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Day 8 

 
It is not the critic who counts, not the man who points out 
how the strong man stumbled or where the doer of deeds 
could have done better. 
 
The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena; 
whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood;  Who 
strives valiantly, who errs, and comes short again and 
again – who knows the great enthusiasms the great 
devotions;  who spends himself in a worthy cause;  who at 
best knows in the end the triumph of high achievement and 
at worst, if he fails, at least fails so greatly so that his place 
shall never be with those timid souls who know neither 
victory or defeat. 
 
--Theodore Roosevelt 
 
Awoke this morning at 5:30.  I t had rained overnight 
and James and I  had a wet tent inside.  We were neither  
one affected, but there was extra weight to car ry due to 
the water .  We knew this was going to be a rough day. 
 

We actually knew this was going to be THE rough day.  There wouldn’ t be anything else 
to compare it to on the trip.  If you ask anyone on the crew what the toughest part of the 
trip was, it is very likely they will tell you about Mount Phillips.  On this day we were 
going to go over the second highest peak at Philmont – Mount Phillips.  The original 
itinerary for the crew had us going over the highest peak, Mount Baldy, but due to the 
forest fires we got a different itinerary. 

 
We left camp at 7:15 and hiked up to Clear  Creek.  I t 
was uphill and took about 2 hours.   
 
We saw 3 mule deer  on the way.  They were not afraid 
of us.  They looked emaciated due to the drought and 
lack of food.  At Clear  Creek we checked in and were 
informed water  was closer  than the map showed.  We 
filled up our  water  and Pfau, Kanneberg, Flesch, and 
McMeel took on extra water . 
 

Clear Creek is a staffed camp at 10,400 feet.  Their program consists of a trapping 
demonstration, black powder rifle, and hatchet throwing.  We talked to the staff and they 
told us that we could get water closer than we thought to the next camp.  That meant that 
even though we would max out ourselves with all the water we could carry, if we HAD to 
we would be within a couple of miles of water.  We talked to one of the other crews and 
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decided that we would send out four of our strongest guys to bring back water if we 
needed to. 

That was a big load off of our minds.  The boys went to attend the program, and the 
adults stayed by the river to pump water.  We were going to fill everything we had with 
water, and it took time to pump it through our filters.  Clear Creek camp usually has 
purified well water (i.e. running water) but the drought must have knocked it out of 
commission. 

Eddie had the worst blister I had ever seen on his foot.  His socks must have been wet, 
because the skin of half of the bottom of his foot was coming away from the sole of his 
foot.  We had him sit there without shoes or socks on to let everything dry, then Mr. 
Kanneberg taped things up again.  After this, his feet were much better and although they 
required care, we were relatively sure he would make it then. 

We left about 10:00 with lightning and thunder in the 
dir  and star ted up Phillips.  I t is the second highest 
point at Philmont, at 11,711 feet.  I t rained on and off.  
I t was on this hike that I  star ted having asthma 
problems.  Treated myself twice.  This was an extremely 
difficult hike, and there were times I  think I  lost touch 
with things.  Mr. Eddleman had as tough a time as I . 
 

Clear Creek is at the base of Mount Phillips, and is at 10,400 feet in altitude.  We were 
ascending 1,300 feet in a very short distance.  Usually at Philmont, trails are built with a 
grade of 6%-8% in mind.  This seems to be the optimal grade – it prevents erosion and 
hikers can efficiently climb this grade.  In order to get this grade, Philmont usually uses a 
series of switchback trails.  Mount Phillips is the exception.  Although there are some 
turns, this trail is not by any stretch of the imagination a 6% grade.  This makes for some 
very tough climbing. 

I learned something on this stretch though – you cannot hike without air. 

 
Almost at the top we had a hail storm.  I t star ted with 
lightning and thunder and then began hailing.  Mr. 
Pfau hurr iedly put together  a shelter  using 2 tarps.   
 

Again, it was Mr. Pfau that was the quick thinker.  He spotted a potentially dangerous 
situation and took control of it.  It was already cool, and we had been hiking up one of the 
hardest sections of trail at Philmont.  We were wet with sweat and from the rain.  When it 
started to hail then, we had to get some shelter from the hail, but also from the lightning.  
At this point we were probably a few hundred feet below a peak, and the chances of 
being struck by lightning were more than anyone liked.  Mr. Pfau led everyone downhill 
away from the peak. 

 
We all crowded beneath it with a member of another  
crew that had hiked ahead.  He could not raise the other  
crew on the radio but eventually he did.  We ate lunch 



Dan Williams Page 33 4/28/2003 

to generate some heat but the wind picked up.  I t was 
about 45 degrees and we were getting in trouble with 
hypothermia.   
 

We were sheltered from 
the hail falling around 
us, but not from the 
wind.  We needed 
something to keep us 
warm, and we knew 
that food would help.  
We picked our heaviest 
lunch and ate it sitting 
under the tarp.  The 
kids were hungry and 
ate everything they 
could.  The food, 
combined with the rest 
we got improved our 
attitude and refreshed our determination. 

The ice littered the ground, and then turned to a cold rain before stopping.  Everyone was 
wet, either due to rain, hail, or sweat.  With the low temperatures and the breeze, I was 
beginning to shiver with cold and I could tell that others were cold also.  Almost in 
unison, everyone got up and was ready to go. 

 
We quickly packed and went on to the top (Descr ibe 
horr ible ascent). 
 

If you notice, every day in my journal I stated that it was a hard hike.  After this section 
of trail, I never make that assertion again. 

It was during this climb that I decided it was very possible that I would die making the 
attempt.  I’ve had asthma for years, but it has been very well under control, so that most 
of the time I don’ t even know it’s there.  I was having asthma attacks that were not 
responding to treatment as well as I’d hoped, and I could not catch my breath.  Bill and I 
were going up the mountain together, and I remember telling him that if I lost 
consciousness to “hit me” with the Epi-pen.  I was very light headed and I know I wasn’ t 
thinking very clearly.  My brain screamed at me for more air, but all I could do for it was 
continue to climb.  I struggled for every breath, and was almost crawling when I got to 
the top. 

When I reached the top, Jim Pfau looked at me and asked if I was all right.  I had to turn 
away so he would not see the tears. 

 
The top of Mt. Phillips is a beautiful sight. 
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When my eyes cleared, I said out loud, “Oh my 
God.  This is why they do it!”   I understood why 
men climb mountains.  I was greeted with the 
beauty you can only experience from the 
mountaintop.  The world is below you, and you can 
see for many miles.  I went to my son and put my 
arm around him, and could see that he was upset. 

James realized he lost his hat so I  
gave (willed bequeathed) mine and 
he felt better .   
 

When the crew was formed, the adults all got the 
same hat.  It was a very functional hat, that looked 
good.  My grandpa would have called it a “go to 
hell”  hat ± it gave you that attitude while wearing it.  
James lost his hat on the ascent, and it was very 
upsetting to him.  He was also starving for oxygen 
like I was and I'm sure that made matters worse, but 
finally here was something I could deal with ± a 
problem I could fix.  I took the hat off of my head and gave it to him.  At first he said no, 
but eventually he understood that I wanted to do this for him.  He was happy then, and 
did not lose anything else on the trip. 

 
We stayed on top for  a time until it looked like another  
storm was coming.   
 

It was cold on top, and I donned a sock cap for my head, and most put on their gloves if 
they had them.  We spent time looking around and taking pictures.  There is an American 
flag flying at the top of the mountain. 

Here is what the “Philmanac”  has to say about Mount Phillips: 

“ It has been argued for years which side of Mount Phillips 
is more difficult to hike, and the point is that whichever 
side you are hiking will more than likely seem the most 
difficult as both sides are equally demanding.  Because 
Mount Phillips is generally hiked with a pack, it can be 
more strenuous than the higher mountain Baldy, which is 
usually hiked without a pack.”  

There really is very little between you and the clouds at that altitude, and it was 
unnerving to hear the thunder getting closer to our position.  It didn' t take too much 
convincing to get people moving again, and we began our descent. 

 
We went down and spent time going down the other  
side to Comanche Peak Camp.  We saw ice cover ing the 
ground all the way to camp.   
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Comanche Peak Camp (11,040 ft.) is one of the highest camps on Philmont.  It was very 
pretty, especially with the ice littering the ground. 

As a side note, we didn' t take one thing into account when we were calculating our water 
usage ± the cold!  It was much colder on this hike, so consequently we didn' t drink nearly 
as much water.  We also ate lunches to conserve water.  Still, we did see another crew 
that gathered up a tarp full of ice on the ground and hung it to melt for drinking water.  
Perhaps they had not carried as much water as we did. 

We were exhausted and very cold and there was 
thunder close by.  We hurr iedly made camp and had 
supper.  We ate a lunch so we would conserve water  but 
used enough to make hot coffee.  Most everyone went to 
bed at about 7:00 because it star ted raining.   
 

I, for one was absolutely exhausted.  At 7:00 one of the kids asked me, ªIs there anything 
wrong with going to bed while it' s still light out?º  I looked at Mr. Eddleman and we said 
in unison, ªNo!º 

 
This should have been the hardest day.  Our crew really 
works together  well now.  The old and the young are 
patient with one another  now.   
 
We were almost above the tree line. 
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Day 9 

 
Nothing worthwhile was ever accomplished without the will 
to start, the enthusiasm to continue and, regardless of 
temporary obstacles, the persistence to complete. 
 
--Waite Phillips, from Waite Phillip’s Epigrams 

 

Woke up late this morning and we didn’ t get hiking 
until 9:00.  Went downhill all morning.  Saw a couple of 
deer  on the way down.  Great view of Baldy.  The kids 
had enough air  so they 
could talk all the way 
down.  Took a 20 
minute break at 10:00. 
 
 

We slept late after the day before.  It 
rained that night a lot but it was dry 
when we awakened.  I think everyone 
was still a bit altitude drunk when they 
awakened.   

Once we got started it was downhill 
and the kids started talking and 
singing.  They had been quiet for the 
most part for a couple of days while 
hiking because there wasn' t the air for 
conversation.  Now they talked 
incessantly.  We were heading for 
Sawmill Camp (9,280 ft). 

Hiked on until noon and arr ived at Sawmill Camp.  
Spir its were high and it was an easy walk but the cold 
rain moved in as we were setting up our  site.  This is a 
staffed camp and there are bears here.  As recently as 
last week they saw one.  With the declining weather  so 
do the spir its fall and we’ve had a few squabbles.   
 

At this camp we encountered something I never thought I would see ± litter.  Philmont 
has 18-20 thousand scouts on the ranch every year.  One of the things I was absolutely 
amazed at was the complete and total absence of litter of any kind.  I don' t think I saw 
any at all except for this camp. 

What do you do with your trash at Philmont?  There are some camps that are prepared to 
accept WELL COMPACTED trash, and you carry it until you can throw it away.  This 
may mean you' re carrying trash for several days. 
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Apparently a crew at this camp decided that they would hide their trash at one of the 
campsites.  They put it under rocks and logs.  We were warned of it and Mr. Pfau took it 
upon himself to find all the hidden trash and dispose of it.  He gave the staff a present ± a 
neatly wrapped bundle of trash.  They were grateful. 

 
When you enter  a camp there are a few things that you 
do – set up bear  bags, set up fly (to keep packs dry), set 
up tents, get water , and eat. 
 

Bear procedures dictate that you hang 
your bags when you make camp, or at 
least by 5:00 PM.  It is certainly in 
your best interest to do so at ANY 
time that you leave your camp.  Even 
if the big bears don' t come and harass 
you, the mini-bears can ruin your day 
by chewing holes in your pack.  If 
you' re silly enough to have food in 
your pack, they can get in that as well 
and you might go hungry. 

 
Had a supper for  
lunch so it took a bit longer  than most lunches.  At 
Philmont you have an optionally hot breakfast, a cold 
lunch, and a hot supper.  Since we had a dry camp the 
previous day, we ate a lunch last night so we’re eating a 
supper for  lunch today.  I t was Ramen, Chicken with 
Rice, Rice Pudding, and Hot chocolate.  The meals are 
really quite good.  I t rained all through lunch but it was 
a very light rain with thunder in the background.  I  am 
down at the sawmill where the boys are going to reload 
some 30.06 shells that they will go shoot. 
 

During reloading, they talked to the kids about the history of the 30.06.  There was a 
large group of kids there and the instructor started asking questions.  Our own Greg 
Kanneberg was in his element ± there was not a question that the man asked that he could 
not only answer, but elaborate on and explain.  At one point the instructor asked Greg a 
question (something about the foot-pounds of pressure developed when a 30.06 shell is 
fired) and Greg hesitated for a second.  The man said, ªI'm not picking on you or 
anything, I just wanted to know the answer.º  Greg supplied the answer. 

 
Eddie’s foot is doing much better .  I ’m hopeful that he’s 
star ting to take care of things for  himself. 
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Mr. Kanneberg is much quieter  today.  I  think he' s 
slipped into a more introspective mood.  All of the 
adults were quieter  on the way down the mountain this 
morning, but the kids were noisier .  They talked all the 
way down because they finally had more air  with which 
to speak. 
 
We' ve all been wonder ing how the boys are doing at 
camp this week and how the families are at home.  
We' ve been away over  a week. 
 

It makes you lonely being away from home.  It would have been a lot worse if the kids 
weren' t there with us though.  The other kids were at Camp Lewallen that week.  We had 
always spent some time at camp with the kids, and it was unnerving not knowing what 
was going on. 

 
The 30.06 shooting was a lot of fun.  The kids got to 
reload 3 rounds and fire them at the fir ing range.  They 
got to shoot ar ticles of clothing so Adam shot his hat 
and James shot my bandana and Greg shot his shir t. 
 

The rest of the evening was spent on supper and then advisors coffee.  There is a cabin 
there and we got to see the most glorious sunset we' ve ever seen.  It was a north view, 
and every few minutes you got a different aspect of the mountains in the distance.  I was 
told that one of the higher peaks in the distance was Pike' s Peak.  I took pictures, but as I 
expected they were only a shadow of what we saw with our own eyes. 

The program at Sawmill was a simple one, but a lot of fun.  They asked that you choose 
two members of your crew for a contest.  They didn' t tell you what the contest was, so 
you didn' t know who to choose.  We chose Greg and Matt.  The contest was ± pull-ups!  
They had a chinning bar and the one that did the most was the winner.  Our crew did not 
win, but they all had fun. 
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Day 10 

 
The best way out is always through. 
 
--Robert Frost 

 

 

Rained steady and hard a good par t of the night.  Woke 
up ear ly but we wanted to dry things.  Got moving 
about 9:30.  James had a bad morning.  He and Greg 
had a bad day with the washing of the dishes. 
 
I  broke the rules this morning and tr ied to wash James'  
neck.  I  used soap and water  and could not get it 
cleaned. 
 

I used warm water, a towel, and camp soap and scrubbed at him.  As unbelievable as it 
sounds, he would not come clean.  I took that as an omen, and instead of hoping to clean 
him I just tried not to look at the dirt as much. 

 
We' re going to Ute Gulch 
and then Hunting Lodge 
via Cimarroncito.  
Descended through lots of 
ecosystems.  Fir  forests, 
aspen forests, and finally 
pine.  Beautiful glens of 
flowers.   
 

We descended 1,200 feet on our way to Ute 
Gulch (8,080 feet) and you could tell be the 
trees that you passed through.  With the 
changes in altitude and aspect you saw 
different trees, flowers and wildlife.  We 
went down so fast we noticed the changes 
more. 

 
Arr ived at Ute Gulch Commissary after  a beautiful 
walk down into the valley.  We sat under a tree and ate 
lunch as large ants swarmed over  us.  Mountains of 
clouds formed and a breeze picked up. 
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I had to make mention of the ants, because it struck me as funny.  At home, if you had 
large black ants walking over you it would not take long to get up.  We had reached the 
point where, if the ants weren' t biting, who cares? 

 
The commissary is a large building that contains food 
for  the scouts.   The scouts are routed past one every 
three or  four  days.  We picked up enough food for  the 
remainder of our  trek. 
 
The outside of the building is covered in thick wire.  I t is 
there to keep the bears from r ipping apar t the building.  
 

They must really have issues with the bears.  There was also another wire that went all 
around the building.  There was a sign informing us that yes, it was an electric fence and 
no, it was not turned on right then.  

 
One crew picked up some food and came back bragging 
that they got some cinnamon toast crunch.  I  suggested 
to Bill that he fake a hear t attack and I ' d go grab the 
food.  He said he didn' t know if he' d be faking or  not. 
 

Well, it was funny at the time. 

We got our food and continued our hike to Hunting Lodge (7,760 ft) via Cimarroncito 
(8,400 ft).  It was a good hike and we really weren' t in any hurry to go anywhere.  
Cimarroncito is Spanish for ªlittle wild oneº.  It is one of the larger staff camps on 
Philmont, and stretches out for close to a mile in a spacious valley.  They apparently had 
never heard of a drought, and were very generous and offered all passing through the use 
of their shower facilities.  I had time to sit back and take some notes. 

 
Hiked into Cimarroncito camp and took a shower.  This 
is a nice camp!  They have a cabin where I  watched the 
crew' s packs while they got a shower.  They have a chef 
for  the staff.   
 
They have a problem with chipmunks, so they got a cat 
to deal with them.  The cat will stalk them but doesn' t 
know what to do with them when it catches them.   
 
The staff likes their  job here.  They seem to like it here – 
they' re very laid back.  Most of the staff seem to be 
college kids that work here as a summer job.  Most of 
the male staff are eagle scouts – not because this is a 
requirement, but because this is the type of scout that 
would come back to work here. 
 


