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High Points
By Dave Greene

My daughter had an internship in Phoenix and I had boy
scouts going to Philmont in New Mexico. It seemed like a
good excuse for a western road trip to me. However, my 17-
year old son had no interest in a family vacation and my wife
swore off road trips in our 1980 unairconditioned van after
our drive to Alaska, so I choose to go alone. I planned a full
6-week itinerary including a rendezvous with Mack Muir
and John Smith to climb of Gannett Peak in Wyoming’s
Wind River Range and Granite Peak in Montana’s Beartooth
Mountains. These two peaks were the main remaining ob-
stacles to my reaching the tops of all 50 State highpoints.
For more information on others devoted to this goal, see
http://www.highpointers.org. Mack and John detail our
adventures in the Winds and Beartooths in accompanying
articles and I describe the rest of my trip herein

Dave and daughter Emily

My adventure started July 9" with visits to strategically
placed relatives across the country -- a cousin in Charleston,
West Virginia and a brother in St. Louis. At Mead State
Park in Kansas, I spent the first of many nights in the bed in
the back of my van. The next day I climbed the first State
highpoint of the trip, Oklahoma’s 4973-foot Black Mesa,
and that night I arrived at Philmont. My scouts were in the
middle of an 11-day Philmont backpacking trek and I made a
clandestine visit requiring a 7-mile, 3000 vertical foot bush-
whack from the State highway up 11,711-foot Mt. Philips.
After a successful rendezvous and a night with the crew, I
did another bushwhack back to the highway via a different
route. I got back to the van just in time to shower in a tor-
rential sleet and thunderstorm.

Then it was on to Flagstaff to meet my daughter for a week-
end of backpacking and climbing Arizona’s high point,
Humphreys Peak. In April 2003, I climbed Humphreys as a
day hike from the Snow Bowl Ski Area when most of route
was covered in snow. This time we started south of Hum-
phreys at Schultz Pass and discovered that in July there is no

water in the springs and tanks. We didn’t have enough for
our planned trip, so we started asking for water from every-
one we met. Fortunately there were some day hikers on their
way out who had water to spare. We climbed the
Weatherford Trail and camped at Doyle Saddle on a beauti-
ful calm and clear night. I was up at 5 AM pushing for an
early start, but my daughter didn’t share my drive for the
summit and decided to sleep in. We made Humphreys’ sum-
mit ridge at 10 AM, but there was already lightening on the
peak. We turned around and hiked out in sleet and rain
through the Inner Basin to Lockett Meadow where we had a
second vehicle placed. Last January on Kilimanjaro, we met
a park ranger from Wupatki National Monument and we
looked her up before driving to Phoenix.

I left the van in Flagstaff and the following day flew from
Phoenix to Los Angles to meet my wife and son. After a
week visiting friends and touring Los Angles and San Diego,
we flew back to Phoenix, met our daughter, and drove to the
Grand Canyon. The family spent a few days together tour-
ing and hiking around the canyon and then they returned to
Phoenix and I headed for Zion. There I attempted to climb
Angles Landing, but aborted the metal chain protected route
as another lightening storm approached.

After Zion, I planned to meet another friend to climb Kings
Peak, Utah’s highpoint in the High Unitas Mountains. My
friend cancelled out, so I went solo. Instead of following the
Interstate, I used my 35-year-old Forest Service maps to find
the trailhead. It was a long rough trip over some roads that
tested the old van and my patience. Upon arriving at the

| trailhead I knew I wouldn’t be lonely. I couldn’t even find a

parking space and there were about 50 scouts in various
groups staging for treks into Kings Peak. By the time I
packed and ate lunch, I was the last to leave. The approach
followed a well-worn pack trail along Henrys Fork with a
gradual 7.5-mile accent from 9000’ to 10,500’ at Dollar
Lake. I made the trip without a break and passed nearly
everyone. The lake is in a huge opened basin with only a
few patches of trees. There was water everywhere and in
many places horses had turned the trail into a quagmire. To
the south was a mountain ridge with a notch that revealed
pyramid-shaped Kings Peak. Camping wasn’t permitted
within 300 yards of Dollar Lake and to avoid the oncoming
hoards, I climbed further up the basin and camped by a small
stream and rock outcrop. Kings Peak was still visible
through the notch to the southwest, but my guidebook dis-
couraged the use of this steep boulder and scree slope. At 6
AM the next morning, I followed the guidebook recommen-
dation to approach Kings Peak through Gunsight Pass to the
south. A trail led up through the pass, but instead of follow-
ing the trail back down into Painter Basin on the other side, I
contoured around the back of the ridge. This route started as
a pleasant walk through wild flower-covered meadows, but
soon turned into a huge boulder field on a steep slope. 1
regretted taking this route, but pressed on until I finally
reached the trail coming back out of Painter Basin. The trail
led past the top of the notch to Anderson Pass.
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From this pass, it was another 1800-foot boulder scramble to

the 13,528-foot summit of Kings Peak. There was one scout

group on the summit when I arrived at 11:30 AM and lots In the van I found evidence of an intruder. Peanuts in my
more on the way. A few sleet pellets were blowing around ~ gorp supply were eaten and there were little brown terds
and the sky to the south looked ominous. I ate a quick lunch scattered around. My suspicions were confirmed during the

and started down after seeing some far off lightening. Be- night when I heard plastic rustling and a mouse ran across
fore reaching the pass, the sky opened up and I was in the my bed. In the morning I did a thorough cleaning of the van,
mist of a major sleet storm. Those who hadn’t reached the ~ but didn’t find the mouse. I also cleaned myself using my
summit turned around and joined me in a hasty retreat to sun shower and drove on to Flaming Gorge. The next day I

lower ground. I waited out the storm at the notch on top of  drove to Pinedale, Wyoming to await the arrival of Mack
the sleep boulder and scree slope trying to decide whether to and John. Check out Mack’s article for the details of our
take this short cut back to camp. When several others started adventure in the Winds.

picking there way down, I followed. Instead of descending

all the way into the boggy basin, I contoured around the On returning from the Winds, I found more evidence of the
upper slopes of the basin and got back to my camp at 3 PM. intruder. He spent the week sampling the rest of my food
Not wanting to sit around in the mosquito-infested basin, I supply and building a nest under my bed. This time I re-
packed up and hiked out. It was an easy 8 miles downhill sponded with peanut butter baited mousetraps. With Gan-
and I stopped midway to cook supper, saw two moose, and  nett Peak checked off, we decided to take a rest day in the
got back to the van just before dark. Tetons. This consisted of a 5-mile hike with a 2000-foot
climb from Lupine Meadows to Taggart Lake. The highlight
- was seeing a black bear that hung around for photos. We
pent the night a park campground and eat at the lodge that
eatured a large marina on waterless Colter Bay. The mouse
- succeeded in eating my peanut butter without getting caught.

- The next day we were off to the Beartooths. We took the
scenic route through Yellowstone, Cody, Dead Indian Pass,
- and the Beartooth Scenic Highway. In Cody, we shopped at
 Sierra Trading Post and had lunch at Buffalo Bill’s Irma
“Hotel. At Beartooth Pass, we climbed high enough to catch
- a glimpse of Granite Peak. The town of Red Lodge, Mon-
ana was over run by bikers, but we found a motel for the

- night. The mouse ignored the traps and my remaining food
~was now in mouse-proof containers. Check out John’s arti-
- cle for the details of our trip in the Beartooths.

Being more comfortable with long approach hikes than the
exposure of precipitous peaks, I must thank Mack and John
- for their assistance in getting me up and down Gannett and
Granite Peaks. Both were the type of extended wilderness
trips that I most enjoy. I’ve now climbed all the more diffi-
cult State highpoints, except for Idaho’s Borah Peak, and
have a goal to completing all 50. On the way home, I made
good progress doing Harney Peak in South Dakota, Hawk-
eye Point in Iowa, Hoosier High Point in Indiana, Campbell
Hill in Ohio, Mount Davis in Pennsylvania, and Backbone
Mountain in Maryland. On a recent trip to Denver, I also did
Mount Sunflower in Kansas and Panorama Point in Ne-
braska. Twenty-four to go and no idea what happened to

“ that mouse. Anyone up for Borah Peak next July?

Dave Greene, Black Mesa, Oklahoma
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