Thiswas our third day on thetrail. A lot of things happen on day three, and they
combine to make it usually the toughest day out there. In our opening sessions we were
warned of it over and over, and | think this made it expected, if not easier to bear.

Thefirst hurdle of the day is the ranger that we started out with leaves the morning of day
threeif he thinks you'reready. He said his goodbyes and told us that we were a good
crew and we should look him up when we got back to base camp, aweek from then. You
get mixed feelings of sadness that anew friend isleaving you, but aso of exhilaration
because you will be on your own to face things as a crew. Marc was a very good ranger,
and there was more than once that | wished | had his advice on things. He did asall good
parents do with their children though, and turned us loose to fly on our own.

Thetrip to Miners Park camp was again one of changing altitude. It was not as strenuous
asthe previous day, but it was still adifficult hike. Chris Eddleman started the day off
with feet problems:

Oneof the boys
started having
blister problems.

To make matters worse, we
seemed to get a bit turned around
without Marc thereto point usin
the right direction:

We left for
MinersPark and
almost immediately got turned around. We wasted
about 2 hourson a couple of different mix-ups.

We did fine and went back over the mesa by backtracking our path from the previous
day. When we topped the mesa, we turned and went west down the mesa. Thiswas
almost the steepest descent of our entire trek. One of the reasons we wasted so much
time on directions was no one wanted to have to turn around and go back up if we went
thewrong way. The area was extremely dry and dusty and full of low growing brush and
small trees that occasionally cut their way into your path.

Much harder hike than anticipated.

Because we got turned around a bit, we were hiking later in the day. It was an extremely
hot day and this added to thetrials. It was during this day that we |earned the value of
hiking in the morning. It is much better to get up early in the morning and getting
moving before the sun gets high in the sky. The heat of the day, especialy in the
relatively lower elevations (below 8,000 feet) was enough to wear you down so that you
couldn’t function. Adults were especially susceptible to the heat and we found that
bandanas soaked in water and draped over our necks did help cool us down. Eventually
though we got into the groove and were making fairly good time. The elevation of
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Miners Park and Urraca are similar, but we had a lot of altitude changes to get where we
were going.

Spectacular views. Afternoon cloudy and breezy but no
rain. Didn’t reach Miners Park until 5:30 PM.

The views were awesome, in
particular along the east side
of trail peak. Attimesit was
so beautiful | forgot that |
was dying for lack of
oxygen.

Miners Park (8,000 ft) has a
meadow that was once used
as a Sunday gathering spot
for the miners and their
families. The primary
program at this camp is rock
climbing. They have both a
climbing wall and acliff that is used for climbing. We arrived and got our camp
organized and supper cooked and eaten.

This day was amajor disappointment to some of the boys. They were trying to make
good time so that they could get to camp in time to go rock climbing but we just couldn't
makeit. It was a combination of getting started late, getting turned around, blisters, and
old advisorstrying to keep up that combined to make this atypical day three. Thiswas

Boyswent climbing on a tower but
wedidn’t havetimeto gotothe
cliffs.

Troop 16 is fortunate enough to have someone that
can take the boys rapelling, and so we go as atroop
yearly. | told them that the troop goesto much
better places for climbing and rapelling, and this
rallied them abit and they went to the climbing
wall. They had a good time, especially since there
were some girls for whom they could show off.

We enjoyed advisors coffee, and signed up for
something | didn't think I'd see on the trail —a
shower! Apparently they had received morerain
than anticipated and so there was water for a
shower. Wedrew a6:00 AM dlot, and went to bed.
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Day 6

About mountainsit is useless to argue, you have either

been up or you haven’t. The view from halfway is nobody’ s
view. The best flowers are on top under a ledge, nourished
by thewind. A sense of smell is of lessimportance than a
sense of balance, walking on clouds through holesin which
you can see the earth --- the wind has its own level to find.

--Unknown

Awakened at 4:00 AM with a bear in thecamp. The
staff had warned usthat there was a bad bear in camp
and he hit acrew right next tous. They were blowing
whistlesand screaming “BEAR”!

We never saw the bear, and there was enough noise to wake the dead, but Mr. Pfau and |
were the only ones to get up. The previous days hike had an extended affect on people |
think. | looked around and stayed up for afew minutes for the noise to die down and
realized that | was missing valuble sleep. | told Mr. Pfau good night and went back to
bed for an hour. It occurred to me later, that | went back to sleep with abear (labeled as a
“bad bear”) in the immediate area. Mr. Pfau questioned me on it and the only
explanation was that | was TIRED! Fortunately for us Mr. Pfau was more safety
conscious than | and he stayed up and kept watch.

Wegot up at 5:00 and got a shower and chance to wash
clothes at 6:00.

What can | say about the shower? We had spent 4 days in the hot sun performing more
physical exertion daily than we would normally do in aweek. We were drinking up to a
quart of water an hour, and that we were excreting through our sweat glands. We had on
no deodorant because it was considered a bear “smellable”. What can | say about the
shower? | don't think | haveto tell you. Thiswas one of only two such experiences on
thetrail.

Washing clothes was accomplished with alarge sink, an old fashioned washing board,
and camp soap. Camp soap isavery small bottle of soap, that was to be used by the
entire crew for aweek. Theranger claimed that 2 jumbo jets could be washed clean with
1 bottle of this soap (Personally | don't think ajumbo jet could possibly get asdirty asa
14 year old with permission to get dirty). It was environmentally friendly and had no
odor that would attract bears. The clothes were washed and agitated on the board. They
were then rinsed and hung out to dry. | would guess that for many of the boys thiswas
the first time they had ever washed clothes at all, much less by hand.

Got started at 7:00 and went down totheriver. More
blister problemswith Eddie. Mr. Pfau found a bear
track when we stopped. Partly cloudy with a nice
breeze. Attitudesare stretched.
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Our destination on this day was Black Mountain Camp, at 9,040 feet. Nine thousand feet
isamagic number in elevation — one is more likely to have symptoms of atitude sickness
higher than this. In fact, at Philmont all of theitineraries are designed so that crews will
not hit 9,000 feet prior to day four.

Our trail for this day followed North Fork Urraca Creek for most of the journey, and
crossed the creek approximately 50 times. We would ascend over 1,000 feet again on
this day, and although tiring it was one of the most beautiful hikes of the trek. Thiswas

our first venture into aspen forests and it was gorgeous. The creek was flowing nicely
and athough it was small, the water in this arid region created atunnel of green through
which wetraveled. At one spot there was aflat rock in the creek with afreshly killed
rabbit that was partially consumed. We didn't see who the owner was, but in hindsight
we think it may have been a bobcat.

The destination was up, always up but it was agradual climb and | found out later that
although | didn't think it could get worse, it most certainly could.

Black Mountain —again very hard. Arrived at 1:00.
Had afternoon rain shower — I took an hour nap.

Actually, al of the crew arrived at Black Mountain before Bill or I. The last part of the
hike up to the camp was particularly brutal, and we had to stop just short of the camp.

We could hear the black powder shooting, but couldn't find the energy to finish without a
brief stop.

We arrived at Black Mountain camp exhausted, but we arrived by 1:00. Thiswas very
good, because we beat the heat. \We were getting stronger and stopping less frequently,
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but we were so exhausted that we set up camp and then used the rain as an excuse to take
anap.

Black Mountain Camp is the site of a cabin used by Samuel Matthews in 1897-1898 and
is the same cabin that is used today. Matthews carried on a hydraulic mining operation
nearby on Urraca Creek. Black Mountain is one of two staff camps that have no roads
leading into the camp itself. The camp staff brings their supplies by burro from Beaubien
camp.

The staff members at Black Mountain are more than half nuts. They spend all summer
very isolated with only each other and the burros to keep them company. When you
listen to them, amost everything they say has a hidden meaning that only they
understand, and they spend a lot of time laughing to themselves...nervous laughter. They
conducted one of the best programs at Philmont though, and | would highly recommend
that anyone going to Philmont be sure to go to Black Mountain.

They have black powder shooting and James shot my
hat.

After arefreshing nap, | arrived at the black powder range just in time to see our boys
shoot. They were ableto set up a?personal® target and | set up my hat that | was so
proud of. The advisors had al gotten an Australian outback hat for the trek, and | was
very proud of it. | thought it would be cool to have a hole shot in it though, and Chris,
Greg, and James all three shot at it at the same time. James thought | was nuts to let them
shoot my hat, but little did he know he was really shooting HIS hat.

Also did blacksmithing.

My son James has always been a huge fan of blacksmithing. He got hisfirst taste of it
very young and has been thrilled with the idea of blacksmithing and knife-making since
then. At Black Mountain, a dream came true for him when he and the other boys were
talked through the making of ametal pot hanger. | was amazed that the gentleman was
ableto talk these guys through the hammering of hot iron and got it to come out right. |
was proud of what the kids made, and amazed at the patience of the young man that was
teaching them.

Saw mule deer there about 25 yardsaway. Whilethe
kids wer e doing blacksmithing someone came running
and screaming “BEAR”! Thiswasabout 5:00 PM.
Someone from the black powder shooting place went up
wherethey saw it and fired 5 shotsto scareit off. This
wasthefirst bear incident they had thisyear at this
camp. Wewarned other crewson theway back.

Philmont has a bear population of approximately 1 bear per square mile. Thisis
wonderful, but it makes for some nerve-wracking encounters. New Mexico has very
specific procedures that must be followed when dealing with 2bad® bears. First of all,
bears are not bad if they never are alowed to get human food. Black bears will not tear
things apart to get to human food if they' ve never been exposed to it. That's why so
much of a Philmont trek is spent learning and following bear procedures. These
procedures are for both the campers and the bears. It is not normal bear behavior to have
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close contact with humans, so when that happens a bear is caught and tagged in the ear
and relocated. This may occur up to four times before a bear is considered incorrigible
and the staff turns abear into arug. The staff is proud of the bears at Philmont, and the
Black Mountain staff in particular was very discouraged to see a bear coming that close
to camp. They didn't want a new rug.

We had an enjoyable advisors coffee and went back to camp and went to bed.
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Day 7

Take your dying with some seriousness, however. Laughing
on the way to your execution is not generally understood by
less--advanced life--forms, and they'll call you crazy.

--Richard Bach, from Illusions

Rained overnight. Jamessaw big deer. Left at 7:00
AM and made our way over Black Mountain. Mr. Pfau
set a lower pace + better. Hiked up for a couple of
hoursand then along trip downhill.

Our destination for the day was Comanche Camp. This was another
beautiful hike. We didn't actually go over Black Mountain, but we had an
initial ascent before we began our downhill trek.

Stopped at Phillips Junction and picked up some food
and mailed a postcard.

The long downhill descent to Phillips
Junction brought us by one of the 2happy
place® memories that the adults stored in
memory for later recall. We reached an
areawhere the trail followed beside an
enormous valley that was a huge green
field. You could see for miles along the
corridor. Mr. Eddleman recognized the
area as Beaubien Camp, the hub of the
south country. It isthe largest staff camp
at Philmont. We couldn't see the camp
itself, but the beauty of the surrounding
arealeft amark on each of us. Thiscamp
Is one that we would like to return to.

The group dynamics are starting to come together .
We picked up alot of food and split it evenly. Left that
area and turned north toward Comanche Camp.

By this time the kids (and adults) were getting along well. We were getting to know what

each others strengths and weaknesses were, and that enabled us to get along better.
Picking up food at Phillips Junction could have been an opening for a disagreement,

Dan Williams Page 27 4/28/2003



because at this point there was no one in the party that wanted more weight. But, we split
the food evenly and continued our journey.

| took a2 hour siesta at a spot with running water,

grassand a nice breeze. Weather isperfect, but it’stoo
hot to hikein the afternoon so we'relearning to stop
and take a break every now and then. Drought isareal
problem herethisyear. It’sgotten so bad that some of
the horses may need to berelocated to places with more
water. We'relucky +wegot arain shower or two and
our camp tonight haswater. Water adds 8 poundsto
the pack weight £ moreif you're going to adry camp.

We didn't have anything planned for us at Comanche Camp, so we took our time. We
had been slowing gaining elevation since leaving Phillips Junction and we kept our eyes
open for aspot to rest. We were walking along the Rayado River, a beautiful little cold-
water stream that had cut asmall valley. We were tired from our morning hike and we
saw an areathat crossed the stream that had shade and pine needles to sit on.

A couple of the kids and adults removed their boots and spent time soaking their feet in
the cold water. | lay down beneath the pines and may have napped abit. After acouple
of hours we were refreshed and ready to go again.

Arrived at Comanche Camp. Thegroup isreally
coming together now. We got camp set up with
lightning and thunder and a very light shower. Our
crew knew what to do and we wer e set up and cooking
supper in 30 minutes.
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Comanche Camp, elevation 9,600 feet. Thisisnot a staffed camp, and stretches for ¥2
mile along the Rayado River. We chose anice flat campsite with lots of pinetrees. Most
of us set up our tents close enough to the river so it would sing us to sleep.

Eddie continuesto have blister problems. Mr.
Kannebergisacting astroop medic and taking care of
both Eddie' sfeet and Adam Flesch'sside. Hegot an
injury and decided to cover it with duct tape so that his
pack belt wouldn't bother him. It worked out fine until
he had to takeit off. We'retryinghard to prevent
infection.

The blisters that Chris Eddleman had on his feet were a problem. There have been many
persons that had to be pulled of the trail because of blisters on the feet. Most of Chris's
blisters were in areas that were treatable, and Keith took care of them immediately so
they wouldn't become worse. He did preventative treatments as well, anticipating where
the next problem area was going to be.

We' reat about 10,000 feet and the lack of oxygen is
noticeable. 1'm getting stronger every day, but thetrail
IS getting tougher.

All of those statements were undeniable. We didn't dwell on the lack of oxygen at the
time - there' sreally no point in it becauseit's not going to help the situation. Thefact is
though, aflatlanders® like us can have a hard time with atitude. It affects most everyone
in one way or another. All of uswere either short of breath, nauseated, light headed, or
suffered from headaches. Every day though, it got better. The most noticeable
improvement occurred when we started descending in altitude a bit.

Turning cold. | haveajacket and
long pants and there sthunder
and rain in the distance. Almost
dark + Thereisareal concern with
water. We'resupposed to havea
dry camp tomorrow but it'salso a
day wherewe go up 1,600 feet in
altitude. Wewill havetocarry a
lot of water each up that kind of
climb. Thisisaserioussituation.
We'regoing to hikeup to Clear
Creek and talk to them in the
morning.

Mr. Kanneberg was the medic of the crew, but Mr. Pfau was the safety officer. At this
point something clicked in his brain and he realized we did not have enough water to get
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us through the next day. Given our current water consumption rate (which, by the way
was not excessive and could not be scaled back safely) we would not be able to make it to
the next water source given the volume of water we could carry. That didn't take into
account the weight of the water either — even with more containers we would have a great
deal of difficulty carrying that much water. Brendan and the adults talked things over,
and decided that the best course of action would be to talk to the staff at Clear Creek and
see what they suggested. | think Mr. Pfau dreamed about this all night though.

With each 1,000 feet in altitude, the humor ous natur e of
flatulenceincreases by a factor of 2.

Not only does the humorous nature of it increase but the incidence aswell. | have done a
little research since returning home, and apparently it is more than just the high fiber
meals that are fed you at Philmont. Thereis actually an acronym for this. HAFE —High
Altitude Flatulence Emission. Really — no kidding. Hereisan excerpt from one
explanation:

In 1967 the New York Academy of Sciences devoted a two-day conference to
gastrointestinal gas. The gas issue was hot then because of the space program. Many
feared man's mission to the stars might come to grief if an astronaut had a little too much
chili before liftoff and the crew was, you know, overcome. One of many fascinating
nuggets brought to light during the conference was the effect of altitude on gas. During
World War 11 flight surgeons had discovered that above 30,000 feet some aviators
suffered pain from abdominal distension due to expansion of intestinal gas. What
happened was that as outside air pressure decreased, the volume occupied by intestinal
gasincreased. http://www.straightdope.conv/classics/a960412.html

Dan Williams Page 30 4/28/2003



