing, I had to wear my bandana as a face mask for part of the day because the smoke was so bad. Almost all hikers were wearing face masks or buffs to filter the 
smoky air, a feature that also lessened our chances of sharing COVID. The smoke was a problem for all hikers, but my allergies left me coughing and blowing my nose 
incessantly. 
As hikers do, we’d stop and talk with each other. Most people were going southbound, many about to 
finish the full JMT, and could give me advice on elevation profiles, water sources, and camp sites. 
Often, I’d hear them talking about their day’s destination as they were walking and many mentioned 
stopping at Guitar Lake. It was fun to be able to share useful advice 
Several days before, the trail guide I met warned me about Guitar Lake saying it was crowded and 
there was no privacy to pee. He said there were two small, nice lakes that were much better for 
camping,  I disregarded him to my detriment because I knew I couldn’t walk one step past Guitar Lake 
and that was where I was meeting Shawna, but learned the day I summited Whitney that he was 
absolutely right. I could recommend the later lake campsites to those heading southbound. Most 
hikers want to stage their Whitney summit days from Guitar Lake because the word on the street is 
that viewing the sunrise from the summit is spectacular. So, when passed by southbound trekkers, I 
warned them about the bathroom-privacy issue and touted the beauty of the two lakes just a quarter 
mile above Guitar Lake. If they made the extra distance, it would allow them to sleep in later before 
approaching the summit for sunrise. They were very grateful.
Many people passed me more than once, but I never passed anyone who hadn’t stopped for a break. You get to know the people on the trail with you. One, a 
northbounder (NOBO) doing the JMT had passed me many times. He and his friend were separated and he was worried his friend had exited the trail after feeling 
miserable following their first day on the trail. They’d summited Whitney from the Portal and still completed a 17 mile day. No surprise he wasn’t feeling good! 
Somehow, the guy learned that I had an InReach and that I could text people from my phone. I taught him how to do it (using the iPhone as a conduit to the InReach), 
but for some reason, his phone-InReach connection didn’t work. I hoped the next person on the trail would be an IT expert to help troubleshoot his problem.
Another man I met on the trail (there were women, but very few soloists) was just finishing his JMT hike for the second time. It was taking him 30 days. When I 
explained why I was thinking of bailing, he suggested I just go slow. I said I was going ridiculously slow already. He then told me that there were days he’d only travel 
three miles in a day. That sounded good, but setting up and tearing down camp takes about three hours and I can’t imagine doing that for only three miles of progress. 
Another option he suggested was exiting the trail and getting back on at Rae Lakes (known for their intense beauty). There, I could just camp for a week “since I 
already had all the food I’d need.” That was a good point.
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[image: My day started when I awoke at 6:30. Though I only had to get out of the tent for one bathroom break (the benefit of dehydration), I awoke many times to cough and blow my nose. The smoke was terrible, casting the moon in a beautiful orange light. I was on the trail by 10:10.… My day started when I awoke at 6:30. Though I only had to get out of the tent for one bathroom break (the benefit of dehydration), I awoke many times to cough and blow my nose. The smoke was terrible, casting the moon in a beautiful orange light. I was on the trail by 10:10. 
I remembered that I’d chastised myself during my last trip when I realized too late that I should have eaten the weightiest foods first. Out came the heavy trail mix for my daily calorie stream. I hike with snacks in my pocket so I can snack throughout the day. A Pop-Tart and that trail mix rounded out my food intake until after 6:00 PM. I’d planned to stop at Tyndall Creek, but was able to continue and wanted to make it as far as possible toward Forester Pass to decrease the next day’s difficulty. Regrettably,  the cold kept me from being able to wash more laundry after arriving at camp.
This day was better than the previous day. I focused on more positive mantras, but mostly I listened to “Sea People.” The book was interesting, but mostly it just kept my mind off the trail. Also, my pack was lighter. I didn’t have Mt. Whitney poop, I’d eaten a bit more (including that trail mix), and I carried just over a liter of water since I’d planned a short day. Also, the temperature was a bit cooler enabling me to temporarily take off my down jacket and convert my pants to shorts. A few hours later, I regretted the decision to convert the pants. I reattached the legs, put the down jacket back on, and added gloves and a buff. That kept me mostly warm enough until I reached camp. In addition to the warmer clothing, I had to wear my bandana as a face mask for part of the day because the smoke was so bad. Almost all hikers were wearing face masks or buffs to filter the smoky air, a feature that also lessened our chances of sharing COVID. The smoke was a problem for all hikers, but my allergies left me coughing and blowing my nose incessantly. 
As hikers do, we’d stop and talk with each other. Most people were going southbound, many about to finish the full JMT, and could give me advice on elevation profiles, water sources, and camp sites. Often, I’d hear them talking about their day’s destination as they were walking and many mentioned stopping at Guitar Lake. It was fun to be able to share useful advice 
Several days before, the trail guide I met warned me about Guitar Lake saying it was crowded and there was no privacy to pee. He said there were two small, nice lakes that were much better for camping,  I disregarded him to my detriment because I knew I couldn’t walk one step past Guitar Lake and that was where I was meeting Shawna, but learned the day I summited Whitney that he was absolutely right. I could recommend the later lake campsites to those heading southbound. Most hikers want to stage their Whitney summit days from Guitar Lake because the word on the street is that viewing the sunrise from the summit is spectacular. So, when passed by southbound trekkers, I warned them about the bathroom-privacy issue and touted the beauty of the two lakes just a quarter mile above Guitar Lake. If they made the extra distance, it would allow them to sleep in later before approaching the summit for sunrise. They were very grateful.
Many people passed me more than once, but I never passed anyone who hadn’t stopped for a break. You get to know the people on the trail with you. One, a northbounder (NOBO) doing the JMT had passed me many times. He and his friend were separated and he was worried his friend had exited the trail after feeling miserable following their first day on the trail. They’d summited Whitney from the Portal and still completed a 17 mile day. No surprise he wasn’t feeling good! Somehow, the guy learned that I had an InReach and that I could text people from my phone. I taught him how to do it (using the iPhone as a conduit to the InReach), but for some reason, his phone-InReach connection didn’t work. I hoped the next person on the trail would be an IT expert to help troubleshoot his problem.
Another man I met on the trail (there were women, but very few soloists) was just finishing his JMT hike for the second time. It was taking him 30 days. When I explained why I was thinking of bailing, he suggested I just go slow. I said I was going ridiculously slow already. He then told me that there were days he’d only travel three miles in a day. That sounded good, but setting up and tearing down camp takes about three hours and I can’t imagine doing that for only three miles of progress. Another option he suggested was exiting the trail and getting back on at Rae Lakes (known for their intense beauty). There, I could just camp for a week “since I already had all the food I’d need.” That was a good point.
A third man I met was so encouraging! He also suggested I take it slow, but also gave me advice on exit options. I’d considered exiting at my first opportunity, Shepherd Pass, and he discouraged it saying it would be easier to summit Forester and exit at Kearsage Pass. At night, I let the crew know that I’d selected that option. Funny thing... he ended up being at the last campsite for NOBO’ers ascending Forester and gave me permission to share the campground (not that he really had a choice—I WAS staying!). For full disclosure, I warned him and his friend that I’m a loud person—I have the loudest sleeping pad on the market (because it has the highest R-value) and I cough and blow my nose all night. He directed me to the farthest campsite and noted it was downwind of him. 
Setting up my tent was a bit of a problem. I was glad I’d been practicing and timing myself at home for several days before leaving on the trip. The wind was blowing horrendously and there were fierce gusts that blowing the tent away. When I finally started staking the tent to the ground, I bent two stakes because I was on rocky soil. He and his buddy were already tucked into their tents so I moved the tent and all my gear to the closer campsite and was able to pound the stakes into dirt.
I refilled my water containers so I wouldn’t have to do it in the morning. I suspected it would be freezing the next day since I‘d awoken to a morning temperature of 49.6° and was now 2,000’ higher. I organized my gear, made Kathmandu stew for dinner (it was really hard to light the lighter and stove at this elevation), let the crew know I’d be exiting in two days, and wrote in my journal. It was near freezing when I did my final “business” and stowed my bear canister.]
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[image: I slept well, but had to go to the bathroom twice in the near-freezing temperatures.  When I left my tent at night, I walked like a drunk person. I didn’t walk like this at home and suspect my body was just exhausted. I felt like being on a sea-tossed ship. Because of the drunk sailor walk, when I reached for my pee rag hung on the outside of the tent, I fell down. This wasn’t just any fall—I fell directly onto the tent! The side caved in and I had a brief moment of terror worrying I’d done permanent damage to the structure. What would I do without shelter? Fortunately, the brilliance of engineering prevailed and I was able to pop it back to its original shape. All at midnight! I was proud of that accomplishment.… I slept well, but had to go to the bathroom twice in the near-freezing temperatures.  When I left my tent at night, I walked like a drunk person. I didn’t walk like this at home and suspect my body was just exhausted. I felt like being on a sea-tossed ship. Because of the drunk sailor walk, when I reached for my pee rag hung on the outside of the tent, I fell down. This wasn’t just any fall—I fell directly onto the tent! The side caved in and I had a brief moment of terror worrying I’d done permanent damage to the structure. What would I do without shelter? Fortunately, the brilliance of engineering prevailed and I was able to pop it back to its original shape. All at midnight! I was proud of that accomplishment.
I awoke around 6:30 AM when my campmate called for his buddy to awaken. It was okay; I was well-rested. I hadn’t planned for a warm breakfast or lunch, relying instead on a s’mores Pop-Tart and trail mix calorie drip. I figured I’d be at the ranger station by 2:00 and could eat an early dinner then.
The morning temperature was 40° and the wind picked-up (but not as heavily as the previous night’s gusts). At one point, one of my plastic bags blew away into my campmate’s area and they kindly stepped on it so I could retrieve it. The excitement happened when my tent blew away. I usually take off the rain fly in the morning to let it air out as well as let the tent and sleeping bag air (basically to dissipate body odor). To do so, I remove the stakes. As I was finally stuffing my less-stinky sleeping bag into it’s waterproof bag, the rest of the tent flew off! I looked up just in time to see it somersault . Okay, I thought. I’ll finish stuffing the sleeping bag then retrieve it. Where was it going to go anyway? That’s when another gust hit, this time sending it bottom over top several times as if planning to climb Forester on its on. That was enough! I left the sleeping bag where it lay and ran after the tent before it climbed any higher. There, I disassembled it and put it in its stuff sack so the self-possessed tent could no longer be ornery. 
My campmates left about ten minutes before me so I was able to see the switchbacks as they ascended. I hadn’t been able to see much more than a rockslide the night before so questioned how I would hike up the behemoth. They reached the top about 20-30 minutes before me and were long gone on the descent when I finally reached the saddle. 
I stopped to visit the Donald Downs Memorial Plaque, erected by his crew in his memory. He was 19 years old and died while building this trail. I honored him as I walked, thanking him in prayer for the gift he left behind. I also stopped several times to talk with SOBO JMT’ers. Interesting, everyone I see on the trail now is doing the JMT. I figured out why when three girls and I chatted. California declared a state of emergency because of the fires throughout the state including the major fires in the Sierra Nevada Range. As such, the National Park Service suspended all entrance permits. No one was allowed to enter from any trailhead. Only those who were already on the trail were able to be there. Had Shawna, Sarah, and I been permitted to start a few days later, we couldn’t have been able to enter. The girls also told me that MTR, Vermillion Valley Ranch (VVR), and Red’s Meadow (where I was stopped by snow in 2017) had been evacuated. Fifty hikers were still stranded at Red’s because of smoke. They said they were encouraged to exit the trail (apparently, it wasn’t yet a mandate), but they decided to continue. The SOBO JMT’ers are only two days from submitting Whitney after starting nearly 200 miles ago in Happy Isles. 
I shared this information with others as they passed me, but never saw a ranger to confirm or deny it. With the amount of smoke in the air, it made sense. The smoke was so bad that my pictures took on an eerie veneer. I knew the scenery is gorgeous and just improved when moving northward, but it was hard to tell because it was clouded with smoke. I had to wear my bandana as a mask in the afternoon because it was so bad, but even needed to go one step farther and soak it in a stream so it would be wet. As if that weren’t enough, ash regularly entered my eyes so I had to keep my head down.
Upon reaching the top of Forester, I texted the crew of my achievement and took pictures. Then, on the way down, I met an interesting man, rather granola in nature, who spoke with me a bit about water. He, like many of the rangers, doesn't filter his water since it’s so clean in the Sierra. He said it’s best, though, to gather it as high as possible in a stream. Next, he told me to look at the lake below and chastised a group of hikers he’d just seen washing clothes. I didn’t ask him where hikers should clean their clothes. Perhaps he doesn’t clean his clothes while on the trail. That won’t work for me or any other girl. I need clean jog bras and underwear at the very least every two days. It’s gross, but I wear them inside-out on the second day. I love “clean underwear day.” So, I walked straight down to that lake and washed the bra and underwear I’d need once night fell. By washing mid-day, I was able to safety pin them to the back of my pack so they’d dry as I walked. 
I finished listening to the book “Sea People” and started “So Long” about a female triathlete with whom I had a lot in common. As I listened, I was needing to stop about every 20 minutes to pee and very little came out. This led me to wonder if I might have a urinary tract infection. After all,  I’d been dehydrated for days and the frequency didn’t make sense. I was needing to go so often that I decided to use a little trick I learned walking through snow to reach Red’s Meadow on my last journey. I could avoid taking off my pack (always a time-consuming and frustrating ordeal) by just unbuckling my pack’s waist strap and pulling down my pants. It worked well... until I fell backward resembling a turtle with my pants down! Guess my trail name “Energizer Tortoise” might have been a good choice. I couldn’t just get up because of the weight of the pack and couldn’t roll over to do a down-dog yoga pose to inch my way up (a regular method for me). After several minutes fretting a hiker would walk by only to find me roiling side-to-side, I finally managed to get on my knees to help myself to a standing position. But wait... that wasn’t all. I realized I now had rotting tree debris in my pants, underwear, and shoes. I took off my pack (what a brilliant idea!) and cleaned out my shoes and underwear. I was back on my way... until I felt more debris in my underwear. I guess one good thing about closing all the trail entrances is that there are few people on the trail. It was a good thing because I spent much of the next hour digging in my underwear to dislodge prices of bark. Why does going to the bathroom in the woods always have to be so entertaining?
Spencer was my exit plan, but wasn’t able to pick me up for three days so I decided to stop at 6:00 PM instead of trying to push on to the Kearsage Pass trail junction. I found a well-used camp site. Etiquette and the National Park Service suggest hikers only use established campsites so as to prevent further environmental damage. This site, however, was not 100’ or more from water. I decided to stay anyway because I didn’t want to retrace my steps to the last spot and I wasn’t sure I’d make it to another campsite before dark. Burying poo-infused plastic in the woods and now camping within 100’ of water… I was becoming quite the outlaw.
This ended up being a decent decision. I could still potty more that 100’ from the stream and I could take full advantage of the stream to fetch water and provide sleep sounds to rival any app. I had time to wash the clothes I was wearing which meant I’d get another clean underwear day. Plus, I washed my undershirt that I’d washed a few days ago and my pants for the first time. I hung them to dry with little faith they would be dry by morning. I figured I could hike in my long underwear or rain pants as the wet laundry dried on the back of my pack. I later learned that wouldn’t work. When I’d worn the long underwear for the previous few nights, I started itching and assumed the itching was due to bug bites procured when camping in Gandy, Utah the previous week. I now realized the problem was an allergic reaction to the fabric. Sure enough, when I put them on I began itching madly. This meant I’d be in my underwear for the night’s bathroom stop and stowing of the bear canister. It also meant that if the clothes weren’t dry in the morning, I’d be wearing them anyway. For dinner, I enjoyed a delicious rehydrated pasta primavera. I was finally learning to add less water to avoid turning every meal into soup. I also had the brilliant idea to use the cooking dinner to warm my hands; rehydrated foods need mixing in the bag anyway. I texted the crew my nighttime location, wrote in my journal, and took one last bathroom stop. Bedtime came at 9:15 PM. ]
I slept well, but had to go to the bathroom twice in the near-freezing 
temperatures.  When I left my tent at night, I walked like a drunk person. I 
didn’t walk like this at home and suspect my body was just exhausted. I felt 
like being on a sea-tossed ship. Because of the drunk sailor walk, when I 
reached for my pee rag hung on the outside of the tent, I fell down. This 
wasn’t just any fall—I fell directly onto the tent! The side caved in and I had 
a brief moment of terror worrying I’d done permanent damage to the 
structure. What would I do without shelter? Fortunately, the brilliance of 
engineering prevailed and I was able to pop it back to its original shape. All 
at midnight! I was proud of that accomplishment.
I awoke around 6:30 AM when my campmate called for his buddy to 
awaken. It was okay; I was well-rested. I hadn’t planned for a warm 
breakfast or lunch, relying instead on a s’mores Pop-Tart and trail mix 
calorie drip. I figured I’d be at the ranger station by 2:00 and could eat an 
early dinner then.
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I awoke around 6:30 AM when my campmate called for his buddy to awaken. It was okay; I was well-rested. I hadn’t planned for a warm breakfast or lunch, relying instead on a s’mores Pop-Tart and trail mix calorie drip. I figured I’d be at the ranger station by 2:00 and could eat an early dinner then.
The morning temperature was 40° and the wind picked-up (but not as heavily as the previous night’s gusts). At one point, one of my plastic bags blew away into my campmate’s area and they kindly stepped on it so I could retrieve it. The excitement happened when my tent blew away. I usually take off the rain fly in the morning to let it air out as well as let the tent and sleeping bag air (basically to dissipate body odor). To do so, I remove the stakes. As I was finally stuffing my less-stinky sleeping bag into it’s waterproof bag, the rest of the tent flew off! I looked up just in time to see it somersault . Okay, I thought. I’ll finish stuffing the sleeping bag then retrieve it. Where was it going to go anyway? That’s when another gust hit, this time sending it bottom over top several times as if planning to climb Forester on its on. That was enough! I left the sleeping bag where it lay and ran after the tent before it climbed any higher. There, I disassembled it and put it in its stuff sack so the self-possessed tent could no longer be ornery. 
My campmates left about ten minutes before me so I was able to see the switchbacks as they ascended. I hadn’t been able to see much more than a rockslide the night before so questioned how I would hike up the behemoth. They reached the top about 20-30 minutes before me and were long gone on the descent when I finally reached the saddle. 
I stopped to visit the Donald Downs Memorial Plaque, erected by his crew in his memory. He was 19 years old and died while building this trail. I honored him as I walked, thanking him in prayer for the gift he left behind. I also stopped several times to talk with SOBO JMT’ers. Interesting, everyone I see on the trail now is doing the JMT. I figured out why when three girls and I chatted. California declared a state of emergency because of the fires throughout the state including the major fires in the Sierra Nevada Range. As such, the National Park Service suspended all entrance permits. No one was allowed to enter from any trailhead. Only those who were already on the trail were able to be there. Had Shawna, Sarah, and I been permitted to start a few days later, we couldn’t have been able to enter. The girls also told me that MTR, Vermillion Valley Ranch (VVR), and Red’s Meadow (where I was stopped by snow in 2017) had been evacuated. Fifty hikers were still stranded at Red’s because of smoke. They said they were encouraged to exit the trail (apparently, it wasn’t yet a mandate), but they decided to continue. The SOBO JMT’ers are only two days from submitting Whitney after starting nearly 200 miles ago in Happy Isles. 
I shared this information with others as they passed me, but never saw a ranger to confirm or deny it. With the amount of smoke in the air, it made sense. The smoke was so bad that my pictures took on an eerie veneer. I knew the scenery is gorgeous and just improved when moving northward, but it was hard to tell because it was clouded with smoke. I had to wear my bandana as a mask in the afternoon because it was so bad, but even needed to go one step farther and soak it in a stream so it would be wet. As if that weren’t enough, ash regularly entered my eyes so I had to keep my head down.
Upon reaching the top of Forester, I texted the crew of my achievement and took pictures. Then, on the way down, I met an interesting man, rather granola in nature, who spoke with me a bit about water. He, like many of the rangers, doesn't filter his water since it’s so clean in the Sierra. He said it’s best, though, to gather it as high as possible in a stream. Next, he told me to look at the lake below and chastised a group of hikers he’d just seen washing clothes. I didn’t ask him where hikers should clean their clothes. Perhaps he doesn’t clean his clothes while on the trail. That won’t work for me or any other girl. I need clean jog bras and underwear at the very least every two days. It’s gross, but I wear them inside-out on the second day. I love “clean underwear day.” So, I walked straight down to that lake and washed the bra and underwear I’d need once night fell. By washing mid-day, I was able to safety pin them to the back of my pack so they’d dry as I walked. 
I finished listening to the book “Sea People” and started “So Long” about a female triathlete with whom I had a lot in common. As I listened, I was needing to stop about every 20 minutes to pee and very little came out. This led me to wonder if I might have a urinary tract infection. After all,  I’d been dehydrated for days and the frequency didn’t make sense. I was needing to go so often that I decided to use a little trick I learned walking through snow to reach Red’s Meadow on my last journey. I could avoid taking off my pack (always a time-consuming and frustrating ordeal) by just unbuckling my pack’s waist strap and pulling down my pants. It worked well... until I fell backward resembling a turtle with my pants down! Guess my trail name “Energizer Tortoise” might have been a good choice. I couldn’t just get up because of the weight of the pack and couldn’t roll over to do a down-dog yoga pose to inch my way up (a regular method for me). After several minutes fretting a hiker would walk by only to find me roiling side-to-side, I finally managed to get on my knees to help myself to a standing position. But wait... that wasn’t all. I realized I now had rotting tree debris in my pants, underwear, and shoes. I took off my pack (what a brilliant idea!) and cleaned out my shoes and underwear. I was back on my way... until I felt more debris in my underwear. I guess one good thing about closing all the trail entrances is that there are few people on the trail. It was a good thing because I spent much of the next hour digging in my underwear to dislodge prices of bark. Why does going to the bathroom in the woods always have to be so entertaining?
Spencer was my exit plan, but wasn’t able to pick me up for three days so I decided to stop at 6:00 PM instead of trying to push on to the Kearsage Pass trail junction. I found a well-used camp site. Etiquette and the National Park Service suggest hikers only use established campsites so as to prevent further environmental damage. This site, however, was not 100’ or more from water. I decided to stay anyway because I didn’t want to retrace my steps to the last spot and I wasn’t sure I’d make it to another campsite before dark. Burying poo-infused plastic in the woods and now camping within 100’ of water… I was becoming quite the outlaw.
This ended up being a decent decision. I could still potty more that 100’ from the stream and I could take full advantage of the stream to fetch water and provide sleep sounds to rival any app. I had time to wash the clothes I was wearing which meant I’d get another clean underwear day. Plus, I washed my undershirt that I’d washed a few days ago and my pants for the first time. I hung them to dry with little faith they would be dry by morning. I figured I could hike in my long underwear or rain pants as the wet laundry dried on the back of my pack. I later learned that wouldn’t work. When I’d worn the long underwear for the previous few nights, I started itching and assumed the itching was due to bug bites procured when camping in Gandy, Utah the previous week. I now realized the problem was an allergic reaction to the fabric. Sure enough, when I put them on I began itching madly. This meant I’d be in my underwear for the night’s bathroom stop and stowing of the bear canister. It also meant that if the clothes weren’t dry in the morning, I’d be wearing them anyway. For dinner, I enjoyed a delicious rehydrated pasta primavera. I was finally learning to add less water to avoid turning every meal into soup. I also had the brilliant idea to use the cooking dinner to warm my hands; rehydrated foods need mixing in the bag anyway. I texted the crew my nighttime location, wrote in my journal, and took one last bathroom stop. Bedtime came at 9:15 PM. ]
The morning temperature was 40° and the wind picked-up (but not as heavily as the previous night’s gusts). At one point, one of my plastic bags blew away into my 
campmate’s area and they kindly stepped on it so I could retrieve it. The excitement happened when my tent blew away. I usually take off the rain fly in the morning 
to let it air out as well as let the tent and sleeping bag air (basically to dissipate body odor). To do so, I remove the stakes. As I was finally stuffing my less-stinky 
sleeping bag into it’s waterproof bag, the rest of the tent flew off! I looked up just in time to see it somersault . Okay, I thought. I’ll finish stuffing the sleeping bag 
then retrieve it. Where was it going to go anyway? That’s when another gust hit, this time sending it bottom over top several times as if planning to climb Forester 
on its on. That was enough! I left the sleeping bag where it lay and ran after the tent before it climbed any higher. There, I disassembled it and put it in its stuff sack 
so the self-possessed tent could no longer be ornery. 
My campmates left about ten minutes before me so I was able to see the switchbacks as they ascended. I hadn’t been able to see much more than a rockslide the 
night before so questioned how I would hike up the behemoth. They reached the top about 20-30 minutes before me and were long gone on the descent when I 
finally reached the saddle. 
I stopped to visit the Donald Downs Memorial Plaque, erected by his crew in his memory. He was 19 years old and died while building this trail. I honored him as I 
walked, thanking him in prayer for the gift he left behind. I also stopped several times to talk with SOBO JMT’ers. Interesting, everyone I see on the trail now is 
doing the JMT. I figured out why when three girls and I chatted. California declared a state of emergency because of the fires throughout the state including the 
major fires in the Sierra Nevada Range. As such, the National Park Service suspended all entrance permits. No one was allowed to enter from any trailhead. Only 
those who were already on the trail were able to be there. Had Shawna, Sarah, and I been permitted to start a few days later, we couldn’t have been able to enter. 
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I awoke around 6:30 AM when my campmate called for his buddy to awaken. It was okay; I was well-rested. I hadn’t planned for a warm breakfast or lunch, relying instead on a s’mores Pop-Tart and trail mix calorie drip. I figured I’d be at the ranger station by 2:00 and could eat an early dinner then.
The morning temperature was 40° and the wind picked-up (but not as heavily as the previous night’s gusts). At one point, one of my plastic bags blew away into my campmate’s area and they kindly stepped on it so I could retrieve it. The excitement happened when my tent blew away. I usually take off the rain fly in the morning to let it air out as well as let the tent and sleeping bag air (basically to dissipate body odor). To do so, I remove the stakes. As I was finally stuffing my less-stinky sleeping bag into it’s waterproof bag, the rest of the tent flew off! I looked up just in time to see it somersault . Okay, I thought. I’ll finish stuffing the sleeping bag then retrieve it. Where was it going to go anyway? That’s when another gust hit, this time sending it bottom over top several times as if planning to climb Forester on its on. That was enough! I left the sleeping bag where it lay and ran after the tent before it climbed any higher. There, I disassembled it and put it in its stuff sack so the self-possessed tent could no longer be ornery. 
My campmates left about ten minutes before me so I was able to see the switchbacks as they ascended. I hadn’t been able to see much more than a rockslide the night before so questioned how I would hike up the behemoth. They reached the top about 20-30 minutes before me and were long gone on the descent when I finally reached the saddle. 
I stopped to visit the Donald Downs Memorial Plaque, erected by his crew in his memory. He was 19 years old and died while building this trail. I honored him as I walked, thanking him in prayer for the gift he left behind. I also stopped several times to talk with SOBO JMT’ers. Interesting, everyone I see on the trail now is doing the JMT. I figured out why when three girls and I chatted. California declared a state of emergency because of the fires throughout the state including the major fires in the Sierra Nevada Range. As such, the National Park Service suspended all entrance permits. No one was allowed to enter from any trailhead. Only those who were already on the trail were able to be there. Had Shawna, Sarah, and I been permitted to start a few days later, we couldn’t have been able to enter. The girls also told me that MTR, Vermillion Valley Ranch (VVR), and Red’s Meadow (where I was stopped by snow in 2017) had been evacuated. Fifty hikers were still stranded at Red’s because of smoke. They said they were encouraged to exit the trail (apparently, it wasn’t yet a mandate), but they decided to continue. The SOBO JMT’ers are only two days from submitting Whitney after starting nearly 200 miles ago in Happy Isles. 
I shared this information with others as they passed me, but never saw a ranger to confirm or deny it. With the amount of smoke in the air, it made sense. The smoke was so bad that my pictures took on an eerie veneer. I knew the scenery is gorgeous and just improved when moving northward, but it was hard to tell because it was clouded with smoke. I had to wear my bandana as a mask in the afternoon because it was so bad, but even needed to go one step farther and soak it in a stream so it would be wet. As if that weren’t enough, ash regularly entered my eyes so I had to keep my head down.
Upon reaching the top of Forester, I texted the crew of my achievement and took pictures. Then, on the way down, I met an interesting man, rather granola in nature, who spoke with me a bit about water. He, like many of the rangers, doesn't filter his water since it’s so clean in the Sierra. He said it’s best, though, to gather it as high as possible in a stream. Next, he told me to look at the lake below and chastised a group of hikers he’d just seen washing clothes. I didn’t ask him where hikers should clean their clothes. Perhaps he doesn’t clean his clothes while on the trail. That won’t work for me or any other girl. I need clean jog bras and underwear at the very least every two days. It’s gross, but I wear them inside-out on the second day. I love “clean underwear day.” So, I walked straight down to that lake and washed the bra and underwear I’d need once night fell. By washing mid-day, I was able to safety pin them to the back of my pack so they’d dry as I walked. 
I finished listening to the book “Sea People” and started “So Long” about a female triathlete with whom I had a lot in common. As I listened, I was needing to stop about every 20 minutes to pee and very little came out. This led me to wonder if I might have a urinary tract infection. After all,  I’d been dehydrated for days and the frequency didn’t make sense. I was needing to go so often that I decided to use a little trick I learned walking through snow to reach Red’s Meadow on my last journey. I could avoid taking off my pack (always a time-consuming and frustrating ordeal) by just unbuckling my pack’s waist strap and pulling down my pants. It worked well... until I fell backward resembling a turtle with my pants down! Guess my trail name “Energizer Tortoise” might have been a good choice. I couldn’t just get up because of the weight of the pack and couldn’t roll over to do a down-dog yoga pose to inch my way up (a regular method for me). After several minutes fretting a hiker would walk by only to find me roiling side-to-side, I finally managed to get on my knees to help myself to a standing position. But wait... that wasn’t all. I realized I now had rotting tree debris in my pants, underwear, and shoes. I took off my pack (what a brilliant idea!) and cleaned out my shoes and underwear. I was back on my way... until I felt more debris in my underwear. I guess one good thing about closing all the trail entrances is that there are few people on the trail. It was a good thing because I spent much of the next hour digging in my underwear to dislodge prices of bark. Why does going to the bathroom in the woods always have to be so entertaining?
Spencer was my exit plan, but wasn’t able to pick me up for three days so I decided to stop at 6:00 PM instead of trying to push on to the Kearsage Pass trail junction. I found a well-used camp site. Etiquette and the National Park Service suggest hikers only use established campsites so as to prevent further environmental damage. This site, however, was not 100’ or more from water. I decided to stay anyway because I didn’t want to retrace my steps to the last spot and I wasn’t sure I’d make it to another campsite before dark. Burying poo-infused plastic in the woods and now camping within 100’ of water… I was becoming quite the outlaw.
This ended up being a decent decision. I could still potty more that 100’ from the stream and I could take full advantage of the stream to fetch water and provide sleep sounds to rival any app. I had time to wash the clothes I was wearing which meant I’d get another clean underwear day. Plus, I washed my undershirt that I’d washed a few days ago and my pants for the first time. I hung them to dry with little faith they would be dry by morning. I figured I could hike in my long underwear or rain pants as the wet laundry dried on the back of my pack. I later learned that wouldn’t work. When I’d worn the long underwear for the previous few nights, I started itching and assumed the itching was due to bug bites procured when camping in Gandy, Utah the previous week. I now realized the problem was an allergic reaction to the fabric. Sure enough, when I put them on I began itching madly. This meant I’d be in my underwear for the night’s bathroom stop and stowing of the bear canister. It also meant that if the clothes weren’t dry in the morning, I’d be wearing them anyway. For dinner, I enjoyed a delicious rehydrated pasta primavera. I was finally learning to add less water to avoid turning every meal into soup. I also had the brilliant idea to use the cooking dinner to warm my hands; rehydrated foods need mixing in the bag anyway. I texted the crew my nighttime location, wrote in my journal, and took one last bathroom stop. Bedtime came at 9:15 PM. ]
stranded at Red’s because of smoke. They said they were encouraged to exit the trail (apparently, it wasn’t yet a 
mandate), but they decided to continue. The SOBO JMT’ers are only two days from submitting Whitney after starting 
nearly 200 miles ago in Happy Isles. 
I shared this information with others as they passed me, but never saw a ranger to confirm or deny it. With the amount 
of smoke in the air, it made sense. The smoke was so bad that my pictures took on an eerie veneer. I knew the scenery 
is gorgeous and just improved when moving northward, but it was hard to tell because it was clouded with smoke. I had 
to wear my bandana as a mask in the afternoon because it was so bad, but even needed to go one step farther and soak 
it in a stream so it would be wet. As if that weren’t enough, ash regularly entered my eyes so I had to keep my head 
down.
Upon reaching the top of Forester, I texted the crew of my achievement and took pictures. Then, on the way down, I 
met an interesting man, rather granola in nature, who spoke with me a bit about water. He, like many of the rangers, 
doesn't filter his water since it’s so clean in the Sierra. He said it’s best, though, to gather it as high as possible in a 
stream. Next, he told me to look at the lake below and chastised a group of hikers he’d just seen washing clothes. I 
didn’t ask him where hikers should clean their clothes. Perhaps he doesn’t clean his clothes while on the trail. That 
won’t work for me or any other girl. I need clean jog bras and underwear at the very least every two days. It’s gross, but 
I wear them inside-out on the second day. I love “clean underwear day.” So, I walked straight down to that lake and 
washed the bra and underwear I’d need once night fell. By washing mid-day, I was able to safety pin them to the back of 
my pack so they’d dry as I walked. 
I finished listening to the book “Sea People” and started “So Long” about a female triathlete with whom I had a lot in 
common. As I listened, I was needing to stop about every 20 minutes to pee and very little came out. This led me to 
wonder if I might have a urinary tract infection. After all,  I’d been dehydrated for days and the frequency didn’t make 
sense. I was needing to go so often that I decided to use a little trick I learned walking through snow to reach Red’s 
Meadow on my last journey. I could avoid taking off my pack (always a time-consuming and frustrating ordeal) by just 
unbuckling my pack’s waist strap and pulling down my pants. It worked well... until I fell backward resembling a turtle 
with my pants down! Guess my trail name “Energizer Tortoise” might have been a good choice. I couldn’t just get up 
because of the weight of the pack and couldn’t roll over to do a down-dog yoga pose to inch my way up (a regular 
method for me). After several minutes fretting a hiker would walk by only to find me roiling side-to-side, I finally 
managed to get on my knees to help myself to a standing position. But wait... that wasn’t all. I realized I now had rotting 
tree debris in my pants, underwear, and shoes. I took off my pack (what a brilliant idea!) and cleaned out my shoes and 
underwear. I was back on my way... until I felt more debris in my underwear. I guess one good thing about closing all the 
trail entrances is that there are few people on the trail. It was a good thing because I spent much of the next hour 
digging in my underwear to dislodge prices of bark. Why does going to the bathroom in the woods always have to be so 
entertaining?
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[image: I slept well, but had to go to the bathroom twice in the near-freezing temperatures.  When I left my tent at night, I walked like a drunk person. I didn’t walk like this at home and suspect my body was just exhausted. I felt like being on a sea-tossed ship. Because of the drunk sailor walk, when I reached for my pee rag hung on the outside of the tent, I fell down. This wasn’t just any fall—I fell directly onto the tent! The side caved in and I had a brief moment of terror worrying I’d done permanent damage to the structure. What would I do without shelter? Fortunately, the brilliance of engineering prevailed and I was able to pop it back to its original shape. All at midnight! I was proud of that accomplishment.… I slept well, but had to go to the bathroom twice in the near-freezing temperatures.  When I left my tent at night, I walked like a drunk person. I didn’t walk like this at home and suspect my body was just exhausted. I felt like being on a sea-tossed ship. Because of the drunk sailor walk, when I reached for my pee rag hung on the outside of the tent, I fell down. This wasn’t just any fall—I fell directly onto the tent! The side caved in and I had a brief moment of terror worrying I’d done permanent damage to the structure. What would I do without shelter? Fortunately, the brilliance of engineering prevailed and I was able to pop it back to its original shape. All at midnight! I was proud of that accomplishment.
I awoke around 6:30 AM when my campmate called for his buddy to awaken. It was okay; I was well-rested. I hadn’t planned for a warm breakfast or lunch, relying instead on a s’mores Pop-Tart and trail mix calorie drip. I figured I’d be at the ranger station by 2:00 and could eat an early dinner then.
The morning temperature was 40° and the wind picked-up (but not as heavily as the previous night’s gusts). At one point, one of my plastic bags blew away into my campmate’s area and they kindly stepped on it so I could retrieve it. The excitement happened when my tent blew away. I usually take off the rain fly in the morning to let it air out as well as let the tent and sleeping bag air (basically to dissipate body odor). To do so, I remove the stakes. As I was finally stuffing my less-stinky sleeping bag into it’s waterproof bag, the rest of the tent flew off! I looked up just in time to see it somersault . Okay, I thought. I’ll finish stuffing the sleeping bag then retrieve it. Where was it going to go anyway? That’s when another gust hit, this time sending it bottom over top several times as if planning to climb Forester on its on. That was enough! I left the sleeping bag where it lay and ran after the tent before it climbed any higher. There, I disassembled it and put it in its stuff sack so the self-possessed tent could no longer be ornery. 
My campmates left about ten minutes before me so I was able to see the switchbacks as they ascended. I hadn’t been able to see much more than a rockslide the night before so questioned how I would hike up the behemoth. They reached the top about 20-30 minutes before me and were long gone on the descent when I finally reached the saddle. 
I stopped to visit the Donald Downs Memorial Plaque, erected by his crew in his memory. He was 19 years old and died while building this trail. I honored him as I walked, thanking him in prayer for the gift he left behind. I also stopped several times to talk with SOBO JMT’ers. Interesting, everyone I see on the trail now is doing the JMT. I figured out why when three girls and I chatted. California declared a state of emergency because of the fires throughout the state including the major fires in the Sierra Nevada Range. As such, the National Park Service suspended all entrance permits. No one was allowed to enter from any trailhead. Only those who were already on the trail were able to be there. Had Shawna, Sarah, and I been permitted to start a few days later, we couldn’t have been able to enter. The girls also told me that MTR, Vermillion Valley Ranch (VVR), and Red’s Meadow (where I was stopped by snow in 2017) had been evacuated. Fifty hikers were still stranded at Red’s because of smoke. They said they were encouraged to exit the trail (apparently, it wasn’t yet a mandate), but they decided to continue. The SOBO JMT’ers are only two days from submitting Whitney after starting nearly 200 miles ago in Happy Isles. 
I shared this information with others as they passed me, but never saw a ranger to confirm or deny it. With the amount of smoke in the air, it made sense. The smoke was so bad that my pictures took on an eerie veneer. I knew the scenery is gorgeous and just improved when moving northward, but it was hard to tell because it was clouded with smoke. I had to wear my bandana as a mask in the afternoon because it was so bad, but even needed to go one step farther and soak it in a stream so it would be wet. As if that weren’t enough, ash regularly entered my eyes so I had to keep my head down.
Upon reaching the top of Forester, I texted the crew of my achievement and took pictures. Then, on the way down, I met an interesting man, rather granola in nature, who spoke with me a bit about water. He, like many of the rangers, doesn't filter his water since it’s so clean in the Sierra. He said it’s best, though, to gather it as high as possible in a stream. Next, he told me to look at the lake below and chastised a group of hikers he’d just seen washing clothes. I didn’t ask him where hikers should clean their clothes. Perhaps he doesn’t clean his clothes while on the trail. That won’t work for me or any other girl. I need clean jog bras and underwear at the very least every two days. It’s gross, but I wear them inside-out on the second day. I love “clean underwear day.” So, I walked straight down to that lake and washed the bra and underwear I’d need once night fell. By washing mid-day, I was able to safety pin them to the back of my pack so they’d dry as I walked. 
I finished listening to the book “Sea People” and started “So Long” about a female triathlete with whom I had a lot in common. As I listened, I was needing to stop about every 20 minutes to pee and very little came out. This led me to wonder if I might have a urinary tract infection. After all,  I’d been dehydrated for days and the frequency didn’t make sense. I was needing to go so often that I decided to use a little trick I learned walking through snow to reach Red’s Meadow on my last journey. I could avoid taking off my pack (always a time-consuming and frustrating ordeal) by just unbuckling my pack’s waist strap and pulling down my pants. It worked well... until I fell backward resembling a turtle with my pants down! Guess my trail name “Energizer Tortoise” might have been a good choice. I couldn’t just get up because of the weight of the pack and couldn’t roll over to do a down-dog yoga pose to inch my way up (a regular method for me). After several minutes fretting a hiker would walk by only to find me roiling side-to-side, I finally managed to get on my knees to help myself to a standing position. But wait... that wasn’t all. I realized I now had rotting tree debris in my pants, underwear, and shoes. I took off my pack (what a brilliant idea!) and cleaned out my shoes and underwear. I was back on my way... until I felt more debris in my underwear. I guess one good thing about closing all the trail entrances is that there are few people on the trail. It was a good thing because I spent much of the next hour digging in my underwear to dislodge prices of bark. Why does going to the bathroom in the woods always have to be so entertaining?
Spencer was my exit plan, but wasn’t able to pick me up for three days so I decided to stop at 6:00 PM instead of trying to push on to the Kearsage Pass trail junction. I found a well-used camp site. Etiquette and the National Park Service suggest hikers only use established campsites so as to prevent further environmental damage. This site, however, was not 100’ or more from water. I decided to stay anyway because I didn’t want to retrace my steps to the last spot and I wasn’t sure I’d make it to another campsite before dark. Burying poo-infused plastic in the woods and now camping within 100’ of water… I was becoming quite the outlaw.
This ended up being a decent decision. I could still potty more that 100’ from the stream and I could take full advantage of the stream to fetch water and provide sleep sounds to rival any app. I had time to wash the clothes I was wearing which meant I’d get another clean underwear day. Plus, I washed my undershirt that I’d washed a few days ago and my pants for the first time. I hung them to dry with little faith they would be dry by morning. I figured I could hike in my long underwear or rain pants as the wet laundry dried on the back of my pack. I later learned that wouldn’t work. When I’d worn the long underwear for the previous few nights, I started itching and assumed the itching was due to bug bites procured when camping in Gandy, Utah the previous week. I now realized the problem was an allergic reaction to the fabric. Sure enough, when I put them on I began itching madly. This meant I’d be in my underwear for the night’s bathroom stop and stowing of the bear canister. It also meant that if the clothes weren’t dry in the morning, I’d be wearing them anyway. For dinner, I enjoyed a delicious rehydrated pasta primavera. I was finally learning to add less water to avoid turning every meal into soup. I also had the brilliant idea to use the cooking dinner to warm my hands; rehydrated foods need mixing in the bag anyway. I texted the crew my nighttime location, wrote in my journal, and took one last bathroom stop. Bedtime came at 9:15 PM. ]
Spencer was my exit plan, but wasn’t able to pick me up for three days so I decided to stop at 6:00 PM instead of trying to 
push on to the Kearsage Pass trail junction. I found a well-used camp site. Etiquette and the National Park Service suggest 
hikers only use established campsites so as to prevent further environmental damage. This site, however, was not 100’ or 
more from water. I decided to stay anyway because I didn’t want to retrace my steps to the last spot and I wasn’t sure I’d 
make it to another campsite before dark. Burying poo-infused plastic in the woods and now camping within 100’ of water… I 
was becoming quite the outlaw.
This ended up being a decent decision. I could still potty more that 100’ from the stream and I could take full advantage of the 
stream to fetch water and provide sleep sounds to rival any app. I had time to wash the clothes I was wearing which meant I’d 
get another clean underwear day. Plus, I washed my undershirt that I’d washed a few days ago and my pants for the first time. 
I hung them to dry with little faith they would be dry by morning. I figured I could hike in my long underwear or rain pants as 
the wet laundry dried on the back of my pack. I later learned that wouldn’t work. When I’d worn the long underwear for the 
previous few nights, I started itching and assumed the itching was due to bug bites procured when camping in Gandy, Utah 
the previous week. I now realized the problem was an allergic reaction to the fabric. Sure enough, when I put them on I began 
itching madly. This meant I’d be in my underwear for the night’s bathroom stop and stowing of the bear canister. It also 
meant that if the clothes weren’t dry in the morning, I’d be wearing them anyway. For dinner, I enjoyed a delicious rehydrated 
pasta primavera. I was finally learning to add less water to avoid turning every meal into soup. I also had the brilliant idea to 
use the cooking dinner to warm my hands; rehydrated foods need mixing in the bag anyway. I texted the crew my nighttime 
location, wrote in my journal, and took one last bathroom stop. Bedtime came at 9:15 PM. 

[image: IMG_2980.jpeg]

 


43


[image: Exiting Due to Fire (Day 5) Exiting Due to Fire (Day 5)]
[image: border-image-4.png]Exiting Due to Fire 
(Day 5)

[image: It was an interesting night. I awoke at 12:30 AM itching terribly. I figured it must be allergies. At home, I take two allergy pills a day, but I didn’t need them when I was on the JMT in 2017/18. So, I took two pills and it eventually calmed my screaming skin. But, then I couldn’t sleep. I decided to take advantage of the awake time to hit the bathroom so I’d extend my sleep before needing to go again. I still couldn’t sleep so pulled out my iPad and read “The Grace to Race” about the Iron Nun. I finally fell asleep only to awaken again at 6:30 AM. I decided there was no rush so went back to sleep until 9:15. Just what I needed.… It was an interesting night. I awoke at 12:30 AM itching terribly. I figured it must be allergies. At home, I take two allergy pills a day, but I didn’t need them when I was on the JMT in 2017/18. So, I took two pills and it eventually calmed my screaming skin. But, then I couldn’t sleep. I decided to take advantage of the awake time to hit the bathroom so I’d extend my sleep before needing to go again. I still couldn’t sleep so pulled out my iPad and read “The Grace to Race” about the Iron Nun. I finally fell asleep only to awaken again at 6:30 AM. I decided there was no rush so went back to sleep until 9:15. Just what I needed.
In addition to clearer skies (albeit still smoky), the sun was out and it didn’t feel the 53.8° it was. I took my time breaking camp, even making a breakfast of sour cream and chives mashed potatoes (no, they don’t taste as good as they sound) and lunch of mac ‘n cheese. I put in less water to avoid my last mac ‘n cheese disaster. Fortunately, my pants were dry (though nothing else was) so I didn’t have to walk bare-bottomed or in my rain pants. It’s been suggested that I never wear the rain pants except in an emergency because of the unsightly duct tape I used to cover holes and reinforce the butt.
Of course, there was another poop saga. I hate pooping near campsites because I know a lot of people do. I prefer to spread my refuse throughout the wilderness to space out the environmental impact. But, there are those times when you really don’t have a choice, I found a huge tree up a hill that looked promising. When I arrived, it looked like there might be some cat holes already. I figured I’d check it out anyway since I was committed at that point. Yes, they were cat holes and, yes, Mother Nature had done her duty and used the poo to fertilize the ground. What she hadn’t done was return the wet wipe a previous hiker left to the earth. Jerks! How can people be so mindless as to bury their toilet paper? Pack it out!
And, what do you know? It was then that I started my period. Fortunately, I was prepared with a diva cup. 
I didn’t leave camp until 10:45 AM and was, surprisingly, fine with that. The scenery was smoky, but not bad enough to require I wear my bandana as a mask. I knew I had two uphill miles totaling 1,000’ before I reached the Kearsage exit. I climbed and climbed and, though I was still going at a snail’s pace, I felt a lot more comfortable. The pack was lighter and I was feeling stronger after seven days on the trail. The pack still hurt my shoulders, but not nearly as much as it did when our group started at Cottonwood Pass. 
I knew I could’ve made it over Glen Pass which was the last of the high passes. Still, I chose to exit. I met one last SOBO’er (all the rest probably passed my point or were evacuated) who told me he saw a sign at the Kearsage trail junction saying all NOBO’ers had to exit. I didn’t see the sign when I reached the cut off, but there were two cut-offs so he must have seen the other. So, who is to say that I would have left the trail had I not been required to do so. I may still have abandoned the through-hike effort, but can’t be positive. More likely, I would’ve decided to get over Glen Pass before making a final decision. With my stubborn demeanor, I likely would have kept doing this over every pass until I reached Happy Isles.
As soon as I left the JMT, the scenery changed. It was absolutely beautiful and the smoke began to clear. By the time I reached the valley leading to Kearsage Pass, there was no smoke and I could finally witness the greatness of the Sierra I remembered. I had lunch overlooking the enchanting Bullfrog Lake where I learned there is no amount of water that can make Easy Mac taste decent in the wilderness. I couldn’t eat it, and since you have to carry everything but poop out of the wilderness, I had to take the inedible concoction with me in my bear canister. The only saving grace was that it would only live one day in my presence. I was really looking forward to being able to dump trash. Instead of the planned meal, I feasted on peanut butter and a protein bar. I also had cashews and lots of lemon drops for my calorie drip.
Having been in absolute solitude for miles, I was surprised to hear a mule train behind me, but was ecstatic when I saw it was a ranger who could give me an update. He, too, was surprised that there was no sign at the Kearsage junction. He also told me the National Park Service had evacuated all their employees. The JMT’ers were truly the only ones on the trail. Because I’m so slow, I’m certain I was the last NOBO’er still in the wilderness and am sure the final SOBO’ers already passed me. This was true solitude. The ranger kindly said he’d carry my pack to the top of the pass if he had room, but his horses and mules were already at capacity for carrying weight. I was very grateful, but figured my pack is my burden to carry so it was fine. His cowhand said the pass wasn’t very far, but I knew better. It ultimately took me two hours to reach the Kearsage Pass. I took pictures, put on more clothes (the sun was going down) and booked it down the western slope. The ranger had suggested I not stop at the first two lakes. He was right—camping and water at the later lakes was much better—but this meant I had to hoof it I made great time; I’m getting much faster on the downhills now that my pack is lighter.
I eventually found two gorgeous lakes with a stream connecting them. I could easily access water from the stream and found a nice established campsite to erect my tent. All went quite smoothly (other than having to clean out the diva cup, which, in fact did NOT go well, but I will spare readers the details). I had Cuban rice and beans for dinner then found I was able to get cell service so caught up on some messages. Sarah had kept the women from the Gandy trip updated on my progress and they all were sad to hear about my exit due to fire. Perhaps I’ll never have to admit that I really decided to exit because it was so hard and I lacked the motivation and will to continue. No word from Ironman about IM Texas in October so that must mean I need to return to triathlon training at home.

]
It was an interesting night. I awoke at 12:30 AM itching terribly. I figured it 
must be allergies. At home, I take two allergy pills a day, but I didn’t need 
them when I was on the JMT in 2017/18. So, I took two pills and it eventually 
calmed my screaming skin. But, then I couldn’t sleep. I decided to take 
advantage of the awake time to hit the bathroom so I’d extend my sleep 
before needing to go again. I still couldn’t sleep so pulled out my iPad and 
read “The Grace to Race” about the Iron Nun. I finally fell asleep only to 
awaken again at 6:30 AM. I decided there was no rush so went back to sleep 
until 9:15. Just what I needed.
In addition to clearer skies (albeit still smoky), the sun was out and it didn’t 
feel the 53.8° it was. I took my time breaking camp, even making a 
breakfast of sour cream and chives mashed potatoes (no, they don’t taste 
as good as they sound) and lunch of mac ‘n cheese. I put in less water to 
avoid my last mac ‘n cheese disaster. Fortunately, my pants were dry 
(though nothing else was) so I didn’t have to walk bare-bottomed or in my 
rain pants. It’s been suggested that I never wear the rain pants except in 
an emergency because of the unsightly duct tape I used to cover holes and 
reinforce the butt.
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Miles Hiked: 9
Hours Hiked: 8:05
Elevation Change: +2,185’, -1,378’
Highest Elevation: 10,772’
Sleeping Elevation: 10,189’]
JMT NOBO: 31 (then exiting)
Miles Hiked: 9
Hours Hiked: 8:05
Elevation Change: +2,185’, -1,378’
Highest Elevation: 10,772’
Sleeping Elevation: 10,189’
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[image: It was an interesting night. I awoke at 12:30 AM itching terribly. I figured it must be allergies. At home, I take two allergy pills a day, but I didn’t need them when I was on the JMT in 2017/18. So, I took two pills and it eventually calmed my screaming skin. But, then I couldn’t sleep. I decided to take advantage of the awake time to hit the bathroom so I’d extend my sleep before needing to go again. I still couldn’t sleep so pulled out my iPad and read “The Grace to Race” about the Iron Nun. I finally fell asleep only to awaken again at 6:30 AM. I decided there was no rush so went back to sleep until 9:15. Just what I needed.… It was an interesting night. I awoke at 12:30 AM itching terribly. I figured it must be allergies. At home, I take two allergy pills a day, but I didn’t need them when I was on the JMT in 2017/18. So, I took two pills and it eventually calmed my screaming skin. But, then I couldn’t sleep. I decided to take advantage of the awake time to hit the bathroom so I’d extend my sleep before needing to go again. I still couldn’t sleep so pulled out my iPad and read “The Grace to Race” about the Iron Nun. I finally fell asleep only to awaken again at 6:30 AM. I decided there was no rush so went back to sleep until 9:15. Just what I needed.
In addition to clearer skies (albeit still smoky), the sun was out and it didn’t feel the 53.8° it was. I took my time breaking camp, even making a breakfast of sour cream and chives mashed potatoes (no, they don’t taste as good as they sound) and lunch of mac ‘n cheese. I put in less water to avoid my last mac ‘n cheese disaster. Fortunately, my pants were dry (though nothing else was) so I didn’t have to walk bare-bottomed or in my rain pants. It’s been suggested that I never wear the rain pants except in an emergency because of the unsightly duct tape I used to cover holes and reinforce the butt.
Of course, there was another poop saga. I hate pooping near campsites because I know a lot of people do. I prefer to spread my refuse throughout the wilderness to space out the environmental impact. But, there are those times when you really don’t have a choice, I found a huge tree up a hill that looked promising. When I arrived, it looked like there might be some cat holes already. I figured I’d check it out anyway since I was committed at that point. Yes, they were cat holes and, yes, Mother Nature had done her duty and used the poo to fertilize the ground. What she hadn’t done was return the wet wipe a previous hiker left to the earth. Jerks! How can people be so mindless as to bury their toilet paper? Pack it out!
And, what do you know? It was then that I started my period. Fortunately, I was prepared with a diva cup. 
I didn’t leave camp until 10:45 AM and was, surprisingly, fine with that. The scenery was smoky, but not bad enough to require I wear my bandana as a mask. I knew I had two uphill miles totaling 1,000’ before I reached the Kearsage exit. I climbed and climbed and, though I was still going at a snail’s pace, I felt a lot more comfortable. The pack was lighter and I was feeling stronger after seven days on the trail. The pack still hurt my shoulders, but not nearly as much as it did when our group started at Cottonwood Pass. 
I knew I could’ve made it over Glen Pass which was the last of the high passes. Still, I chose to exit. I met one last SOBO’er (all the rest probably passed my point or were evacuated) who told me he saw a sign at the Kearsage trail junction saying all NOBO’ers had to exit. I didn’t see the sign when I reached the cut off, but there were two cut-offs so he must have seen the other. So, who is to say that I would have left the trail had I not been required to do so. I may still have abandoned the through-hike effort, but can’t be positive. More likely, I would’ve decided to get over Glen Pass before making a final decision. With my stubborn demeanor, I likely would have kept doing this over every pass until I reached Happy Isles.
As soon as I left the JMT, the scenery changed. It was absolutely beautiful and the smoke began to clear. By the time I reached the valley leading to Kearsage Pass, there was no smoke and I could finally witness the greatness of the Sierra I remembered. I had lunch overlooking the enchanting Bullfrog Lake where I learned there is no amount of water that can make Easy Mac taste decent in the wilderness. I couldn’t eat it, and since you have to carry everything but poop out of the wilderness, I had to take the inedible concoction with me in my bear canister. The only saving grace was that it would only live one day in my presence. I was really looking forward to being able to dump trash. Instead of the planned meal, I feasted on peanut butter and a protein bar. I also had cashews and lots of lemon drops for my calorie drip.
Having been in absolute solitude for miles, I was surprised to hear a mule train behind me, but was ecstatic when I saw it was a ranger who could give me an update. He, too, was surprised that there was no sign at the Kearsage junction. He also told me the National Park Service had evacuated all their employees. The JMT’ers were truly the only ones on the trail. Because I’m so slow, I’m certain I was the last NOBO’er still in the wilderness and am sure the final SOBO’ers already passed me. This was true solitude. The ranger kindly said he’d carry my pack to the top of the pass if he had room, but his horses and mules were already at capacity for carrying weight. I was very grateful, but figured my pack is my burden to carry so it was fine. His cowhand said the pass wasn’t very far, but I knew better. It ultimately took me two hours to reach the Kearsage Pass. I took pictures, put on more clothes (the sun was going down) and booked it down the western slope. The ranger had suggested I not stop at the first two lakes. He was right—camping and water at the later lakes was much better—but this meant I had to hoof it I made great time; I’m getting much faster on the downhills now that my pack is lighter.
I eventually found two gorgeous lakes with a stream connecting them. I could easily access water from the stream and found a nice established campsite to erect my tent. All went quite smoothly (other than having to clean out the diva cup, which, in fact did NOT go well, but I will spare readers the details). I had Cuban rice and beans for dinner then found I was able to get cell service so caught up on some messages. Sarah had kept the women from the Gandy trip updated on my progress and they all were sad to hear about my exit due to fire. Perhaps I’ll never have to admit that I really decided to exit because it was so hard and I lacked the motivation and will to continue. No word from Ironman about IM Texas in October so that must mean I need to return to triathlon training at home.
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Of course, there was another poop saga. I hate pooping near campsites because I know a lot of people do. I prefer to 
spread my refuse throughout the wilderness to space out the environmental impact. But, there are those times when 
you really don’t have a choice, I found a huge tree up a hill that looked promising. When I arrived, it looked like there 
might be some cat holes already. I figured I’d check it out anyway since I was committed at that point. Yes, they were cat 
holes and, yes, Mother Nature had done her duty and used the poo to fertilize the ground. What she hadn’t done was 
return the wet wipe a previous hiker left to the earth. Jerks! How can people be so mindless as to bury their toilet 
paper? Pack it out!
And, what do you know? It was then that I started my period. Fortunately, I was prepared with a diva cup. 
I didn’t leave camp until 10:45 AM and was, surprisingly, fine with that. The scenery was smoky, but not bad enough to 
require I wear my bandana as a mask. I knew I had two uphill miles totaling 1,000’ before I reached the Kearsage exit. I 
climbed and climbed and, though I was still going at a snail’s pace, I felt a lot more comfortable. The pack was lighter and 
I was feeling stronger after seven days on the trail. The pack still hurt my shoulders, but not nearly as much as it did 
when our group started at Cottonwood Pass. 
I knew I could’ve made it over Glen Pass which was the last of the high passes. Still, I chose to exit. I met one last 
SOBO’er (all the rest probably passed my point or were evacuated) who told me he saw a sign at the Kearsage trail 
junction saying all NOBO’ers had to exit. I didn’t see the sign when I reached the cut off, but there were two cut-offs so 
he must have seen the other. So, who is to say that I would have left the trail had I not been required to do so. I may still 
have abandoned the through-hike effort, but can’t be positive. More likely, I would’ve decided to get over Glen Pass 
before making a final decision. With my stubborn demeanor, I likely would have kept doing this over every pass until I 
reached Happy Isles.
As soon as I left the JMT, the scenery changed. It was absolutely beautiful and the smoke began to clear. By the time I 
reached the valley leading to Kearsage Pass, there was no smoke and I could finally witness the greatness of the Sierra I 
remembered. I had lunch overlooking the enchanting Bullfrog Lake where I learned there is no amount of water that can 
make Easy Mac taste decent in the wilderness. I couldn’t eat it, and since you have to carry everything but poop out of 
the wilderness, I had to take the inedible concoction with me in my bear canister. The only saving grace was that it 
would only live one day in my presence. I was really looking forward to being able to dump trash. Instead of the planned 
meal, I feasted on peanut butter and a protein bar. I also had cashews and lots of lemon drops for my calorie drip.
Having been in absolute solitude for miles, I was surprised to hear a mule train behind me, but was ecstatic when I saw it 
was a ranger who could give me an update. He, too, was surprised that there was no sign at the Kearsage junction. He 
also told me the National Park Service had evacuated all their employees. The JMT’ers were truly the only ones on the 
trail. Because I’m so slow, I’m certain I was the last NOBO’er still in the wilderness and am sure the final SOBO’ers 
already passed me. This was true solitude. The ranger kindly said he’d carry my pack to the top of the pass if he had 
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[image: It was an interesting night. I awoke at 12:30 AM itching terribly. I figured it must be allergies. At home, I take two allergy pills a day, but I didn’t need them when I was on the JMT in 2017/18. So, I took two pills and it eventually calmed my screaming skin. But, then I couldn’t sleep. I decided to take advantage of the awake time to hit the bathroom so I’d extend my sleep before needing to go again. I still couldn’t sleep so pulled out my iPad and read “The Grace to Race” about the Iron Nun. I finally fell asleep only to awaken again at 6:30 AM. I decided there was no rush so went back to sleep until 9:15. Just what I needed.… It was an interesting night. I awoke at 12:30 AM itching terribly. I figured it must be allergies. At home, I take two allergy pills a day, but I didn’t need them when I was on the JMT in 2017/18. So, I took two pills and it eventually calmed my screaming skin. But, then I couldn’t sleep. I decided to take advantage of the awake time to hit the bathroom so I’d extend my sleep before needing to go again. I still couldn’t sleep so pulled out my iPad and read “The Grace to Race” about the Iron Nun. I finally fell asleep only to awaken again at 6:30 AM. I decided there was no rush so went back to sleep until 9:15. Just what I needed.
In addition to clearer skies (albeit still smoky), the sun was out and it didn’t feel the 53.8° it was. I took my time breaking camp, even making a breakfast of sour cream and chives mashed potatoes (no, they don’t taste as good as they sound) and lunch of mac ‘n cheese. I put in less water to avoid my last mac ‘n cheese disaster. Fortunately, my pants were dry (though nothing else was) so I didn’t have to walk bare-bottomed or in my rain pants. It’s been suggested that I never wear the rain pants except in an emergency because of the unsightly duct tape I used to cover holes and reinforce the butt.
Of course, there was another poop saga. I hate pooping near campsites because I know a lot of people do. I prefer to spread my refuse throughout the wilderness to space out the environmental impact. But, there are those times when you really don’t have a choice, I found a huge tree up a hill that looked promising. When I arrived, it looked like there might be some cat holes already. I figured I’d check it out anyway since I was committed at that point. Yes, they were cat holes and, yes, Mother Nature had done her duty and used the poo to fertilize the ground. What she hadn’t done was return the wet wipe a previous hiker left to the earth. Jerks! How can people be so mindless as to bury their toilet paper? Pack it out!
And, what do you know? It was then that I started my period. Fortunately, I was prepared with a diva cup. 
I didn’t leave camp until 10:45 AM and was, surprisingly, fine with that. The scenery was smoky, but not bad enough to require I wear my bandana as a mask. I knew I had two uphill miles totaling 1,000’ before I reached the Kearsage exit. I climbed and climbed and, though I was still going at a snail’s pace, I felt a lot more comfortable. The pack was lighter and I was feeling stronger after seven days on the trail. The pack still hurt my shoulders, but not nearly as much as it did when our group started at Cottonwood Pass. 
I knew I could’ve made it over Glen Pass which was the last of the high passes. Still, I chose to exit. I met one last SOBO’er (all the rest probably passed my point or were evacuated) who told me he saw a sign at the Kearsage trail junction saying all NOBO’ers had to exit. I didn’t see the sign when I reached the cut off, but there were two cut-offs so he must have seen the other. So, who is to say that I would have left the trail had I not been required to do so. I may still have abandoned the through-hike effort, but can’t be positive. More likely, I would’ve decided to get over Glen Pass before making a final decision. With my stubborn demeanor, I likely would have kept doing this over every pass until I reached Happy Isles.
As soon as I left the JMT, the scenery changed. It was absolutely beautiful and the smoke began to clear. By the time I reached the valley leading to Kearsage Pass, there was no smoke and I could finally witness the greatness of the Sierra I remembered. I had lunch overlooking the enchanting Bullfrog Lake where I learned there is no amount of water that can make Easy Mac taste decent in the wilderness. I couldn’t eat it, and since you have to carry everything but poop out of the wilderness, I had to take the inedible concoction with me in my bear canister. The only saving grace was that it would only live one day in my presence. I was really looking forward to being able to dump trash. Instead of the planned meal, I feasted on peanut butter and a protein bar. I also had cashews and lots of lemon drops for my calorie drip.
Having been in absolute solitude for miles, I was surprised to hear a mule train behind me, but was ecstatic when I saw it was a ranger who could give me an update. He, too, was surprised that there was no sign at the Kearsage junction. He also told me the National Park Service had evacuated all their employees. The JMT’ers were truly the only ones on the trail. Because I’m so slow, I’m certain I was the last NOBO’er still in the wilderness and am sure the final SOBO’ers already passed me. This was true solitude. The ranger kindly said he’d carry my pack to the top of the pass if he had room, but his horses and mules were already at capacity for carrying weight. I was very grateful, but figured my pack is my burden to carry so it was fine. His cowhand said the pass wasn’t very far, but I knew better. It ultimately took me two hours to reach the Kearsage Pass. I took pictures, put on more clothes (the sun was going down) and booked it down the western slope. The ranger had suggested I not stop at the first two lakes. He was right—camping and water at the later lakes was much better—but this meant I had to hoof it I made great time; I’m getting much faster on the downhills now that my pack is lighter.
I eventually found two gorgeous lakes with a stream connecting them. I could easily access water from the stream and found a nice established campsite to erect my tent. All went quite smoothly (other than having to clean out the diva cup, which, in fact did NOT go well, but I will spare readers the details). I had Cuban rice and beans for dinner then found I was able to get cell service so caught up on some messages. Sarah had kept the women from the Gandy trip updated on my progress and they all were sad to hear about my exit due to fire. Perhaps I’ll never have to admit that I really decided to exit because it was so hard and I lacked the motivation and will to continue. No word from Ironman about IM Texas in October so that must mean I need to return to triathlon training at home.
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room, but his horses and mules were already at capacity for carrying weight. I was very 
grateful, but figured my pack is my burden to carry so it was fine. His cowhand said the 
pass wasn’t very far, but I knew better. It ultimately took me two hours to reach the 
Kearsage Pass. I took pictures, put on more clothes (the sun was going down) and booked 
it down the western slope. The ranger had suggested I not stop at the first two lakes. He 
was right—camping and water at the later lakes was much better—but this meant I had 
to hoof it I made great time; I’m getting much faster on the downhills now that my pack is 
lighter.
I eventually found two gorgeous lakes with a stream connecting them. I could easily access 
water from the stream and found a nice established campsite to erect my tent. All went 
quite smoothly (other than having to clean out the diva cup, which, in fact did NOT go well, 
but I will spare readers the details). I had Cuban rice and beans for dinner then found I was 
able to get cell service so caught up on some messages. Sarah had kept the women from 
the Gandy trip updated on my progress and they all were sad to hear about my exit due 
to fire. Perhaps I’ll never have to admit that I really decided to exit because it was so hard 
and I lacked the motivation and will to continue. No word from Ironman about IM Texas in 
October so that must mean I need to return to triathlon training at home.
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[image: My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”… My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”
I was cold much of the night. This is one of the two things I won’t miss when being back home—the cold and that miserable backpack! I took an allergy pill before falling asleep so the long underwear wouldn’t itch, but took them off because Mike told me it’s warmer to sleep without clothes in a sleeping bag. That was not true in my case so I put them back on to stop the goose pimples. It wasn’t until the morning when I had an epiphany. Cold air was entering through the sleeping bag’s zipper. If I put the zipper under me, that would keep me warmer. Too bad I wouldn’t get a chance to test my theory since it was my last night in the wilderness. Then, again, why would the bag makers put the pillow section on the back-side if you were supposed to put the zipper on the bottom. Guess I should have read the users manual.
I awoke at 7:00 AM desperate to use the bathroom. Instead of rushing to get out of the tent, I calmly got out of my sleeping bag, went to the bathroom, and returned to the tent so I could take my time doing morning chores (e.g., organizing gear, brushing teeth and hair, putting away the USB battery and InReach, getting dressed, stowing sleepwear, and deflating and putting away the mattress pad). I also took advantage of my newly available internet to check messages and more. There was still nothing from Ironman even though the COVID numbers in Texas were still startling. Should I keep training to race, or not? The world was up to 900,000 COVID deaths.
I was finally ready to meet the 47.8° morning. I was already wearing my down jacket and buff—I’d worn them all night long. I removed the rain fly from the tent and placed it on a tree to air, and to let the tent and sleeping bag air even though they’d get a full cleaning upon returning home. 
I decided to eat my favorite meals starting yesterday so made “breakfast scramble” (it wasn’t as good as I remembered), finished a Pop-Tart, and had some hot chocolate. It sure was nice to take my time and be able to eat a bit more. My “hiker hunger” still hadn’t arrived and I simply hadn’t been hungry over the past week. On the trail, I ate only when I was hungry and only what my body was craving; I wish I had the discipline to do this at home.
The morning excitement came from a rather intimate issue. I couldn’t remove my diva cup! I dug and dug trying to reach the pull tab, but either couldn’t find it or it would slip from my fingers. Thank goodness I was alone in the woods. I’d dig without luck and then have to stand for a minute because I couldn’t withstand a crouched position any longer. Standing pushed the diva cup back in. I didn’t have many options so kept digging. Thank goodness for the person who created disposal tampons! It took about five minutes and ended with the disgust one would expect from the removal of a diva cup. For the first time, I considered the “tampazzle” from “Insatiable” might be a viable product. 
It was time to hit the trail only with 2.5 miles to go including a 2,000’ descent and only 7’ gain. Hallelujah! The walk was easy (comparatively) with a distant waterfall commanding my attention. Between peeing overlooking Gilbert Lake and pooping while viewing the falls, this was definitely a good place to find relief. 
I was able to talk with Ryan by phone to get updates on his classes and heard Spencer in the background yelling that he was heading out the door to retrieve me. The terrain was mostly dirt with some bigger rocks, but there was one point where it was rocks, rocks, rocks! It was a trail of rocks with rocks on the side to keep hikers on the rocks.
It was refreshing to see the road to Independence, California, but also sad because it meant re-entering civilization. Near the end of the trail, I saw a couple walking up the trail and became quite judgmental—no one was to be there unless they were exiting the trail. I causally mentioned “Out for a day hike?” I felt better when they responded in the affirmative. I later learned their day hike could result in a fine of $5,000 or six months in jail.
I eventually reached the parking lot in Onion Valley, a place Mike and his dad probably parked a lot during his boy scout hiking days. Sure enough, there was a sign warning everyone from entering Inyo National Forest. There were about four cars in the parking lot—one that surely belonged to the outlaws and three others with signs on the windshields stating that the area was closed. Those cars were surely from distance hikers who staged them as a starting or ending point. Onion Valley is a frequent base for parking cars for the long-term, but no cars were supposed to drive up to the Onion Valley Trailhead during the evacuation unless they were there to pick-up stranded hikers.
I was about walk over to what sounded like a small waterfall since I had over two hours to wait for Spencer to arrive when a man got out of his car and walked toward the trailhead. I pretended to take pictures, hoping he would ask me about what I was doing there and offering to drive me the 11 miles to Independence. It ended up being a great thing; we really helped each other. His 19-year old son was hiking most of the JMT SOBO and checked in after leaving MTR. He (Keith) and his son (Carter) were to meet at the Kearsage Pass/JMT junction and end the trail at Whitney Portal together. Carter, who sadly didn’t have a personal locator beacon like my InReach, never arrived. Keith knew his son was physically strong and smart (he was about to start his freshman year at UCLA while his brother was studying at Berkeley), but was still very worried that his son could be stuck in the fire. Keith had left a note at the Kearsage Pass Trailhead for Carter to let him know he was waiting for him, but according to a California ordinance resulting from the fire-induced state of emergency, Inyo National Forest personnel would cite anyone going up-trail toward the Pass. As stated earlier, there was no sign at the Kearsage/JMT cut-off about the evacuation, but I did see another note. It said “Keith” on the outside. Not wanting to pry into someone’s private correspondence, I didn’t read it and left it where it lay. Not only did Keith lack updated fire information I’d learned on the trail from passersby, but he didn’t know there was a note waiting for him. This was the one time I cursed myself for not being nosey and reading private correspondence. Together, Keith and I realized this meant that Carter had passed Kearsage Pass at least the day before and suspected the note said he would push forward to reach the Portal before having to exit the trail due to smoke or fire. It didn’t make sense for Keith to remain at the Kearsage Trailhead anymore, I suggested he check the Shepherd Pass Trailhead, the only other exit point before the Portal, and assured him the SOBO hikers were pushing forward and almost to the finish. Since they were at the end of their trek, they were very strong and had lighter packs. They could reach Guitar Lake in two days. Yes, the smoke was very bad south of Forester Pass, but they would all be moving fast.
Keith was wearing a fire and rescue shirt which seemed strange since he was asking me, who had spent the last week in the wild, for information. He  explained that his father was with fire and rescue and suggested Keith wear the shirt so he might be taken more seriously and be permitted to drive up to the Onion Valley parking lot. It certainly worked with me. Keith offered to drive me to Independence so he would have a legitimate excuse for being there. I gladly accepted and he drove me to the Independence Chevron since the ranger on Kearsage Pass told me they had a public shower. I bid Keith best of luck and farewell. It was definitely a mutually beneficial meeting.
I paid $7 for a shower at the gas station and it was about what you’d expect. Yes, there was a bar of soap, but my bandana had to serve as my towel (which it did surprisingly well). Also, the bathroom and shower room, though big, were one-and-the-same. This meant water flew everywhere; my pack was quite wet by the end. Still, the shower was a dream until I had to put my filthy clothes back on, a disappointing end to a wonderful experience. I returned the key and bought a sandwich at Port of Subs at the Chevron with plans to eat it while journaling and waiting for Spencer. But, Spencer arrived much earlier than expected. I was delighted to see him. While he bought lunch and snacks, I put on the clean clothes he brought from home (and a real tampon!). 
Spencer drove us home via Beatty’s candy store. Can you say melt-aways hidden in brownie bombs? No? Well that’s because they didn’t have any melt-aways. Instead, we settled for ice cream. First world problems. Spencer listened to the next book in the Monster Hunter, Inc. series (part of his cost for picking me up) while I journaled.]
My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there 
completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area 
because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all 
to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”
I was cold much of the night. This is one of the two things I won’t miss when 
being back home—the cold and that miserable backpack! I took an allergy 
pill before falling asleep so the long underwear wouldn’t itch, but took them 
off because Mike told me it’s warmer to sleep without clothes in a sleeping 
bag. That was not true in my case so I put them back on to stop the goose 
pimples. It wasn’t until the morning when I had an epiphany. Cold air was 
entering through the sleeping bag’s zipper. If I put the zipper under me, 
that would keep me warmer. Too bad I wouldn’t get a chance to test my 
theory since it was my last night in the wilderness. Then, again, why would 
the bag makers put the pillow section on the back-side if you were 
supposed to put the zipper on the bottom. Guess I should have read the 
users manual.
I awoke at 7:00 AM desperate to use the bathroom. Instead of rushing to 
get out of the tent, I calmly got out of my sleeping bag, went to the 
bathroom, and returned to the tent so I could take my time doing morning 
chores (e.g., organizing gear, brushing teeth and hair, putting away the USB 
battery and InReach, getting dressed, stowing sleepwear, and deflating and 
putting away the mattress pad). I also took advantage of my newly available 
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[image: My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”… My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”
I was cold much of the night. This is one of the two things I won’t miss when being back home—the cold and that miserable backpack! I took an allergy pill before falling asleep so the long underwear wouldn’t itch, but took them off because Mike told me it’s warmer to sleep without clothes in a sleeping bag. That was not true in my case so I put them back on to stop the goose pimples. It wasn’t until the morning when I had an epiphany. Cold air was entering through the sleeping bag’s zipper. If I put the zipper under me, that would keep me warmer. Too bad I wouldn’t get a chance to test my theory since it was my last night in the wilderness. Then, again, why would the bag makers put the pillow section on the back-side if you were supposed to put the zipper on the bottom. Guess I should have read the users manual.
I awoke at 7:00 AM desperate to use the bathroom. Instead of rushing to get out of the tent, I calmly got out of my sleeping bag, went to the bathroom, and returned to the tent so I could take my time doing morning chores (e.g., organizing gear, brushing teeth and hair, putting away the USB battery and InReach, getting dressed, stowing sleepwear, and deflating and putting away the mattress pad). I also took advantage of my newly available internet to check messages and more. There was still nothing from Ironman even though the COVID numbers in Texas were still startling. Should I keep training to race, or not? The world was up to 900,000 COVID deaths.
I was finally ready to meet the 47.8° morning. I was already wearing my down jacket and buff—I’d worn them all night long. I removed the rain fly from the tent and placed it on a tree to air, and to let the tent and sleeping bag air even though they’d get a full cleaning upon returning home. 
I decided to eat my favorite meals starting yesterday so made “breakfast scramble” (it wasn’t as good as I remembered), finished a Pop-Tart, and had some hot chocolate. It sure was nice to take my time and be able to eat a bit more. My “hiker hunger” still hadn’t arrived and I simply hadn’t been hungry over the past week. On the trail, I ate only when I was hungry and only what my body was craving; I wish I had the discipline to do this at home.
The morning excitement came from a rather intimate issue. I couldn’t remove my diva cup! I dug and dug trying to reach the pull tab, but either couldn’t find it or it would slip from my fingers. Thank goodness I was alone in the woods. I’d dig without luck and then have to stand for a minute because I couldn’t withstand a crouched position any longer. Standing pushed the diva cup back in. I didn’t have many options so kept digging. Thank goodness for the person who created disposal tampons! It took about five minutes and ended with the disgust one would expect from the removal of a diva cup. For the first time, I considered the “tampazzle” from “Insatiable” might be a viable product. 
It was time to hit the trail only with 2.5 miles to go including a 2,000’ descent and only 7’ gain. Hallelujah! The walk was easy (comparatively) with a distant waterfall commanding my attention. Between peeing overlooking Gilbert Lake and pooping while viewing the falls, this was definitely a good place to find relief. 
I was able to talk with Ryan by phone to get updates on his classes and heard Spencer in the background yelling that he was heading out the door to retrieve me. The terrain was mostly dirt with some bigger rocks, but there was one point where it was rocks, rocks, rocks! It was a trail of rocks with rocks on the side to keep hikers on the rocks.
It was refreshing to see the road to Independence, California, but also sad because it meant re-entering civilization. Near the end of the trail, I saw a couple walking up the trail and became quite judgmental—no one was to be there unless they were exiting the trail. I causally mentioned “Out for a day hike?” I felt better when they responded in the affirmative. I later learned their day hike could result in a fine of $5,000 or six months in jail.
I eventually reached the parking lot in Onion Valley, a place Mike and his dad probably parked a lot during his boy scout hiking days. Sure enough, there was a sign warning everyone from entering Inyo National Forest. There were about four cars in the parking lot—one that surely belonged to the outlaws and three others with signs on the windshields stating that the area was closed. Those cars were surely from distance hikers who staged them as a starting or ending point. Onion Valley is a frequent base for parking cars for the long-term, but no cars were supposed to drive up to the Onion Valley Trailhead during the evacuation unless they were there to pick-up stranded hikers.
I was about walk over to what sounded like a small waterfall since I had over two hours to wait for Spencer to arrive when a man got out of his car and walked toward the trailhead. I pretended to take pictures, hoping he would ask me about what I was doing there and offering to drive me the 11 miles to Independence. It ended up being a great thing; we really helped each other. His 19-year old son was hiking most of the JMT SOBO and checked in after leaving MTR. He (Keith) and his son (Carter) were to meet at the Kearsage Pass/JMT junction and end the trail at Whitney Portal together. Carter, who sadly didn’t have a personal locator beacon like my InReach, never arrived. Keith knew his son was physically strong and smart (he was about to start his freshman year at UCLA while his brother was studying at Berkeley), but was still very worried that his son could be stuck in the fire. Keith had left a note at the Kearsage Pass Trailhead for Carter to let him know he was waiting for him, but according to a California ordinance resulting from the fire-induced state of emergency, Inyo National Forest personnel would cite anyone going up-trail toward the Pass. As stated earlier, there was no sign at the Kearsage/JMT cut-off about the evacuation, but I did see another note. It said “Keith” on the outside. Not wanting to pry into someone’s private correspondence, I didn’t read it and left it where it lay. Not only did Keith lack updated fire information I’d learned on the trail from passersby, but he didn’t know there was a note waiting for him. This was the one time I cursed myself for not being nosey and reading private correspondence. Together, Keith and I realized this meant that Carter had passed Kearsage Pass at least the day before and suspected the note said he would push forward to reach the Portal before having to exit the trail due to smoke or fire. It didn’t make sense for Keith to remain at the Kearsage Trailhead anymore, I suggested he check the Shepherd Pass Trailhead, the only other exit point before the Portal, and assured him the SOBO hikers were pushing forward and almost to the finish. Since they were at the end of their trek, they were very strong and had lighter packs. They could reach Guitar Lake in two days. Yes, the smoke was very bad south of Forester Pass, but they would all be moving fast.
Keith was wearing a fire and rescue shirt which seemed strange since he was asking me, who had spent the last week in the wild, for information. He  explained that his father was with fire and rescue and suggested Keith wear the shirt so he might be taken more seriously and be permitted to drive up to the Onion Valley parking lot. It certainly worked with me. Keith offered to drive me to Independence so he would have a legitimate excuse for being there. I gladly accepted and he drove me to the Independence Chevron since the ranger on Kearsage Pass told me they had a public shower. I bid Keith best of luck and farewell. It was definitely a mutually beneficial meeting.
I paid $7 for a shower at the gas station and it was about what you’d expect. Yes, there was a bar of soap, but my bandana had to serve as my towel (which it did surprisingly well). Also, the bathroom and shower room, though big, were one-and-the-same. This meant water flew everywhere; my pack was quite wet by the end. Still, the shower was a dream until I had to put my filthy clothes back on, a disappointing end to a wonderful experience. I returned the key and bought a sandwich at Port of Subs at the Chevron with plans to eat it while journaling and waiting for Spencer. But, Spencer arrived much earlier than expected. I was delighted to see him. While he bought lunch and snacks, I put on the clean clothes he brought from home (and a real tampon!). 
Spencer drove us home via Beatty’s candy store. Can you say melt-aways hidden in brownie bombs? No? Well that’s because they didn’t have any melt-aways. Instead, we settled for ice cream. First world problems. Spencer listened to the next book in the Monster Hunter, Inc. series (part of his cost for picking me up) while I journaled.]
internet to check messages and more. There was still nothing from Ironman even though the COVID 
numbers in Texas were still startling. Should I keep training to race, or not? The world was up to 900,000 
COVID deaths.
I was finally ready to meet the 47.8° morning. I was already wearing my down jacket and buff—I’d worn 
them all night long. I removed the rain fly from the tent and placed it on a tree to air, and to let the tent 
and sleeping bag air even though they’d get a full cleaning upon returning home. 
I decided to eat my favorite meals starting yesterday so made “breakfast scramble” (it wasn’t as good as I 
remembered), finished a Pop-Tart, and had some hot chocolate. It sure was nice to take my time and be 
able to eat a bit more. My “hiker hunger” still hadn’t arrived and I simply hadn’t been hungry over the past 
week. On the trail, I ate only when I was hungry and only what my body was craving; I wish I had the 
discipline to do this at home.
The morning excitement came from a rather intimate issue. I couldn’t remove my diva cup! I dug and dug 
trying to reach the pull tab, but either couldn’t find it or it would slip from my fingers. Thank goodness I 
was alone in the woods. I’d dig without luck and then have to stand for a minute because I couldn’t 
withstand a crouched position any longer. Standing pushed the diva cup back in. I didn’t have many options 
so kept digging. Thank goodness for the person who created disposal tampons! It took about five minutes 
and ended with the disgust one would expect from the removal of a diva cup. For the first time, I 
considered the “tampazzle” from “Insatiable” might be a viable product. 
It was time to hit the trail only with 2.5 miles to go including a 2,000’ descent and only 7’ gain. Hallelujah! 
The walk was easy (comparatively) with a distant waterfall commanding my attention. Between peeing 
overlooking Gilbert Lake and pooping while viewing the falls, this was definitely a good place to find relief. 
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[image: My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”… My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”
I was cold much of the night. This is one of the two things I won’t miss when being back home—the cold and that miserable backpack! I took an allergy pill before falling asleep so the long underwear wouldn’t itch, but took them off because Mike told me it’s warmer to sleep without clothes in a sleeping bag. That was not true in my case so I put them back on to stop the goose pimples. It wasn’t until the morning when I had an epiphany. Cold air was entering through the sleeping bag’s zipper. If I put the zipper under me, that would keep me warmer. Too bad I wouldn’t get a chance to test my theory since it was my last night in the wilderness. Then, again, why would the bag makers put the pillow section on the back-side if you were supposed to put the zipper on the bottom. Guess I should have read the users manual.
I awoke at 7:00 AM desperate to use the bathroom. Instead of rushing to get out of the tent, I calmly got out of my sleeping bag, went to the bathroom, and returned to the tent so I could take my time doing morning chores (e.g., organizing gear, brushing teeth and hair, putting away the USB battery and InReach, getting dressed, stowing sleepwear, and deflating and putting away the mattress pad). I also took advantage of my newly available internet to check messages and more. There was still nothing from Ironman even though the COVID numbers in Texas were still startling. Should I keep training to race, or not? The world was up to 900,000 COVID deaths.
I was finally ready to meet the 47.8° morning. I was already wearing my down jacket and buff—I’d worn them all night long. I removed the rain fly from the tent and placed it on a tree to air, and to let the tent and sleeping bag air even though they’d get a full cleaning upon returning home. 
I decided to eat my favorite meals starting yesterday so made “breakfast scramble” (it wasn’t as good as I remembered), finished a Pop-Tart, and had some hot chocolate. It sure was nice to take my time and be able to eat a bit more. My “hiker hunger” still hadn’t arrived and I simply hadn’t been hungry over the past week. On the trail, I ate only when I was hungry and only what my body was craving; I wish I had the discipline to do this at home.
The morning excitement came from a rather intimate issue. I couldn’t remove my diva cup! I dug and dug trying to reach the pull tab, but either couldn’t find it or it would slip from my fingers. Thank goodness I was alone in the woods. I’d dig without luck and then have to stand for a minute because I couldn’t withstand a crouched position any longer. Standing pushed the diva cup back in. I didn’t have many options so kept digging. Thank goodness for the person who created disposal tampons! It took about five minutes and ended with the disgust one would expect from the removal of a diva cup. For the first time, I considered the “tampazzle” from “Insatiable” might be a viable product. 
It was time to hit the trail only with 2.5 miles to go including a 2,000’ descent and only 7’ gain. Hallelujah! The walk was easy (comparatively) with a distant waterfall commanding my attention. Between peeing overlooking Gilbert Lake and pooping while viewing the falls, this was definitely a good place to find relief. 
I was able to talk with Ryan by phone to get updates on his classes and heard Spencer in the background yelling that he was heading out the door to retrieve me. The terrain was mostly dirt with some bigger rocks, but there was one point where it was rocks, rocks, rocks! It was a trail of rocks with rocks on the side to keep hikers on the rocks.
It was refreshing to see the road to Independence, California, but also sad because it meant re-entering civilization. Near the end of the trail, I saw a couple walking up the trail and became quite judgmental—no one was to be there unless they were exiting the trail. I causally mentioned “Out for a day hike?” I felt better when they responded in the affirmative. I later learned their day hike could result in a fine of $5,000 or six months in jail.
I eventually reached the parking lot in Onion Valley, a place Mike and his dad probably parked a lot during his boy scout hiking days. Sure enough, there was a sign warning everyone from entering Inyo National Forest. There were about four cars in the parking lot—one that surely belonged to the outlaws and three others with signs on the windshields stating that the area was closed. Those cars were surely from distance hikers who staged them as a starting or ending point. Onion Valley is a frequent base for parking cars for the long-term, but no cars were supposed to drive up to the Onion Valley Trailhead during the evacuation unless they were there to pick-up stranded hikers.
I was about walk over to what sounded like a small waterfall since I had over two hours to wait for Spencer to arrive when a man got out of his car and walked toward the trailhead. I pretended to take pictures, hoping he would ask me about what I was doing there and offering to drive me the 11 miles to Independence. It ended up being a great thing; we really helped each other. His 19-year old son was hiking most of the JMT SOBO and checked in after leaving MTR. He (Keith) and his son (Carter) were to meet at the Kearsage Pass/JMT junction and end the trail at Whitney Portal together. Carter, who sadly didn’t have a personal locator beacon like my InReach, never arrived. Keith knew his son was physically strong and smart (he was about to start his freshman year at UCLA while his brother was studying at Berkeley), but was still very worried that his son could be stuck in the fire. Keith had left a note at the Kearsage Pass Trailhead for Carter to let him know he was waiting for him, but according to a California ordinance resulting from the fire-induced state of emergency, Inyo National Forest personnel would cite anyone going up-trail toward the Pass. As stated earlier, there was no sign at the Kearsage/JMT cut-off about the evacuation, but I did see another note. It said “Keith” on the outside. Not wanting to pry into someone’s private correspondence, I didn’t read it and left it where it lay. Not only did Keith lack updated fire information I’d learned on the trail from passersby, but he didn’t know there was a note waiting for him. This was the one time I cursed myself for not being nosey and reading private correspondence. Together, Keith and I realized this meant that Carter had passed Kearsage Pass at least the day before and suspected the note said he would push forward to reach the Portal before having to exit the trail due to smoke or fire. It didn’t make sense for Keith to remain at the Kearsage Trailhead anymore, I suggested he check the Shepherd Pass Trailhead, the only other exit point before the Portal, and assured him the SOBO hikers were pushing forward and almost to the finish. Since they were at the end of their trek, they were very strong and had lighter packs. They could reach Guitar Lake in two days. Yes, the smoke was very bad south of Forester Pass, but they would all be moving fast.
Keith was wearing a fire and rescue shirt which seemed strange since he was asking me, who had spent the last week in the wild, for information. He  explained that his father was with fire and rescue and suggested Keith wear the shirt so he might be taken more seriously and be permitted to drive up to the Onion Valley parking lot. It certainly worked with me. Keith offered to drive me to Independence so he would have a legitimate excuse for being there. I gladly accepted and he drove me to the Independence Chevron since the ranger on Kearsage Pass told me they had a public shower. I bid Keith best of luck and farewell. It was definitely a mutually beneficial meeting.
I paid $7 for a shower at the gas station and it was about what you’d expect. Yes, there was a bar of soap, but my bandana had to serve as my towel (which it did surprisingly well). Also, the bathroom and shower room, though big, were one-and-the-same. This meant water flew everywhere; my pack was quite wet by the end. Still, the shower was a dream until I had to put my filthy clothes back on, a disappointing end to a wonderful experience. I returned the key and bought a sandwich at Port of Subs at the Chevron with plans to eat it while journaling and waiting for Spencer. But, Spencer arrived much earlier than expected. I was delighted to see him. While he bought lunch and snacks, I put on the clean clothes he brought from home (and a real tampon!). 
Spencer drove us home via Beatty’s candy store. Can you say melt-aways hidden in brownie bombs? No? Well that’s because they didn’t have any melt-aways. Instead, we settled for ice cream. First world problems. Spencer listened to the next book in the Monster Hunter, Inc. series (part of his cost for picking me up) while I journaled.]
I was able to talk with Ryan by phone to get updates on his classes and heard Spencer in the background yelling that he was 
heading out the door to retrieve me. The terrain was mostly dirt with some bigger rocks, but there was one point where it was 
rocks, rocks, rocks! It was a trail of rocks with rocks on the side to keep hikers on the rocks.
It was refreshing to see the road to Independence, California, but also sad because it meant re-entering civilization. Near the 
end of the trail, I saw a couple walking up the trail and became quite judgmental—no one was to be there unless they were 
exiting the trail. I causally mentioned “Out for a day hike?” I felt better when they responded in the affirmative. I later learned 
their day hike could result in a fine of $5,000 or six months in jail.
I eventually reached the parking lot in Onion Valley, a place Mike and his dad probably parked a lot during his boy scout hiking 
days. Sure enough, there was a sign warning everyone from entering Inyo National Forest. There were about four cars in the 
parking lot—one that surely belonged to the outlaws and three others with signs on the windshields stating that the area was 
closed. Those cars were surely from distance hikers who staged them as a starting or ending point. Onion Valley is a frequent 
base for parking cars for the long-term, but no cars were supposed to drive up to the Onion Valley Trailhead during the 
evacuation unless they were there to pick-up stranded hikers.
I was about walk over to what sounded like a small waterfall since I had over two hours to wait for Spencer to arrive when a man 
got out of his car and walked toward the trailhead. I pretended to take pictures, hoping he would ask me about what I was doing 
there and offering to drive me the 11 miles to Independence. It ended up being a great thing; we really helped each other. His 19-

[image: My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”… My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”
I was cold much of the night. This is one of the two things I won’t miss when being back home—the cold and that miserable backpack! I took an allergy pill before falling asleep so the long underwear wouldn’t itch, but took them off because Mike told me it’s warmer to sleep without clothes in a sleeping bag. That was not true in my case so I put them back on to stop the goose pimples. It wasn’t until the morning when I had an epiphany. Cold air was entering through the sleeping bag’s zipper. If I put the zipper under me, that would keep me warmer. Too bad I wouldn’t get a chance to test my theory since it was my last night in the wilderness. Then, again, why would the bag makers put the pillow section on the back-side if you were supposed to put the zipper on the bottom. Guess I should have read the users manual.
I awoke at 7:00 AM desperate to use the bathroom. Instead of rushing to get out of the tent, I calmly got out of my sleeping bag, went to the bathroom, and returned to the tent so I could take my time doing morning chores (e.g., organizing gear, brushing teeth and hair, putting away the USB battery and InReach, getting dressed, stowing sleepwear, and deflating and putting away the mattress pad). I also took advantage of my newly available internet to check messages and more. There was still nothing from Ironman even though the COVID numbers in Texas were still startling. Should I keep training to race, or not? The world was up to 900,000 COVID deaths.
I was finally ready to meet the 47.8° morning. I was already wearing my down jacket and buff—I’d worn them all night long. I removed the rain fly from the tent and placed it on a tree to air, and to let the tent and sleeping bag air even though they’d get a full cleaning upon returning home. 
I decided to eat my favorite meals starting yesterday so made “breakfast scramble” (it wasn’t as good as I remembered), finished a Pop-Tart, and had some hot chocolate. It sure was nice to take my time and be able to eat a bit more. My “hiker hunger” still hadn’t arrived and I simply hadn’t been hungry over the past week. On the trail, I ate only when I was hungry and only what my body was craving; I wish I had the discipline to do this at home.
The morning excitement came from a rather intimate issue. I couldn’t remove my diva cup! I dug and dug trying to reach the pull tab, but either couldn’t find it or it would slip from my fingers. Thank goodness I was alone in the woods. I’d dig without luck and then have to stand for a minute because I couldn’t withstand a crouched position any longer. Standing pushed the diva cup back in. I didn’t have many options so kept digging. Thank goodness for the person who created disposal tampons! It took about five minutes and ended with the disgust one would expect from the removal of a diva cup. For the first time, I considered the “tampazzle” from “Insatiable” might be a viable product. 
It was time to hit the trail only with 2.5 miles to go including a 2,000’ descent and only 7’ gain. Hallelujah! The walk was easy (comparatively) with a distant waterfall commanding my attention. Between peeing overlooking Gilbert Lake and pooping while viewing the falls, this was definitely a good place to find relief. 
I was able to talk with Ryan by phone to get updates on his classes and heard Spencer in the background yelling that he was heading out the door to retrieve me. The terrain was mostly dirt with some bigger rocks, but there was one point where it was rocks, rocks, rocks! It was a trail of rocks with rocks on the side to keep hikers on the rocks.
It was refreshing to see the road to Independence, California, but also sad because it meant re-entering civilization. Near the end of the trail, I saw a couple walking up the trail and became quite judgmental—no one was to be there unless they were exiting the trail. I causally mentioned “Out for a day hike?” I felt better when they responded in the affirmative. I later learned their day hike could result in a fine of $5,000 or six months in jail.
I eventually reached the parking lot in Onion Valley, a place Mike and his dad probably parked a lot during his boy scout hiking days. Sure enough, there was a sign warning everyone from entering Inyo National Forest. There were about four cars in the parking lot—one that surely belonged to the outlaws and three others with signs on the windshields stating that the area was closed. Those cars were surely from distance hikers who staged them as a starting or ending point. Onion Valley is a frequent base for parking cars for the long-term, but no cars were supposed to drive up to the Onion Valley Trailhead during the evacuation unless they were there to pick-up stranded hikers.
I was about walk over to what sounded like a small waterfall since I had over two hours to wait for Spencer to arrive when a man got out of his car and walked toward the trailhead. I pretended to take pictures, hoping he would ask me about what I was doing there and offering to drive me the 11 miles to Independence. It ended up being a great thing; we really helped each other. His 19-year old son was hiking most of the JMT SOBO and checked in after leaving MTR. He (Keith) and his son (Carter) were to meet at the Kearsage Pass/JMT junction and end the trail at Whitney Portal together. Carter, who sadly didn’t have a personal locator beacon like my InReach, never arrived. Keith knew his son was physically strong and smart (he was about to start his freshman year at UCLA while his brother was studying at Berkeley), but was still very worried that his son could be stuck in the fire. Keith had left a note at the Kearsage Pass Trailhead for Carter to let him know he was waiting for him, but according to a California ordinance resulting from the fire-induced state of emergency, Inyo National Forest personnel would cite anyone going up-trail toward the Pass. As stated earlier, there was no sign at the Kearsage/JMT cut-off about the evacuation, but I did see another note. It said “Keith” on the outside. Not wanting to pry into someone’s private correspondence, I didn’t read it and left it where it lay. Not only did Keith lack updated fire information I’d learned on the trail from passersby, but he didn’t know there was a note waiting for him. This was the one time I cursed myself for not being nosey and reading private correspondence. Together, Keith and I realized this meant that Carter had passed Kearsage Pass at least the day before and suspected the note said he would push forward to reach the Portal before having to exit the trail due to smoke or fire. It didn’t make sense for Keith to remain at the Kearsage Trailhead anymore, I suggested he check the Shepherd Pass Trailhead, the only other exit point before the Portal, and assured him the SOBO hikers were pushing forward and almost to the finish. Since they were at the end of their trek, they were very strong and had lighter packs. They could reach Guitar Lake in two days. Yes, the smoke was very bad south of Forester Pass, but they would all be moving fast.
Keith was wearing a fire and rescue shirt which seemed strange since he was asking me, who had spent the last week in the wild, for information. He  explained that his father was with fire and rescue and suggested Keith wear the shirt so he might be taken more seriously and be permitted to drive up to the Onion Valley parking lot. It certainly worked with me. Keith offered to drive me to Independence so he would have a legitimate excuse for being there. I gladly accepted and he drove me to the Independence Chevron since the ranger on Kearsage Pass told me they had a public shower. I bid Keith best of luck and farewell. It was definitely a mutually beneficial meeting.
I paid $7 for a shower at the gas station and it was about what you’d expect. Yes, there was a bar of soap, but my bandana had to serve as my towel (which it did surprisingly well). Also, the bathroom and shower room, though big, were one-and-the-same. This meant water flew everywhere; my pack was quite wet by the end. Still, the shower was a dream until I had to put my filthy clothes back on, a disappointing end to a wonderful experience. I returned the key and bought a sandwich at Port of Subs at the Chevron with plans to eat it while journaling and waiting for Spencer. But, Spencer arrived much earlier than expected. I was delighted to see him. While he bought lunch and snacks, I put on the clean clothes he brought from home (and a real tampon!). 
Spencer drove us home via Beatty’s candy store. Can you say melt-aways hidden in brownie bombs? No? Well that’s because they didn’t have any melt-aways. Instead, we settled for ice cream. First world problems. Spencer listened to the next book in the Monster Hunter, Inc. series (part of his cost for picking me up) while I journaled.]
year old son was hiking most of the JMT SOBO and 
checked in after leaving MTR. He (Keith) and his son 
(Carter) were to meet at the Kearsage Pass/JMT junction 
and end the trail at Whitney Portal together. Carter, who 
sadly didn’t have a personal locator beacon like my 
InReach, never arrived. Keith knew his son was physically 
strong and smart (he was about to start his freshman 
year at UCLA while his brother was studying at Berkeley), 
but was still very worried that his son could be stuck in 
the fire. Keith had left a note at the Kearsage Pass 
Trailhead for Carter to let him know he was waiting for 
him, but according to a California ordinance resulting 
from the fire-induced state of emergency, Inyo National 
Forest personnel would cite anyone going up-trail toward 
the Pass. As stated earlier, there was no sign at the 
Kearsage/JMT cut-off about the evacuation, but I did see 
another note. It said “Keith” on the outside. Not wanting 
to pry into someone’s private correspondence, I didn’t 
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[image: My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”… My last night on the trail was in an idyllic wonderland and I was there completely alone. Normally, there had to be a lot of people in the area because of the number of campsites. It was so nice to have Gilbert Lake all to myself and to not need to hide when using the “facilities.”
I was cold much of the night. This is one of the two things I won’t miss when being back home—the cold and that miserable backpack! I took an allergy pill before falling asleep so the long underwear wouldn’t itch, but took them off because Mike told me it’s warmer to sleep without clothes in a sleeping bag. That was not true in my case so I put them back on to stop the goose pimples. It wasn’t until the morning when I had an epiphany. Cold air was entering through the sleeping bag’s zipper. If I put the zipper under me, that would keep me warmer. Too bad I wouldn’t get a chance to test my theory since it was my last night in the wilderness. Then, again, why would the bag makers put the pillow section on the back-side if you were supposed to put the zipper on the bottom. Guess I should have read the users manual.
I awoke at 7:00 AM desperate to use the bathroom. Instead of rushing to get out of the tent, I calmly got out of my sleeping bag, went to the bathroom, and returned to the tent so I could take my time doing morning chores (e.g., organizing gear, brushing teeth and hair, putting away the USB battery and InReach, getting dressed, stowing sleepwear, and deflating and putting away the mattress pad). I also took advantage of my newly available internet to check messages and more. There was still nothing from Ironman even though the COVID numbers in Texas were still startling. Should I keep training to race, or not? The world was up to 900,000 COVID deaths.
I was finally ready to meet the 47.8° morning. I was already wearing my down jacket and buff—I’d worn them all night long. I removed the rain fly from the tent and placed it on a tree to air, and to let the tent and sleeping bag air even though they’d get a full cleaning upon returning home. 
I decided to eat my favorite meals starting yesterday so made “breakfast scramble” (it wasn’t as good as I remembered), finished a Pop-Tart, and had some hot chocolate. It sure was nice to take my time and be able to eat a bit more. My “hiker hunger” still hadn’t arrived and I simply hadn’t been hungry over the past week. On the trail, I ate only when I was hungry and only what my body was craving; I wish I had the discipline to do this at home.
The morning excitement came from a rather intimate issue. I couldn’t remove my diva cup! I dug and dug trying to reach the pull tab, but either couldn’t find it or it would slip from my fingers. Thank goodness I was alone in the woods. I’d dig without luck and then have to stand for a minute because I couldn’t withstand a crouched position any longer. Standing pushed the diva cup back in. I didn’t have many options so kept digging. Thank goodness for the person who created disposal tampons! It took about five minutes and ended with the disgust one would expect from the removal of a diva cup. For the first time, I considered the “tampazzle” from “Insatiable” might be a viable product. 
It was time to hit the trail only with 2.5 miles to go including a 2,000’ descent and only 7’ gain. Hallelujah! The walk was easy (comparatively) with a distant waterfall commanding my attention. Between peeing overlooking Gilbert Lake and pooping while viewing the falls, this was definitely a good place to find relief. 
I was able to talk with Ryan by phone to get updates on his classes and heard Spencer in the background yelling that he was heading out the door to retrieve me. The terrain was mostly dirt with some bigger rocks, but there was one point where it was rocks, rocks, rocks! It was a trail of rocks with rocks on the side to keep hikers on the rocks.
It was refreshing to see the road to Independence, California, but also sad because it meant re-entering civilization. Near the end of the trail, I saw a couple walking up the trail and became quite judgmental—no one was to be there unless they were exiting the trail. I causally mentioned “Out for a day hike?” I felt better when they responded in the affirmative. I later learned their day hike could result in a fine of $5,000 or six months in jail.
I eventually reached the parking lot in Onion Valley, a place Mike and his dad probably parked a lot during his boy scout hiking days. Sure enough, there was a sign warning everyone from entering Inyo National Forest. There were about four cars in the parking lot—one that surely belonged to the outlaws and three others with signs on the windshields stating that the area was closed. Those cars were surely from distance hikers who staged them as a starting or ending point. Onion Valley is a frequent base for parking cars for the long-term, but no cars were supposed to drive up to the Onion Valley Trailhead during the evacuation unless they were there to pick-up stranded hikers.
I was about walk over to what sounded like a small waterfall since I had over two hours to wait for Spencer to arrive when a man got out of his car and walked toward the trailhead. I pretended to take pictures, hoping he would ask me about what I was doing there and offering to drive me the 11 miles to Independence. It ended up being a great thing; we really helped each other. His 19-year old son was hiking most of the JMT SOBO and checked in after leaving MTR. He (Keith) and his son (Carter) were to meet at the Kearsage Pass/JMT junction and end the trail at Whitney Portal together. Carter, who sadly didn’t have a personal locator beacon like my InReach, never arrived. Keith knew his son was physically strong and smart (he was about to start his freshman year at UCLA while his brother was studying at Berkeley), but was still very worried that his son could be stuck in the fire. Keith had left a note at the Kearsage Pass Trailhead for Carter to let him know he was waiting for him, but according to a California ordinance resulting from the fire-induced state of emergency, Inyo National Forest personnel would cite anyone going up-trail toward the Pass. As stated earlier, there was no sign at the Kearsage/JMT cut-off about the evacuation, but I did see another note. It said “Keith” on the outside. Not wanting to pry into someone’s private correspondence, I didn’t read it and left it where it lay. Not only did Keith lack updated fire information I’d learned on the trail from passersby, but he didn’t know there was a note waiting for him. This was the one time I cursed myself for not being nosey and reading private correspondence. Together, Keith and I realized this meant that Carter had passed Kearsage Pass at least the day before and suspected the note said he would push forward to reach the Portal before having to exit the trail due to smoke or fire. It didn’t make sense for Keith to remain at the Kearsage Trailhead anymore, I suggested he check the Shepherd Pass Trailhead, the only other exit point before the Portal, and assured him the SOBO hikers were pushing forward and almost to the finish. Since they were at the end of their trek, they were very strong and had lighter packs. They could reach Guitar Lake in two days. Yes, the smoke was very bad south of Forester Pass, but they would all be moving fast.
Keith was wearing a fire and rescue shirt which seemed strange since he was asking me, who had spent the last week in the wild, for information. He  explained that his father was with fire and rescue and suggested Keith wear the shirt so he might be taken more seriously and be permitted to drive up to the Onion Valley parking lot. It certainly worked with me. Keith offered to drive me to Independence so he would have a legitimate excuse for being there. I gladly accepted and he drove me to the Independence Chevron since the ranger on Kearsage Pass told me they had a public shower. I bid Keith best of luck and farewell. It was definitely a mutually beneficial meeting.
I paid $7 for a shower at the gas station and it was about what you’d expect. Yes, there was a bar of soap, but my bandana had to serve as my towel (which it did surprisingly well). Also, the bathroom and shower room, though big, were one-and-the-same. This meant water flew everywhere; my pack was quite wet by the end. Still, the shower was a dream until I had to put my filthy clothes back on, a disappointing end to a wonderful experience. I returned the key and bought a sandwich at Port of Subs at the Chevron with plans to eat it while journaling and waiting for Spencer. But, Spencer arrived much earlier than expected. I was delighted to see him. While he bought lunch and snacks, I put on the clean clothes he brought from home (and a real tampon!). 
Spencer drove us home via Beatty’s candy store. Can you say melt-aways hidden in brownie bombs? No? Well that’s because they didn’t have any melt-aways. Instead, we settled for ice cream. First world problems. Spencer listened to the next book in the Monster Hunter, Inc. series (part of his cost for picking me up) while I journaled.]
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As an Ironman triathlete, I loved reading Sister Madonna's autobiography. Hearing of her accomplishments and joining on her journey to open new age groups to the sport was a joy. It was also inspiring to read her perspectives on trials—she was always grateful for the "angels" who helped her and always trusted God would do what was in His best interest.

I give the book only three stars because it falls into a very small niche and (though there is a collection of insights at the end) reads like a personal journal of her modestly- described accomplishments. I would have preferred she shared her insights throughout the book, creating self-help or guidance for athletes seeking to live their dreams in alignment with God's plans. Mostly, though, I'd hoped to read more about her life as a nun and how that interacted with her role as a triathlete. How did the church respond to her desire to race? How did she/they play the exorbitant expenses of the sport. She tells of those who helped and supported her financially, but I wanted more. Also, was her racing a part of her assigned ministry or something she did in her "free time." What does it mean to be a nun and a triathlete? A nun and a champion? A nun and a driven competitor?]
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This book is not what I expected. It's a mix between autobiography, history, and running. In it, she details her past and tells how female runners and runners who are often marginalized in society  motivated her. She tells of how running helped her find her place in the world and benefitted her mental and physical health, despite her idiosyncrasies and weight issues. ]
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What a fascinating history of Polynesia! Though the title speaks of people, I found the book's focus more on settlement and entrance of foreigners to the islands. The book is extremely detailed and touches on nearly every conceivably related topic: linguistics, ocean currents, boat building, geology, physics, history, ... It is truly a compendium of knowledge about the history and geography of Polynesia.]
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