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LATE SUMMER 2003

Lee Jenkins's Hanging belay with a view of the lake in the Tetons this summer.

This past July Marty Comiskey and I traveled to the Grand Teton's to

The Teton Life get in a few routes. This was my 3rd trip in 4 years and we had sev-
eral routes planned. We met up with Ted Plasse, Kurt Ferstl and his

By Lee Jenkins girlfriend Darla at the airport. They were also going to the Teton's
and we would share a cabin at the AAC Climbers Ranch.

Our first route of the week would be a 5 pitch warmup on Cube Point East Ridge (5.4). If
you were to ask Marty he would say that the crux was the approach, which on a good day is a steep
hike up talus and scree slopes high above Jenny lake. However, just to make things more interesting we
missed the intended traverse below Rainbow falls and ended up traversing some very slick slabs above
the falls and into the gully just below the route. The climbing was relatively easy with a 200 ft. exposed
traverse to a tiny summit block. We had incredible weather and got in a few interesting photos on the
summit block including one of Marty "sky surfing!".

The next day we hiked up Garnet canyon and camped at the Platforms. We planned to climb
the 9 pitch SW Ridge of Nez Perce (5.7), or "Nay Persay" as the locals call it. We left camp the next
morning at about 6:30 a.m. and scrambled up the gully just to the SE of camp for about 600' to a sad-
dle. From here we hiked for over two hours through a giant bolder field and up a gully on the SE side
of Nez Perce. At this point we were under the rock face and found ourselves on a mission to find the
route. Needless to say we couldn't find
it after an hour or so, so we gave up and started looking at a chimney just above a small snowfield that
we "believed" was the start of the S. Ridge route which was also a 5.7.
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June 2003 PATC
Mountaineering Sec-
tion Trip Report : An
Old School Adventure
at Little Stony Man

This trip got off to a
wonderfully floundering
start. As I sat at my
desk grinding my way
through the e-mails that
had backed while I was
away at a week-long
conference followed by
a great long weekend
of climbing, biking,

commiserating, and beer drinking at Seneca I came upon a
thread from the PATC list serve. Someone started with a "...I
noticed there's a weekend tripp/annedfor this weekend. I'd
like to go. Is anyone else going? Who's leading it This
generated an echoing silence until Alan Watson-Jones volun-
teered to lead the trip and I committed to go. This was shortly
followed by the original protagonist dropping out. (Was it
something I said?) Anyway, the club trip was up to two and
Alan and I began making our arrangements to link up. I fig-
ured more people would get on board later in the week espe-
cially since weather called for wind instead of the rain we've
enjoyed for what seams at least forty days. My neighbor had
just about completed his arc and was gathering animals. The
work week passed uneventfully, no one else signed up for the
trip, and Alan and I finalized our link-up plans sometime Sat-
urday.

Our plan was to link up at 8:30 Sunday morning at
the Faith Mountain Company parking lot just a few miles out-
side the Thornton Gap entrance to Shenandoah National
park. As I drove the hour and a half to the rendezvous on a
beautifully sunny morning I noticed what looked like lenticular
clouds ahead in the distance. Now I know that in the moun-
tains these eyeball-shaped clouds are portents of harsh con-
ditions but dismissed that thought as I drove across the Vir-
ginia piedmont on this idyllic morning. I did notice that the
jeep was getting pushed around a bit, but what's a little wind.

John and I linked up right on time, under sunny
skies, and in an only slightly blustery wind. I piled my stuff
into his pod-mobile (Toyota Inspiron) and we were off. On
the way up the hill toward the park entrance we entered those
clouds I'd observed earlier. The sun disappeared and the
wind ratcheted up a notch or two. These conditions would
persist for the remainder of the day.

The conversation was pleasant on the 1520 minute
drive and since John and I had just met centered around
backgrounds, both professional and climbing, and I came to
almost immediately realize John and I had a lot in common.
Both of us had recently "retired" John from the National Zoo
and me from the Army (a different sort of zoo) and we were
both primarily trad climbers who'd begun climbing in the 70s.
Our "Old School" connection was cemented later in the day
when John asked me if I'd ever worn EBs (I was sniveling
about how painful my shoes got after a while). I told him I still
had the last pair of EBs I bought on sale right after Firenzas
and sticky rubber hit the market in the early eighties. We

both remembered how painful those monsters were.
On the way in we agreed that we wanted to get in

some leading if possible. We arrived at the trailhead and the
adventure began. We quickly realized that neither of us had
a guide of any sort but agreed that the guide sucked anyway,
and since we both had been there before (albeit a while ago),
we'd "figure something out". Old school! After a bit of scop-
ing weaknesses in the rock out from the ground we decided
on a likely looking left facing corner/chimney that looked like it
even had a small roof up high. John took the first lead and
we agreed to rap or set up a TR for further explorations upon
reaching the top. John racked up and headed on up in short
sleeves and with a rack of slings, biners, and some of the
biggest hexes I've ever seen. As I began to shiver in the
gloom and wind I noticed right away that John climbed in
great style with protection only as needed instead of stitching
up every little move. John went left up a nearly vertical crack
at the top instead of finishing the roofy section of chimney. "It
looked easier". Great call, the top section was the best part
and was a more direct and exposed finish. I followed and
cleaned with every piece of light clothing I'd brought (except
socks) on my body. I took John's jacket along with me as
well. He seemed grateful to get it when we linked back up.
On top we quickly realized we wouldn't be rapping (or TRing)
the 120 foot cliff we'd just climbed with our one 50 meter
rope. As we broke down the anchor and coiled the rope I
looked off to the west across the Page Valley toward West
Virginia, and noticed that it was sunny and bright everywhere
except inside our little lenticular world. We headed down the
trail to the parking area and took the Passamaquoddy Trail to
the bottom of the cliff. On the way we passed some hearty
AT hikers and families as the wind blew steadily at 4050 mph
and gusted well beyond that.

My turn to lead and I wandered over to another likely
looking left facing corner further toward the left end of the
rocks. The bottom forty feet or so would definitely go pretty
easily and the top corner of about thirty or forty feet looked
interesting. There was, however, a section in the middle that
we couldn't see that I'd have to figure out when I got there.
Adventure climbing! It's been years since I'd done this sort of
day and had forgotten how invigorating it can be. What fun!
The bottom section went as easily as expected, the middle
section wound up being a simple walk across ramp, and the
corner was fun but short. All in all, a very non-descript climb.
Actually little more than stiff fourth class most of the way. I
built an anchor, put my jacket on, and pulled my wool socks
over my climbing shoes (they don't fit under) to keep my feet
warm and brought John up. The wind and chill continued.
John dubbed this effort Graver's gulley as hiked back to the
bottom and looked for our next objective. More like Gravers
folly if you ask me.

(continued on page 5)
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SIIA414R RO(KS 2001

Pete Grant Linda or Melinda
Hayden Lockhart Doug Halonen and of coarse myself.
Phil There was another couple I think his
Mitch name was Mike and hers was (?)
Stacy And another couple.
Ted He and she...(Ann?)
Lisa - ( not pictured) Audie


