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HIGH SIERRA BACKPACK TRIP ɀ 2012 

Aug 20 through Aug 23. It 
was just Rod and Gary this 
ÙÅÁÒȢ "ÅÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÏ 
because his Visa for his 
study abroad in Rome was 
messed up and he had to 
stay to make sure it was 
taken care of and 
Elizabeth started working 
at Hillsboro High School 
that week. Marguerite had 
had her fill, at least for this 
year, of backpacking with 
our weekend, mosquito-
filled trip to Mile Lake in 
ÔÈÅ 3ÉÓÔÅÒȭs Wilderness; 
she opted to float in the 
pool and drink gin and 
tonics. Go figure. There 
was, I think, only one 
mosquito in the High 
Sierra during this time 
period; it has been so dry. 
That one and only 
mosquito found my left 
knee the first night. After 
that, no, zero, nada 
mosquitos! Best mosquito 
(or lack thereof) trip ever. 
On Friday, Gary finished a 
solo five-day, 500 mile 
bike ride down the Oregon 
coast from Tigard. He was 
a little on the tired side.  



DAY 1: SUNDAY, AUG 20 

EAGLE MEADOW TRAILHEAD TO EAGLE PASS 

We arrived at Eagle Meadow Trailhead about 12:30 PM on 
Sunday and ate a couple of sandwiches we bought down the 
road before trekking into the wilderness. By 1:00, our bellies 
were full of teriyaki chicken sandwiches and fries, and our 
spirits were full of expectant adventures. We packed up and 
headed towards Eagle Pass about four miles away on the 
Eagle Creek Trail.  

We had been warned by the park ranger when we got our 
trail passes as the Pinecrest Ranger Station that there was 
very little water, especially along the creeks where we were 
going. He showed us on the map where we might be able to 
find water. He circled the area of Cooper Pocket at the head of 
Cooper Meadow. The good thing was that was exactly where 
we were planning on going. He said if there was water in the 
creeks, then that would be the place to find it. We had 1.5 
gallons of water with us in six quart-sized water bottles.  

Along the trail we discovered that he was indeed correct. 
Eagle Creek was barren of water except in a very few isolated 
pockets of standing water in a few of the deeper pools. Of 
course, we had full water bottles so collected none of that 
water.  

The hike to the pass was pretty uneventful. I did see an eagle 
fly over, first seeing its shadow on the ground and then 
looking up to see it no more than maybe 50 yards above us. I 
fumbled for my camera but the next time I looked up, just 
secoÎÄÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ 

I am not going to be exact on the whole elevation gain thing, so will say that the climb from Eagle Meadow Trailhead, about four miles, was pretty easy, 
although we gained around 1,000 feet or so. We reached Eagle Pass (8,970 ft.) within a couple of very uneventful hours of easy hiking. 

  
 
 

Eagle Peak: The first picture of the trip. Note that that is not a granite peak, but volcanic. Cooper 
Meadow generally delineates the granite zone from the lava zone. One side of the valley is all lava 
and scree-covered hillsides. The other side of the Meadow is granite and like walking on a, 
sometimes very steep, sidewalk. 
 



 

Clockwise from top left (all pages 
follow this format):  
1. Eagle Pass marker: 8,970 

feet. It was pretty easy hike 
from the car to here. It got 
harder from this point on. 

2. View from where we turned 
off Eagle Creek Trail to go 
cross country for the next 
three days. Far right is the 
Three Chimneys. 

3. Castle Rock 
4. Gary eyes his objective of 

several years: the eye in the 
Three Chimneys. That is not 
a flaw in the picture in the 
third chimney on the right. It 
is a hole that goes directly 
through. GaryȭÓ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÖÅȡ 
Stand in the eye. 



  

 

 

 

 

1.  We rest before cross-
country to Three Chimneys. 
Rod with Cooper Meadow 
and Cooper Pocket at left of 
picture. Note all the Granite 
in the south-facing view. 

2. Different angle of Rod at 
same location. Note that it 
looks like completely 
different terrain. It is. No 
granite; all volcanic and a 
bunch of scree on the 
mountainsides.  

3. Not as many flowers this 
year as last. Very dry.  

4. Rest the dogs just a bit 
longer before we make the 
trek to The Three 
Chimneys. 



EAGLE PASS TO THE THREE CHIMNEYS 

After reaching Eagle Pass, we followed the trail for just a bit longer and then began the major cross-country portion (99 .9% of the next two days) by 
leaving the trail and going east along the south side of the ridge towards the The Three 
Chimneys.  

From a distance one would say that the cross-country jog around the ridge edge to The 
Three Chimneys would be pretty easy, what ×ÉÔÈ ÖÅÒÙ ȰÓÍÏÏÔÈȱ ÔÅÒÒÁÉÎ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÔÈÅ 
contour lines. However, this area is NOT GRANITE as is much of the Higher Sierra, but is 
lava scree, rock and some granite covered with the loose scree. I think of ball bearings 
spread across cement and then tilted at 30 degree angles. Try walking on that and, well, 
ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÔ×Ï ÓÔÅÐÓ ÕÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÄÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÎÅȱ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÄÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 
trying not to fall as you slide back. Put a 40 pound pack on your back to boot, and then 
you have an idea of what we were facing. The hike from the trail to The Three Chimneys 
was maybe two miles (at most) but it was over this scree-covered rock and traps. It was 
truly exhausting and both Gary and I struggled quite a bit.  

By the time we reached The Three Chimneys a good two hours had passed, and it was 
getting along to 5:00 or so. Neither of us had a watch (and neither of us really wanted to 
wear one). The sun told us we still had a good three hours of daylight left, so we were in 
no hurry. However, we did begin to become somewhat concerned about water. From our 
vantage point at the base of The Three Chimneys, we could see into Cooper Pocket and 
could see no flowing water, although there were some dark green spots down there. It 
looked promising, but there was no guarantee. Two years before this trip we had had to 
dry camp in the Strawberry Wilderness in Oregon (near Fossil Oregon) and it was not 
very pleasant. Then, we had one quart of water between us. Now, we still had about three 
quarts of water left. If we had to dry camp (which neither of us wanted to do) then we 
would at least have more water than we did two years before, but the prospect of find 
more water the next morning was pretty bleak and lay to the east over another ridge line 
at Ridge Lake.  

Although we were getting low on water, we still had time left in the day and our first day 
goal (Cooper Pocket) was in sight just down a scree-covered mountainside maybe ½ mile 
away. Gary decided, and I ɀ somewhat reluctantly ɀ agreed that he should climb up into 
the east chimney, the one with the hole that ran through it that you could see for miles around. His objective was to climb up into the hole. My objective 
was to follow him and take a picture of him in the hole. My objective was also to worry about him climbing that stuff and yelling up at him to be careful 
every two or three minutes. I wanted to go with him, but the scree was just too much for me, even without my pack on. We had dumped out packs below 
the chimneys to make it easier to climb up. 

Gary climbed and I followed, maybe 50 yards behind. I reached a point where I called it good and stopped. Gary yelled back at me that he would be back 
ÉÎ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ Á ÍÁÓÓÉÖÅ ÒÅÄ ÂÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ ) ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ȰÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȦȱ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒ ÁÂÏut 15 minutes. I started getting real 

 
'ÁÒÙȭÓ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÃÈÉÍÎÅÙȢ 



ÁÎÔÓÙȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ 3ÔÉÌÌȟ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÈÉÓ ÓÐÁÃÅȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÎÅØÔ ) ÓÁ× ÈÉÍȟ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ȰÄÁÄȱ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄȟ ÂÉÎÇÏȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ Èe was, waving at me from the 
hole in the east-side chimney. I tried to take pictures, but it was a good 200 yards away, so the two pictures I got with him in them are not the best, but 
that white spot is indeed Gary. He also took some good pictures from the hole. 

Gary disappeared from the hole doing whatever one does up there (taking a lot of pictÕÒÅÓȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓɊ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ρυ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ȰÄÁÄȱ ÁÎÄ 
looked around. He was standing on the scree at the base of the middle chimney. He was safe, or at least as safe as one can be on a 30 degree or more 
scree-covered slope that extends for a good ½ mile down a mountainside. He took one route and I retraced our steps back to the backpacks.  

Last year we had been close to The Three Chimneys and Gary wanted to climb into them then. But then, Elizabeth, Ben and I were able to talk him out of 
it. We had just finished a day of hard hiking then, so he had agreed. This time, it was an objective. He got to do what he had to wait a year for and I am glad 
he did it. 

  

 
I have a kid traipsing around up there somewhere. That is why fathers and mothers get old 
ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÙȣ 

 
Near the middle of the picture there is a white dot. That is Gary 
standing in the hole. 


