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	Mt Brewer (4136m) can be reached from Kings Canyon Park. Take 180 east to Cedars Grove Village and continue east to the end of the road. (From the Bay Area: Take 101 south, 152 east, 99 south. In Fresno, take 180 east and follow it to the end of the road, Roads End). The trailhead is at the end of the paved road. 
There are two hiking routes to Mt Brewer. The western route is via the Sphinx trail. 

Park at Roads End (end of the road from Cedar Grove Village). The trailhead is right in front of the tiny ranger station (at an altitude of about 1600m). After 3kms (about 20 minutes) of very nice trail, you reach the first fork (Paradise Valley). Bear right and walk over a set of four bridges. You are on the Bubbs Creek trail going east. Steep switchbacks take you in 3 kms (1 hour) to another fork. Turn right into the Sphinx trail (the "sphinx" is right on top of you, the other side of the creek), walk over the bridge and ascend the extremely steep trail to the top of the mountain in front of you. The whole way, you are flanked by rapids and waterfalls. At the top (about 1.5 hours, so about 3 hours from the start), the trail turns right and crosses a small creek. Then it bends left and continues roughly straight south. You want to get off the trail before it crosses the Sphinx creek (ideally, about 200m before the crossing, altitude of 2600m, about 3h 15' into the hike) and head south, coasting the creek. Keep higher than the creek to avoid the shrub. Walking through the redwoods is the best way to walk on soft soil and avoid both shrub (further down below) and boulders (further up the ridge). After about 25 minutes, you cross an eastern creek (dry in the summer). From this point you want to head southeast, basically facing the sun. After about 2 hours (5 hours from the start), you reach a meadow (lots of flowers). Then scramble up the rocks (about 100m) to Lower Sphinx Lake (5.5 hours, altitude of about 3000m) and up to Upper Sphinx Lake (6 hours). The best way to reach the upper lakes (generically called "Sphinx lakes") is to head southeast for the saddle above Upper Lake. This leads to three twin lakes. On top of that saddle one eventually sees Mt Brewer on the east. There is, needless to say, plenty of water along the way, so you don't need to carry much (unless you don't trust natural water, in which case carry the chemically filtered water that you buy in stores, yuck). 
The approach to Mt Brewer is via the northwestern face. 

Eastern route: follow Bubbs Creek trail to the junction with the East Lake trail (about 5 hrs), then head south towards East Lake (see the hike to East Lake). From East Lake follow the second western creek (Ouzel creek) upriver for 1km, then take the northern branch. Climb up and south to the Eastern Ridge. Then follow the Eastern Ridge west. There are bear lockers at East Lake. 

· Roads End (1534m) to Sphinx Creek junction (1914m): 6.5 kms, 1.5 hours 

· Sphinx Creek junction (1914m) to Charlotte Creek campground (4.5 hours) to East Creek junction (2490m): 10.9kms, 5 hours 

· East Creek junction (2490m) to East Lake: 3kms 

· East Lake to Ouzel creek: 0.5kms 

· Ouzel creek to northern branch: 2kms 

· Northern branch to East Ridge: 

· East Ridge to Mt Brewer summit: 

Total: 36.5 kms, 11 hours 

· King's Canyon weather 

· A Mt Brewer trip report 

· A Mt Brewer trip report 

· Kings Canyon and Sequoia trip reports 

· Kings Canyon Park 

· Kings Canyon Park's weather 

· Topozone of Mt Brewer 

Kings Canyon's visitor information: 559-565-3341 

Cedars Grove ranger station closes at 4pm and it's open only in summer. Grant Grove visitor center (180 entrance): open 8am-6pm in summer, 5km east on 180 from the Big Stump Entrance Station. 


http://www.snwburd.com/bob/emblem/peaks/brewer.html
The easiest access to Mt. Brewer is via Roads End in Kings Canyon, NP. The problem with this trailhead is that the elevation is barely above 5,000 ft, requiring 9,600+ ft of climbing. If you think an approach via Onion Valley might be easier, I measured the total roundtrip elevation gain to be well in excess of 10,000 ft, and more miles to boot. From Roads End, one can approach the peak from the east via East Lake, of from the West through Sphinx Col. The Sphinx Col route is shorter, although there is more cross-country travel, and some elevation loss going over Sphinx Col.

http://webs.lanset.com/pyamagata/Captions/Feb%202000%20Captions/brewer.html
MT. BREWER (13,570') August 14-16, 1981
Brewer is a SPS Emblem peak. I was mildly disappointed when only three other climbers signed up for this memorable trip. I shot four rolls of 36 exposure film, as the photographic opportunities would have Ansel Adams coming back for more!
We drove to Grant Grove to stay a night, car camping, then had a good breakfast at the nearby cafe. This was the morning of the start of our climb. Driving further east on Highway 180 to Roads End (elevation 5,000 feet), we parked, got our permit checked, then began with backpacks up the Bubbs Creek Trail. This trail heads along flat valley floor for two miles, then climbs up a rocky and sandy grade on the north side of Bubbs Creek. Crossing the bridge at the Sphinx Lakes Trail junction, we left the day hikers and tourists behind. The Sphinx Lakes Trail climbs up and up. It eventually goes over a 10,000 foot pass, then deep into the park backcountry.[image: image41.jpg]e





We having begun in clear weather, the dark clouds began to move in early in the day. There was some concern. I have good Gore-Tex rainwear, but one of the other climbers carried only a highly deficient form of nylon coated rainwear called a cagoule. Others had plain coated nylon. They choose cotton items as their wear of choice.
We reached the signed cutoff to Sphinx Lakes. As we hiked up through the trees, a cloud burst let loose. There was no way anyone would stay dry. One climber doffed all clothing except for his shorts, and took the rain's full force. I inquired about potential hypothermia, but due to the summer temperatures, exertion was enough to keep this person warm. We were to have thundershowers every day.
The weather cleared as we reached the Sphinx Lakes, and Dave took the lead, with the others following. Regarding my leadership, the others had simply silently revolted. I'll credit Dave as the effective leader of the group. The local chapter supports its members for whatever they do. I had partaken in similar revolts, but not without announcing my sign-off and position. It was all I could do to bag my peak and see the others return at the end of the trip.
Even the campsite was set by Dave. Ejecting the rebels for their independent ways would only cost me my company. They were three together, and the chapter would support them.
The sunset was gorgeous. We set up camp above the lakes, on some granite slabs with a high vantage point of the sunset. Wayne read a book, with clothing spread out to dry. I snapped a picture that doesn't really convey the glory of our high position, but would have to do.
I had a waterproof tarp along, with no tent. The nights stayed dry.
The next day, our summit day, the others were more civil, now, in allowing me to set the start time. We hiked over a rocky saddle, then had our view of the peak. It had gotten some fresh snow. The snow cross was distinct. Boulder-hopping over big granite talus, we came to the base of the class 2 north slopes. The others took off ahead. I carried my usual emergency bivouac gear, and they had light packs. Also, my five pound camera pack served to slow me down.
They soon disappeared out of sight above. I followed tracks in the snow to the ice gully that forms the middle of the cross. They had crossed this gully, and I had a nervous moment on the hard, slick surface. I realized later that they had turned about on their route, and then re-crossed the ice. I had a delay in trying to be safe and to climb with care. Their group had three sets of eyes to check the route. I essentially was climbing solo.
I topped out on the summit. The others had been there for some time. Dave ran over to and climbed a summit pinnacle, whooping and hollering. He was having a good time. Stating that it was class 4, none of the others chose to bag it. In my mind, it did look higher. I came back in 1994 to finish this climb by bagging this high rock. That was a point that stuck in my mind for years!
The group announced that they were going over to bag North Guard, an adjacent peak. I had to warn Wayne that the two others did class 5 unroped. He chose to go with them. So, I stayed on the Brewer summit and rested. I read through the Brewer register, and photographed interesting entries. Some renowned Sierra personalities had signed in.
The others were well on their way to North Guard. Clouds were forming, but I enjoyed my solo time on the summit of Brewer. Finally descending, I worked carefully down the boulder field. Down a thousand feet from the top, I scouted out an approach to the summit of North Guard. The only route I could see ended in a steep, holdless area of slabs. The others had made the top, and I could hear them. They had signed out in an nebulous fashion, but I found a comfortable boulder to wait on. I wanted to make sure they got down O.K.
Returning to our camp in mid-afternoon, we had more inclement weather. I took pictures of clouds welling up from the west. Spectacular!
The others were obviously better climbers, or, at least more daring in their own group. Two of them must be close friends. A lot of group dynamics must be involved in their joint decision to do what they wanted. For them, it must have been to hell with me, the official leader. One is a local chapter outings leader in his own right, even to this day. I had to worry that my driver, one of the group of three, might decide to leave me at the trailhead to make my own way home. That is supported by chapter policy. The Club takes no responsibility for transportation.
The last day, starting in the early morning, we hiked back to the cars together. Arriving back to Roads End by about lunch, they decided to go for a swim in the Kings River. I could only agree.
After the swim, we headed home, passing through Fresno. I shot a few more photos. It was hot in the Central Valley.
Pleased that I had bagged a great peak, I could only thank my stars that I was safe. The local chapter bans any disciplinary measures against members and participants, except, apparently, for me in 1986-87. Some leaders will not go without friends on the trip. Being a representative of the Sierra Club, that places one in an adversarial position with some hostile persons automatically. There are no acknowledgements that this was my trip lead, and that they'd do exactly what they wanted, no matter what. I now have to weigh groups of people as to whether they'd take a ride, then vote to go for pizza and beer, and to Hell with the peak! Among us independent mountaineers, a trip remains a loose, temporary, affiliation, not binding in any way. One day, there may be problems, as in years later. The chapter decided to institute official training, but as an independent leader, you'd best have true climbing friends along.
BACK TO THOUSAND PEAKS HOME PAGE
http://www-db.stanford.edu/~crespo/Pictures/brewer/
Mt. Brewer

13570ft, 4136m, class 2, 7/15/01



On Friday, we left early in the afternoon, stopping at REI so Louis could rent an ice axe. We arrived late in the evening at Kings Canyon and spent the night at the Sentinel campground ($14 per night). 

Early in the morning, we headed to the Roads End Ranger Station and obtained the permit. The ranger told us that he did not think that ice axes were needed for Brewer, so we left them in the car. The route starts in the Bubbs Creek trail, then takes the Sphinx Creek trail. The Sphinx Creek trail is very exposed at first, with countless switchbacks carved into the rock. Half way up, it is more sheltered and the switchbacks become longer. Do not miss the awesome rock formation called the Sphinx (for obvious reasons). 




Picture by Louis Perrochon
The Sphinx
Eventually, we left the Sphinx Creek trail and started the cross-country route to the Sphinx Lakes. The route is very easy to follow, you just need to keep ascending over the drainage. After we left the trail, we continue on the left side (east) of the creek. The trick to make for a "walk in the park" is to follow the creek high enough so you are out of the brush, but low enough so you avoid boulder hopping (and this is talking by experience): 




Picture by Louis Perrochon
Bouldering and bush wacking our way up
In retrospective, the best route is to leave the trail just before it crosses the creek and immediately ascend 200 feet by going almost straight East, then, continue South and cross a tributary of the Sphinx Creek. Keep ascending, so you keep yourself in the forest between the boulders further up and the brush further down. Sometimes you may have to go over some small sections of boulders, but this is much better than the brush further down. At about 9300ft, you reach a meadow, at the opposite side of the meadow there is a 300ft pile of boulders that you need to cross. Look carefully for an old unmaintained trail (we put several cairns that may still be there), for easy climbing. Shortly after the pile of boulders, one gets to Lower Sphinx Lake.




Picture by Louis Perrochon
Lower Sphinx Lake



Picture by Arturo Crespo
Lower Sphinx Lake
At Lower Sphinx Lake we found a group that was heading out and that has captured more trouts that they could carry. They offered us 9 trouts that we gladly accepted.

From Lower Sphinx Lake, we took an excellent trail (to the right of the lake) that avoids the marshy area. After a short and fun talus and slabs walk, we arrived to Upper Sphinx Lake, our base for Brewer. It took us 9 hours to arrive there from the trailhead. However, we didn't have any hurry so we took extended breaks in the way. I think it is possible to do it in 6 or 7 hours at a faster pace.




Picture by Louis Perrochon
Upper Sphinx Lake
There are excellent campsites at upper Sphinx Lake. Mt. Brewer (or the saddle that leads to it) is not visible from the lake. 




Picture by Louis Perrochon
Upper Sphinx Lake
After setting camp, it was "cooking time." I have never cleaned fish before, so Dawn had to walk me through the steps: cut the middle, remove the guts, remove the gills... I have to say that it was a lot less messy and bloody that I was expecting.

After cleaning the trouts, we fried them in butter... Yummy!!! Zwia, a vegetarian, just kept at a safe distance from us; while Louis, in solidarity with her, didn't touch the trouts.




Picture by Louis Perrochon
Alpen glow from Upper Sphinx Lake
We woke up early, ready to tackle Mt. Brewer. From Upper Sphinx Lake (lake 10514), it took us 5 hours to get to the summit. This was done at a moderate pace. The route just keeps going up the lakes. It's no hard until you get to the last lake. At this lake, an obvious saddle is visible. The saddle is just a big pile of huge boulders in the center and smaller boulders to the sides. We believe that the best way of climbing it is to start on the side and head towards a green patch half way to the top. After that point, climb straight to the top. After one reaches the saddle, Brewer is in front.




Picture by Arturo Crespo
Mt. Brewer
We climbed down the saddle heading to the end of a prominent ridge, we went around the ridge and cross a relatively deep canyon (losing some altitude in the process). We ascended in the right side of the canyon on easy slabs until we reached the Northwest face of Brewer.

The northwest face of Brewer was partially covered with snow (4 big snow fields with the two upper ones so hard that crampons would be needed for ascending them). Given that we didn't have crampons or ice axes, we climbed on the rocks to the side of the snow fields. The climb on those rocks is almost class 3. The best route we found was to climb to the right of the snowfields up to the last one, then traverse horizontally under the last snow field and climb to its left. We reached the summit by a short chute that was partially covered with ice.




Picture by Arturo Crespo
Arturo at the top of Brewer



Picture by Arturo Crespo
Louis at the top of Brewer
The register is not in the apparent highest point, instead is in a pinnacle to the left end of the summit ridge. The views from the top are one of the best I've ever seen.




Picture by Louis Perrochon
Arturo at the top of Mt. Brewer



Picture by Louis Perrochon
The nice register at the top:




Picture by Louis Perrochon
The way down



Picture by Louis Perrochon
Arturo going down



Picture by Louis Perrochon
We came from up there?



Picture by Louis Perrochon
A last look at Mt. Brewer
It took us 2.5 to come back from Brewer to Upper Sphinx Lake. At that time, it was not worth going back to the trailhead, so we decided to camp an extra night. 




Picture by Louis Perrochon
Back at Upper Sphinx Lake



Picture by Arturo Crespo
Alpen Glow
On Monday, we lifted camp early in the morning and in exactly 5 hours we returned to the trailhead. After some difficulty finding a place to eat (no veggies allowed in Fresno!), we arrived late in the afternoon at the Bay Area. 
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Continued... 

Mt. Brewer is named for the most important figure of the Whitney Survey Party in the 1860's (yes, Whitney is more famous, but he wasn't even along for all the field work - that was headed up by William H. Brewer). Like Mt. Goddard to the north, it stands tall for miles around, and set apart from the high peaks of the Sierra Crest, the views from its summit are impressive. Though shy of being a California 14er, a climb from Roads End near Cedar Grove still involves over 8,500ft of gain, and nearly 30mi roundtrip. 

The Mt. Brewer dayhike started out as somewhat of a joke several years ago when Mark Connell set out on a quest to climb Mt. Brewer one morning. Though the attempt was serious, the unbelievers he had camped with at Cedar Grove poked fun of him later online (all in good fun), convinced of it's impracticality. When I heard about it, the idea intrigued me a great deal. A made-to-order death march - what could be more fun? Some months later when the creek levels were lower (high water in Bubbs Creek had stopped Mark on the first attempt), I contacted Mark and got him interested in a second attempt. A few weeks before we were set to go, I found I had two additional days off and decided to plan a more extended trip into the region, including an ascent of Mt. Brewer. Mark couldn't take the additional time off, but went ahead with his second attempt at the dayhike. This time he got to over 12,000ft before realizing he'd gotten off-route and wasn't on Mt. Brewer's East Ridge as planned. After being out for 16hrs, Mark returned exhausted and swore off the dayhike attempt. Two years later I began to push for long dayhikes in the Sierra, notably attempting to climb 10 of the 15 Emblem peaks in the 2001 Sierra Emblem Challenge. While Mt. Brewer is one of the Emblem peaks, it was both inconvenient (since it has a west-side approach) and one of the toughest (5th hardest of the 15) to dayhike. Then in 2002 after a failed first attempt, I managed to dayhike Mt. Williamson which is the 4th hardest of the emblem peaks. With that success, my attention once again turned to Mt. Brewer. I felt I was finally fit enough to give it a try, and invited Mark to join me when I found a free weekend at the end of July. Mark declined, though he did join me for a very fine outing to Alta Peak which I used as an acclimatization climb the day before. I wasn't sure which of two routes was best for the attempt - either heading to East Lake and approaching from the east, or heading up Sphinx Creek and approaching from the west. Not convinced either was obviously easier, I decided to ascend from the east and descend to the west in a huge loop that would cover both routes. That would surely be more fun than simply returning the same way I came. 

After Mark left me in the Wolverton parking lot following our hike to Alta Peak, I headed back out towards Cedar Grove. On the way I stopped at Grant Grove to see if I could find a room for the night, but was told everything was booked solid. I pleaded, and even begged a little. She admitted she had one room, but didn't want to give it to me. She said they had so many complaints about it that I'd be better off camping outside. She was so convincing in depicting this hovel as a huge mistake, that I stopped begging and thanked her for her time. I continued on to Cedar Grove where I found the grill open and serving tasty cheeseburgers. They probably weren't really that tasty, but after hiking all day, they sure seemed like it. After dinner I stood in line to get a hot shower, only to find it was coin-operated and I had no quarters on me. I went to the laundry room to use the change machine, and after I inserted my old, wrinkled bill in for the fifth time or so one of the laundry patrons took pity on me, informing me the machine was broken. Two strikes. Finally I got some quarters from the clerk in the store (I was really expecting him to tell to go use the change machine), and was able to enjoy the hot shower that by now I was desperately wanting. To further soothe my nerves, I bought a Hagen-Daaz ice cream bar at the store on my way out - now life was good. Heading towards Roads End, I looked for a suitable rogue camping site, but nothing seemed to fit the bill. Outside of Cedar Grove, it seemed the only place I could park overnight without drawing suspicion would be at Roads End where the majority of the backpackers leave their cars. 

I couldn't sleep outside my car as it was too early and there were still people milling about and returning from afternoon dayhikes. Then I hit upon what seemed pure genius - sleeping inside the patio at the permit station. The patio had wooden shutters on the windows that could be closed to keep the light out, and who would be wandering into the building once the rangers had vacated it? I took my pad and sleeping bag and set them up in a corner of the wooden deck, and closed the door and all but one of the windows. Though it was only 7:30p and still very light out, it was fairly dark inside. It was several hours before I actually went to sleep, though just lying there was doing my body a world of good in letting it repair itself. I heard a number of parties returning from the trail as they passed by the building, and half expected them to come inside to sign the register or just look around. Sometime after I'd fallen asleep I was awakened by the sound of metal banging. It repeated several times, and I suspected there was a bear trying to see if it could get into one of the dozens of bear boxes located around the parking lot outside (I'd left my cooler and food locked in one of them). Around 11p a car pulled up outside and woke me again. I peered through the window, but could only see the headlights of a vehicle to go with the voices I heard mumbling. I suspected it was a ranger doing a patrol and hoped they'd drive away soon. Would they notice the closed windows and investigate? The voices grew closer and I realized they were coming inside. I tried to think hard for a good excuse that might help me avoid a fine - I had neglected this detail earlier. 

Two figures came through the door, headlamps blazing. Almost immediately I realized they weren't rangers (rangers would have flashlights, not headlamps). At the same time the newcomers jumped a bit when they saw me lying there in the corner - maybe they thought I was bear or something about to pounce them. They began to apologize, but I told them it was OK, it wasn't their fault and to please come in. They wanted to know what time the permit office opened, to which I directed them to the hours posted on the bulletin board. After they'd gotten the info they wanted, they left and I went back to sleep. The banging noises outside continued on and off through the night waking me often, but not really depriving me of much rest. 

At 3:30a my alarm went off and I quickly got up, dressed, and packed up my stuff. Then I went out to the car to get myself some breakfast. What I found first surprised, then angered me. The doors of the bearbox which held my ice chest and food were wide open. Expecting the contents to be ransacked, I was thankful that everything was still intact. Inside the metal box were a number of additional food bags that had been deposited after I'd left my stuff at 7p. Parked next to my car was the same car that had wakened me earlier, and inside its two passengers were asleep. Evidently, they had cached their food and forgotten to close the doors - even though they were there right in front of them as they went to sleep. My first reaction was to toss all their food out into the parking lot where the bears could get what theses guys didn't seem too keen on protecting. My second reaction was to bang on their hood to have them wakened by a maniac screaming obscenities at them. After I calmed myself a bit, neither of these seemed viable alternatives, and could likely end in injury or threats to myself, or damage to my vehicle - after all I was about to leave for an all day hike, and leaving my car in the presence of two angered gentlemen wouldn't have boded well. So in the end I simply ate breakfast, locked up the box, and stowed my gear in my car. Why the bears didn't find this free meal is beyond me. I'm guessing I was either lucky or the bears aren't as smart as we're led to believe. 

It was 4a when I headed out, and of course very dark. My headlamp worked ok, though I should have changed the batteries in it after the last outing - seems I never remember about checking it until I'm out on the trail again. I suppose one of these days the light will be so dim I'll smack my head on a tree branch or trip over a rock and land on my face - then I'll probably remember to change the batteries. I hiked up the trail, flat for the first several miles, crossed over the bridge, and headed up the Bubbs Creek Trail. I cruised up the switchbacks at the headwall that carries one to the upper canyon, where the gradient relents and is actually quite pleasant moving through a mix of forest and fern gardens. As it grew light outside around 5:30a, I switched the headlamp off and stuffed it in my pocket. 

At 6a I was startled by a medium-sized bear crashing right to left across the trail, emerging and disappearing again in the aspen thickets. A few seconds later a small cub of about 50lbs or so waddled across the trail in pursuit of its mother. I tried to get my camera out of its case to take a shot, but before I could get it turned on the cub had disappeared as well. As I put the camera away, mother bear took off again, this time back to the right side of the trail before disappearing. I had my camera out and ready for the cub this time, but now all was silent. Hmm... I stood there for several minutes waiting for the bears to reunite on one side of the trail or the other, but nothing stirred. They say to never get between a bear and its cub, but that's what I'd have to do since they didn't seem interested in hanging together anymore. I cautiously walked up the trail, moving slowly, expecting to hear one or the other make a move. But all remained silent and I never heard from either of them again. And there I was holding my camera and not a single shot. It grew lighter outside and the sun began to reach the peaks on either side of the canyon, though I was still shaded down in the forest (and liking the fact that the sun wasn't beating on me yet). 

I reached Junction Meadow at 8a where I found many flowers in bloom and the sun finally reached the trail. I easily crossed Bubbs Creek on a log a short distance west of where the trail crossed the stream. Previously I'd had to wade across, so the log crossing proved a bonus, and I didn't have to bother taking my shoes off, carrying them across, and putting them back on again. I was wearing sneakers for this hike, a change from my usual leather boots. I had recalled a dayhike to Mt. Ritter a few years earlier where I'd forgotten my boots and had to wear my tennis shoes instead. It worked out quite well, even with crampons attached to cross the SE Glacier. So for this trip I thought I'd see if the $12 sneakers could hold up to the beating, and see if my feet might not enjoy it a whole lot better as well. On the trail at least, they worked fine, and my feet and toes were quite happy. 

As I climbed the trail out of Junction Meadow, I had a fine view of the sculpted, confusing rock features that make up Mt. Bago's South Face. There appears to be much fine granite there, and many, many possible climbing lines. I crossed a bridge over to the east side of East Creek, and enjoyed more shaded hiking as the sun was now blocked by West Vidette towering above the trail to the east. At 9a I reached East Lake, and started cross-country, heading west at the lake's outlet. Mt. Brewer and the East Ridge are clearly visible from the lake, and it looked like route-finding would be rather easy - how had Mark gotten lost on this route, I wondered. The topo shows two creeks entering East Lake from the west, and I headed up the second labelled Ouzel Creek on the map. This was easy, nice travelling under the forest canopy, climbing granite benches softened with layers of dirt, pine needles, and other vegetation. I stayed north of the creek at all times, mostly 40-80 yards distance as I looked for the easiest route up. The creek itself seemed lined with dense vegetation that looked like much bushwhacking if I ventured too close. I had made good time reaching East Lake, 13.5mi distance from the TH in 5hrs. I mistakenly began to think I was going to cruise up Brewer in only a few more hours seeing I had but three miles to go. That turned out to be quite wrong. As I climbed up further, the obvious East Ridge of Brewer was no longer as obvious as it had been back at East Lake. I had trouble making sense of the topo, and began to question that I was following the correct creek. I convinced myself that I was following the main one to the south, but there was a major branch heading north that wasn't at all indicated on the map. Further, the contours even on the 7.5min map just weren't accurate enough to determine my location. I climbed higher on the start of the ridge that I guessed (correctly) was the East Ridge. Once above treeline, the route became clearer and the views finer. From a higher vantage point, I could see that that northern branch from Ouzel Creek drained several lakes in that direction - the same lakes that the map showed drained into the creek parallel and north of Ouzel Creek. It was soon obvious that this area hadn't been mapped carefully by the USGS - it seems they got the location of the major features right (the lakes and ridges), but then guessed on the drainage and contours. The route I took to gain the East Ridge was fairly direct but involved some easy class 3 climbing. An easier (class 2) route would have been to follow the north-branching fork past the upper lakes, and then following the drainage upstream further where it led to the easier slopes on the NE side of the East Ridge. 

It took over three hours for me to climb most of the East Ridge. It was a combination of granite ledges, large and medium size boulders, some talus. Not an exciting climb, but straightforward at least, class 2 as advertised. As I neared the top of the ridge where it joins the class 2 South Ridge, I noticed that the rock to the right steepens considerably. I could see the normal exit from the ridge, but decided to see if I could find a more elegant and direct route up the steeper face I found there. I climbed some exposed chimneys that were class 4-5, and traversed around onto the Northeast Face very near the top. Yikes! The drop-off was dramatic and nearly took my breath away. I tried two different routes to make progress, backing off the first and getting no more than a few steps up a slanting open book with a hand crack up the spine. It was probably 5.6 or so, and only about 15 feet long, but it was making me think hard and long due to the thousand or so feet my soon-to-be-lifeless body would tumble should I fall. The remoteness of the locale factored heavily, though that seems more of a psychological reason - I would have been equally dead if my body bounced a thousand feet down to the roadside. I balked and went back around the way I came, downclimbing the chimneys and returning to the easier portion of the East Ridge. I spent about half an hour in my little off-adventure, but I didn't consider it wasted time as it was pretty fun class 4-5 climbing while it lasted. Once onto the South Ridge, it was another 15 minute scramble over some large block to the summit, arriving at 1p. 

Earlier in the day the sky had been a fine blue, but now all was a hazy gray. The McNally Fire that raged south of Sequoia had brought much smoke over the area, more than I've seen on any other outing in the Sierra. Rather than the sweeping, unobstructed views one usually gets from the summit, I could see little more than the nearest peaks. North and South Guard were hazy but recognizable, but little else could be discerned. I found my previous entry in the summit register from my visit three years earlier, and added a new one for today. I had a granola bar and some water, then headed down the Northwest Slope. This is an easy descent, one I had done before, and there is no tricky route-finding - just head down the broad chute and descend boulders turning to talus. The most tedious section is near the bottom where one can't reach the bottom soon enough. After a thousand feet or so I reached the bottom where I found the gently sloping, compact sand floors much more enjoyable to travel across. I had a nice view looking up to North Guard on the other side of the canyon, and wished I had the energy for the very fun climb to the summit. That will have to wait for the South Guard - Brewer - North Guard dayhike combo some other time. :) The sandy floor gave way to granite slopes and benches as I headed down the canyon towards Big Brewer Lake. Well before reaching the lake I began to contour around the north side of the canyon which brought me to the lake just southeast of Sphinx Col. Above the lake I had about 300ft of climbing to reach the col, and this went slowly due to my general state of exhaustion. As it was the last uphill of the day, I was able to accept it graciously without referencing expletives, which would have been of little benefit anyway. 

I reached Sphinx Col at 3p, and took a last hazy look at Mt. Brewer before heading northwest down upper Sphinx Canyon. The land here is dramatic but desolate, sweeping cliffs and much rock, but only very sparse vegetation trying to survive amongst the boulder piles. The hike down to Lake 10962ft is three quarters of a mile of boulder hopping. It takes much concentration for exacting foot placements, and is consequently very tiring. As I neared the lake the vegetation increased to a degree, and I marvelled at the variety of wildflowers that took root in such feeble soil. Columbines, shooting stars, and others, I stopped several times to photograph them. Another mile and I came to Sphinx lakes, a pair of jewels lying side by side at 10,500ft, a fine camping locale that sees few visitors. I crossed between the two lakes and found a use trail on the northwest side of the eastern lake, but wasn't able to follow it long before losing it. 

Below Sphinx Lakes I entered the tree line, and began a series of descents down steep headwalls followed by a lake or flat, marshy area. From my previous trip I thought there were 3 such undulations, but found there were five, and over two more miles before reaching the Avalanche Pass Trail. I carried a map I'd printed from TopoZone, but it covered only the area between East Lake and Sphinx Lakes. The rest I figured should be obvious, but I found my recollection of lower Sphinx Canyon to be worse than I'd hoped. It was 5p when I reached the trail, and another hour hiking down to Bubbs Creek. By now I was quite tired and wishing the trail would end, but I still had more than four miles to go. My feet began to complain, but I paid them little heed - I wasn't doing any hiking the following day, so a little trashing and some blisters were acceptable if I could get back a bit faster. The smoke continued to obscure the sky, and as the sun began to drop lower in the sky it turned from a honey yellow to orange, to a blood red color. Crossing the creek I was fascinated by the orange fire dancing on the water, a result of the smoke-obscured sun reflecting off the creek's surface. Of course the pictures didn't really do justice to the scene - they rarely do. 

I returned, finally, to Roads End at 7:25p, 15hr25m after I'd left. I was surprised to find that though it had been a long and exhausting day, it hadn't felt at all like the death march I experienced on Williamson a few weeks earlier. Perhaps my body was getting used to the punishment and growing more fit, or possibly it had just given up on me when it realized I wasn't reacting appropriately to the pain signals being sent to my brain. After unloading my stuff into my car and grabbing a drink from the cooler, I took ten minutes to take a refreshing bath in the Kings River a short walk away, and change into some clean clothes. The water was cold but not freezing, and in fact was a much better experience than the hot shower had been the night before. Next time I think I'll skip the search for quarters and standing in line, and instead go for the quick dunk in the creek. My shoes held up remarkably well, looking little worse for the wear. They had done well on the boulder and talus fields, and treated my feet better than my boots have on such long hikes. Later I decided to use the same shoes for my Southern California Tour, as well as the 2002 Mountaineers Challenge, both of which they performed fine under varied conditions. Perhaps boots were unnecessary for Sierra dayhikes. 

It was a long drive home, taking nearly five hours, and it was 12:30a in the morning before I arrived in San Jose and could crawl into bed. Fortunately the family was out of town until the following afternoon and I was able to sleep in for some much-deserved rest until well into the morning hours... 



Submit online text corrections or comments about the story.


More of Bob's Trip Reports
For more information see these SummitPost pages: Mt. Brewer
Check out Sierra Scrambles for more discussions and trip reports on Sierra peak bagging adventures 
For corrections or comments, please send feedback to: snwbord@hotmail.com 
Etymology:
	Mt. Brewer (13,570 ft.)
	Named by Whitney Survey in 1864


Also Creek, Lake

"William Henry Brewer (1828-1910), the principal assistant and chief operative in the field to Whitney on the first California State Geological Survey. Bewer was interested in geography, geology, and botany -- all the sciences underlying or connected with agriculture. He was professor of agriculture at the Sheffield Scientific School at Yale from 1865 ot 1903. 

'From Sugar Loaf Rock (Sugarloaf), there is a magnificent view up the valley to the group of mountains forming the western crest of the Sierra, the culminating point of which was named Mount Brewer.' (Whitney, Geology, 377-78.) 

The first ascent was made by Brewer and Charles F. Hoffmann on July 2, 1864. 'Temp 35. Up at dawn to climb a high cone about five miles East, towards which we have been working for some time. H. and I went and were 8 hours in reaching it, a very hard climb. The peak much higher than we anticipated, being some 13,600 ft. Grand view, but more desolate than I have seen before ... Slid down a great snow slope. We were less than two minutes in coming down what it had taken us over three hours to surmount.' (Brewer diary, July 2, 1864, in Bancroft Library.) 

Brewer, Hoffmann, and Gardiner made the second ascent two days later. The peak apparently was not climbed again until three Sierra Club members did it in 1895. In 1896 a woman with another Sierra Club party found on the summit the bottle containing Brewer's record of the second ascent. This was later removed to the Sierra Club's rooms in San Francisco, where it was destroyed by the earthquake and fire of 1906. (See SCB 1, no. 7, Jan. 1896: 288-89; SCB 2, no. 2, May 1897: 88; SCB 11, no. 3, 1922: 252.)" 
- Peter Browning, Place Names in the Sierra Nevada 
Camped at the head of Brewer Creek, 1864:
"Saturday, July 2, we were up at dawn, and Hoffmann and I climbed the cone, which I had believed to be the highest of this part of the Sierra. We had a rough time, made two unsuccessful attempts to reach the summit, climbing up terribly steep rocks, and at last, after eight hours of very hard climbing, reached the top [of Mt. Brewer]. The view was yet wilder than we have ever seen before. We were not on the highest peak, although we were a thousand feet higher than we anticipated any peaks were. We had not supposed there were any over 12,000 or 12,500 feet, while we were actually up over 13,600, and there were a dozen peaks in sight beyond as high or higher! 
Such a landscape! A hundred peaks in sight over thirteen thousand feet -- many very sharp -- deep canyons, cliffs in every direction almost rivaling Yosemite, sharp ridges almost inaccessible to man, on which human foot has never trod -- all combined to produce a view the sublimity of which is rarely equaled, one which few are privileged to behold. 
There is not so much snow as in the mountains farther north, not so much falls in winter, the whole region is drier, but all the higher points, above 12,000 feet are streaked with it, and patches occur as low as 10,500 feet. The last trees disappear at 11,500 feet -- above this desolate bare rocks and snow. Several small lakes were in sight, some of them frozen over. 
The view extended north eighty to ninety miles, south nearly as far -- east we caught glimpses of the desert mountains east of Owens Valley -- west to the Coast Range, 130 or more miles distant. 
On our return we slid down a slope of snow perhaps eight hundred feet. We came down in two minutes the height that we had been over three hours in climbing. We got back very tired, but a cup of good tea and a fine venison soup restored us." 
- William Brewer, Up and Down California 
Francis P. Farquhar edited Brewer's letters into the book, Up and Down California, from which the above passage was taken. The introduction to the book is an excellent biography of Brewer's life, and provides much background into the Whitney Survey party that did much of the early mapping of the Sierras, and gave us a number of lasting place names for the peaks. Below is the introduction to the book: 

"By the year 1860 California was showing signs of too much mining excitement. The days of '49 were irrevocably gone. For a decade gold mining had passed from one phase to another and disorganized individual enterprise had given way to corporate organization, capital outlay, and engineering skill. Nevertheless, the old gambling spirit pesisted, stimulated by occasional rich strikes and partial successes. Moreover, the gold fever had aroused a general interest in minerals, so that there were frequent "excitements" over discoveries of silver, tin, quicksilver [mercury], and even coal. Immense resources seemed to lie all about; yet, somehow, they did not materialize with the expected abundance. Under these circumstances it became clear to certain of the more sober minds in the state that definite scientific knowledge was needed to give better direction to the development of resources. 
Foremost among those who perceived this need was Steven J. Field, at that time a justice of the Supreme Court of California, later of the Supreme Court of the United States. He realized that a geological survey of the state, in order to accomplish its purposes, must be not only competent in science, but strictly impartial and unprejudiced. He was determined, therefore, that it should be kept out of politics and that it should be free from local influences. Everything would depend upon the character and qualifications of the man to be placed in charge of the work. Accordingly, before urging the matter in public, Justice Field quietly sought advice of the leading men of science in the East and asked them to recommend a sutable director. The name that received the preponderance of endorsements was that of Josiah Dwight Whitney, a graduate of Yale, who had been engaged for a number of years in various state surveys and whose book, The Metallic Wealth of the United States, had attracted wide attention. Consequently, when the bill came up for consideration in the legislature, Justice Field and his associates, in spite of strong opposition from several locally supported rivals, were able to have Whitney designated in the act itself as State Geologist. 
The act of April 21, 1860, in appointing the State Geologist, directed him: "With the aid of such assistants as he may appoint, to make an accurate and complete Geological Survey of the State, and to furnish, in his Report of the same, proper maps and diagrams thereof, with a full and scientific description of its rocks, fossils, soils, and minerals, and of its botanical and zoological productions, together with specimens of the same." Whitney accepted the appointment and set about organizing the personnel and equipment for his work. 
The first man selected by Whitney for his staff was William H. Brewer. The two had never met, and did not do so until the very eve of departure for California; but so convincing was the recommendation of Professor Brush, of Yale, to whom Whitney had addressed an inquiry, and so entirely suitable were Brewer's qualifications, that the matter was arranged by correspondence. The next four years were to show how extremely fortunate Whitney was in this selection. It was of vast importance that his right-hand man should be of the strongest fiber, of unflagging energy, the soundest judgment, the utmost tact, and of unequivocal honesty and loyalty. Happily, these were the very qualifications that distinguished the character of Brewer. 
Brewer's professional attainments were not those of a geologist. He was educated primarily in the sciences centering about agriculture. But in grounding himself in these he had learned methods applicable to the study of all natural sciences. He was a very keen and careful observer, ever mindful of the importance of accuracy and of order. Moreover, he had a native shrewdness that enabled him to recognize the relative significance of things and draw sound conclusions from his data. In these qualities he was, in fact, superior to his chief; for Whitney, in spite of his compendious knowledge and high intellectual attainments, was inclined to be dogmatic. There were other respects in which there was a contrast between the two. Whitney was forever quarreling with those with whom he disagreed; Brewer, no matter how pronounced might be his views, was always ready to let good fellowship and good humor prevail. There was a genial quality about him that proved a saving grace for the Survey on more than one occasion. Let it be said of Whitney, however, that with those whom he considered his peers and with the members of his own staff he was on the best of terms. 
Notwithstanding the high rank to which he rose in the academic world, Brewer was first and last a farmer, and his life story constantly reflects his closeness to the soil. This is exemplified in his sound common sense, his farmer's handiness with everyday contrivances, his ability to keep the wheels of work going through all kinds of adversities of weather, the zest with which he engaged in hard labor, the sincerity and generosity of his relations with men, the heartiness of his humor, the wholesomeness with which he relished a salty episode, and, finally, in the sound fruition that followed his labors. 
William Henry Brewer was born at Poughkeepsie, New York, September 14, 1828. The family soon afterward removed to Ithica, where he grew up accustomed to the duties of a boy on a small farm. A Dutch ancestor, Adam Brouwer Berkhoven, had come to New Amsterdam in 1642, but as generations passed in the New World the name Berkhoven was dropped and Brouwer became Brower. Not until the American Revolution did the further transition to Brewer occur. Ancestry on the mother's side also extended to Colonial times; the DuBois family, Huguenots, came to New York in 1662. William Henry Brewer had one brother, Edgar, three and a half years younger, who lived for most of his life on the family farm at Enfield. William Henry attended district school and then spent four winters at Ithica Academy. 
Such was the simple background when, in 1848, he secured his father's permission to study agricultural chemistry for a year at Yale under Professor Benjamin Silliman, Jr., and Professor Jon Pitkin Norton. When Brewer set out for New Haven in October, 1848, he traveled for the first time on a public conveyance. This journey was the beginning of an unfoldment that soon led to farther horizons that he had visioned on the farm. His year at Yale was extended to two. He applied himslef eagerly to his studies and formed lasting friendships. He was one of the first members taken into Berzelius Society after its formation. 
At the end of two years Brewer returned to Enfield and began his career as a teacher, first at Ithica Academy, then at an agricultural school. In the summer of 1852 he was summoned to New Haven to be examined for the degree of Bachelor of Philosophy, which was to be conferred upon those who had studied in the "School of Applied Chemistry." On July 29, 1852, with George J. Brush, William P. Blake, and three others, he received the degree. This was the first class to be graduated from what is now the Sheffield Scientific School. 
For the next three years he taught at Ovid Academy, Ovid, New York, constanty strengthening his conviction that the future development of agriculture lay in the study and application of the natural sciences. With this conviction, he resolved to go to the fountainhead of scientific teaching, and in September, 1855, he sailed for Hamburg on the bark Ericsson. Going directly to Heidelberg, he entered the analytical laboratory of Professor Bunsen, and a year later moved on to Munich, where he studied under Liebig. In the summer of 1856 Brewer took to the open, walking six hundred miles through Switzerland. While the study of botany was his primary motive, he did not fail to be impressed with the splendors of the mountain scenery. This journey, and a shorter one in the Tyrol the following spring, afforded experience in mountain travel that was to assist him immeasurably in California a few years later. Before returning to Ovid in the fall of 1857, he attended lectures on chemistry by Chevreul in Paris, went on a brief botanical expedition to the south of France, and saw a little of England. It is typical of his weighing of values that in order to enjoy these added travels he chose to come home "steerage" on the steamer from Liverpool. 
A year after his return from Europe, Brewer was called to a professorship of chemistry at Washington College (now Washington and Jefferson College), Pennsyulvania. Meanwhile, in August, 1858, he had married Angelina Jameson. His new position and his family life were, however, of brief duration, for in the summer of 1860, shortly after the birth of a son, his wife died, and a few weeks later the child followed. It was at this sad moment that the offer came from Whitney to go to California, and Brewer welcomed the opportunity of leaving the melancholy associations that a continuance at Washington College would have entailed. 
The journey to California, the commencement of the field work, the day-by-day progress, the growth of a comprehensive view of the physical structure of the state of California, are described so thoroughly and so clearly in Brewer's letters that there is no need for amplification or for summary. The four years of service with the Survey cover a distinct period, in which a very large part of its important results was accomplished. In the following years the life of the Survey became extremely precarious. At one time there was a complete shutdown because of lack of funds, and finally, in 1873, after a brief revival, it was discontinued entirely. 
It can hardly be said that the original purposes of the California State Geological Survey were fulfilled. Much was indeed learned about the mining regions and the nature of the auriferous gravels; here and there a slight curb was put upon speculation; the topography of the state was fairly well mapped; and great progress was made toward an understanding of the geological history of the country. Save for the maps, however, it is doubtful whether any immediate economic advantages can be traced to Whitney's work. Certainly no new mineral fields were discovered and no direction was given to the mining industry. Whitney's excuse was that he could not produce economic results except upon a basis of scientific knowledge, and that the field was so large and so difficult that a much larger sum of money was needed than had been placed at his disposal. There is a great deal of truth in Whitney's contention; but, on the other hand, it is equally true that Whitney's own character had much to do with the diversion of the Survey from its original purposes and its consequent incompleteness. Whitney was bent upon conduction a perfect survey. He was uncompromising and unyielding in the face of practical situations that required diplomatic handling. Before trying to convince a state legislature that the study of fossils -- "shells and old bones" -- had direct bearing upon the discovery of gold mines, he should have offered simpler and more comprehensive examples of the value of geological science. This he might readily have done from the multifarious material developed during the first few years of the work. He scorned such expedients, however, and refused to deviate from his nobly conceived, but extremely ambitious, plans. 
Although the Whitney Survey was a disappointment to the people of California, it was, nevertheless, extremely valuable in many respects. It produced a wealth of information which was utilized by other agencies and which ultimately found its reflection in the welfare of the state. Perhaps its greatest value was in the far-reaching influence it had on the conduct of subsequent surveys throughout the United States. Out of its ranks came Clarence King, Charles F. Hoffmann, and James T. Gardiner. King proceeded to form his own Survey of the Fortieth Parallel and later developed the idea of a consolidation of all government surveys. Others were working for the same end, and presently there was a bitter struggle for control. That the United States Geological Survey, as eventually established in 1879 with Clarence King as its first Director, was a civilian rather than a military agency is directly traceable to ideas formulated in the Whitney Survey of California. Many of the methods employed by the United States Geological Survey may be traced to the same source. Hoffmann, for instance, may well be called the progenitor of modern American topography. Guided by Whitney, he taught the art to King and Gardiner, who in turn, developed it in the Survey of the Fortieth Parallel. He also taught Henry Gannett, who, with Gardiner, introduced the art to the Hayden Survey. When the consolidation took place, the topographic work was, therefore, almost entirely in the hands of men trained in this school. In 1900, Brewer, in a letter to Hoffmann, reviewed this course of events and made this statement: 

'All these years I have taken pains, whenever opportunity occurred, to keep it in mind that you introduced America this system of field topographical survey, which now, improved greatly, but fundamentally the same, and tho' modified and much more widely extended, is the method employed by the general Government, and which, as I understand, has since been introduced into other countries where similar conditions occur. For this, Whitney and you should have credit, and the fact should have a more prominent record than the mere recollections of men.' 

Professor Brewer's title in the Geological Survey of California was "Principal Assistant, in charge of Botanical Department." It will be observed from the contents of his journal that the botanical duties were subordinated to, and at times practically extinguished by, the responsibilities placed upon him as leader of the field parties. Nevertheless, he was able to do a considerable amount of collecting without much extra effort. With his customary precision he numbered his specimens in serial order, an aid to identification frequently neglected by collectors of his time. Classification and description was perforce left to a future occasion, so Brewer came to the close of his work in California with very little beyond his collections to show for his labors in the province of botany. For a time, after leaving the Survey, he worked on his botanical report at the Herbarium of Harvard University, where he had the benefit of the counsel of Professor Asa Gray. In a memorandum written many years later he states: 

I received no pay whatever after the closing of my connection with the Survey of California -- neither for the time nor expense in working up the results. I spent an aggregate of about two years time -- a little more rather than less -- and over two thousand dollars in cash, besides deducting another one thousand dollars from my salary from college because of time taken out for my work -- that is, absence during term time at work on my plants at the Cambridge Herbarium. After Gilman went to California as president of the State University he induced a few wealthy citizens there to subscribe money for the finishing of the botanical work and getting it printed. I got the printing started, and then employed Watson, handed over all my notes to him and the rest of my manuscript, and he finished it. 

The first volume of the botanical report did not appear until 1876; the second, in which Brewer had practically no part, not until 1880. 
Toward the close of his fourth year with the Survey, Brewer received word of his appointment to the Chair of Agriculture in the Sheffield Scientific School at Yale. His acceptance marked the end of his roving and brought him into the full tide of his career. From the spring of 1865, when he entered upon his duties at New Haven, until his retirement in 1903 as professor emeritus, he took a prominent part in the development of the school. His influence extended far beyond its walls, however, for he was not content with academic teaching, but must needs bring the virtues of science to the farms, the villages, and the cities of his state. He promoted the establishment of agricultural experiment stations; he helped to organize the Connecticut State Board of Health and served on it for thirty-one years; he also served for a long time on the Board of Health of the city of New Haven. His services were also in demand in wider fields. As a special agent for the census of 1880 he reported on the production of cereals in the United States; he was a member of the United States Forestry Commission appointed in 1896 to investigate the forest resources of the country; he was chairman of the committee appointed by the National Academy of Sciences in 1903 to make recommendations for a scientific survey of the Philippine Islands; he was offered the position of Assistant Secretary of Agriculture in the Cleveland administration, but declined. 
Although after leaving California Brewer never again found time for extended exploration, he by no means lost interest in such things. On three occasions he took part in shorter trips of an unusual character. The first of these was a summer trip to the Rocky Mountains of Colorado in 1969. During an interim in the California Survey Whitney was teaching at Harvard and desired to bring some of his students into contact with actual field conditions. He persuaded Brewer and Hoffmann to assist him in conducting the expedition and teaching the science of geology and the art of topography. It is noteworthy that of the four students two subsequently achieved great distinction in these fields: William Morris Davis becoming Professor of Geology at Harvard, and Henry Gannett becoming Chief Geographer of the United States Geological Survey. It was many years before Brewer made another expedition, this time to Greenland, in 1894. As a result of this trip he joined with others in forming the Arctic Club, of which he was for many years the president. In 1899 he was a member of the Harriman Alaska Expedition. 
In 1868 he married Georgiana Robinson at Exeter, New Hampshire. To their home in New Haven four children were born: Nora (1870); Henry (1872); Arthur (1875); and Carl (1882). 
As time went on, Professor Brewer received his share of academic distinctions. He was a member of the National Academy of Sciences and served a term as its president. In 1903 he was twice awarded the honorary degree of Doctor of Laws -- by Wesleyan University and by Yale. A highly appropriate recognition came to him in 1910, when the same honorary degree was conferred upon him by the University of California. Thus, in the final year of his life, he again became associated with the state in which he had spent four of his most active years, years in which were laid down strong foundations for his vigourous and useful career. 
Throughout his life Brewer was a voluminous letter writer and diarist. He recorded in his notebooks with minute punctiliousness everything he saw. His pages are filled with weather statistics, with estimates of distances, with measurements. These notebooks were for his own use, and well did he use them, again and again. But when he came to write out his impressions for the benefit of others, he clothed the bare bones of his statistics and created something pulsing with life. Yet he never altered his facts to make an impression. The statistics in his letters agree with those in his notebooks; and, if one were to go back to the scene today and remeasure with the same instruments and the same resources, one would in all probability find the facts to be much the same as Brewer said they were. If the altitudes that he gives for mountains are not quite the same as those shown on our latest maps, it is only because his means were inadequate, not because he failed to observe accurately. It is this accuracy of observation, coupled with his devotion to truth, that gives to his letters unusual historical value. Moreover, in all his writings he rarely goes beyond the limits of his own experience -- there is very little "hearsay" in Brewer's journals. 
During his four years in California he exercised his recording faculties to the fullest extent. In the midst of a most prodigious activity he found time to keep several distinct sets of notebooks, to prepare elaborate scientific reports, to engage in a miscellaneous correspondence, and to write the vigorous and comprehensive letters that constitue his personal journal. These letters are the more remarkable in that they were sometimes written late at night by firelight or candlelight, sometimes in the blistering heat of a summer noon, sometimes in a leaky tent with cold rain and wind outside. Numbered serially, they were sent to his brother, Edgar, with urgent instructions that after they had been passed around among family and friends they should be held for him until his return. Happily, only two of three numbers, all of lesser importance, failed of delivery. 
Brewer probably never intended these letters for publication. At least, he never edited them or took any steps in that direction. Nor would they, perhaps, have attracted much attention if they had been published in the years immediately succeeding the events described. They were not "literature"; they were not written in the style of certain superficial travelers of the day whose animated accounts of what they saw and what they didn't see in California still cumber our shelves. Clarence King, Brewer's young protege, could write "literature", however, and did, with a brilliancy that marked his course in many fields. His Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada, published in 1872, after appearing in part in the Atlantic Monthly, was the only publication resulting from the California Geological Survey outside of the official reports and Whitney's scientific by-products. In King's delightful book there is glamor and entertainment; in Whitney's reports, voluminous information ably presented. But in the ripeness of time Brewer's letters will come to fill a place quite as important as either Whitney's reports or King's essays. They are an unabridged, undecorated record of the times, as replete with significant facts as the reports, often as vivid in description as the essays, yet devoid of the obsolete deductions of the former and the occasional exaggerations of the later. 
In preparing these letters for the press, the editor has taken certain liberties with the text which he believes Professor Brewer would have cordially sanctioned were he alive. It would be unfair to a scholar of high standing to perpetuate errors of spelling, hastily contrived sentence structure, unwitting repetition, and other trivialities, resulting from the trying conditions under which the writing was done. Moreover, there are portions of the letters in which considerably condensation has been possible without the sacrifice of anything of permanent value. Better balance and facility in reading has been brought about by abandoning the original letter lengths and substituting chapters. There seems to be not the slightest advantage in reproducing here a precise facsimile. Should any question arise upon which the exact text is desired for comparison, reference can be readily made to the original manuscript which has been deposited in the Yale University Library. There is also a carefully compared typed copy in the files of the California Historical Society in San Francisco. The editor confidently believes, however, that in no instance has he altered Brewer's meaning or impaired his accuracy and that no matter of importance has been omitted. 
For readers who may desire to pursue farther the subject matter of these letters, references to other publications will be found here and there in the footnotes. Formost among these is the Geology volume of the Whitney Survey. A reading of Brewer's letters makes it clear that a considerable portion of this work was written by him, or at least composed substantially from his reports. Part of the material contained in the Geology is also to be found in the several editions of The Yosemite Guide-Book. These are by no means all of the publications of the Survey, but they are the ones most likely to interest the non-scientific reader. Of Brewer's associates on the Survey, Whitney and King have been the subjects of biographical volumes. 
In the many years since the field party of the California State Geological Survey set out with its mules and wagons over dusty roads and incredibly steep grades, enormous changes have come upon some portions of the scene. Where these changes have obliterated all traces of earlier conditions, Brewer's vivid descriptions will serve to summon a vision of the past with all its picturesqueness and romance. But there are some spots, a little off the main highways, where, even today, the reader of these letters will have little difficulty in identifying the landmarks and where he may, if he chooses, tread in the very footsteps of Brewer, Whitney, Hoffmann, Gardiner, King, Averill, and the other bearded and sunburned men whose story is told in these pages. Historian, traveler, and general reader alike, will, I am sure, thank Professor Brewer for his pains in writing so faithfully of what he saw as he traveled up and down California during those four years, 1860 to 1864." 

- Francis P. Farquhar, Up and Down Claifornia 
It should be added that there were those in the California political scene who had hoped to capitalize on the findings of the Whitney Survey, before the results were made available to the general public. That the Survey failed to find any important new mineral deposits anywhere in the state may help explain, in part, the lack of interest the legislature showed towards continual funding, and the eventual dissolution of the Survey in 1873. 



http://kingscanyonnp.home.comcast.net/MtBrewer/index.htm
Mount Brewer Loop
by Bill Finch 
	Mount Brewer was the first major peak climbed in the southern Sierra Nevada. Members of the Brewer Party of the Whitney Survey reached the summit of the 13,570 foot peak on July 2, 1864. The magnificent views allowed them to spot several peaks to the southeast that included the highest point in the young United States which they named Mount Whitney. 

In addition to its historical importance, Mt Brewer's location allows views of most of the major peaks of Sequoia and Kings Canyon National Parks. The approach and climb is not difficult. The Brewer Party's approach was a long one through the forest from the west. Today, a short approach from the Cedar Grove trail head allows the serious hiker to comfortably climb Brewer in a loop trip of three days. 

The hike begins at the permit booth at road's end. The first couple of miles of trail is a slog through flat sand. A short descent into the South Fork Kings River flood plain brings the hiker to the Baily Bridge which crosses the river. Several more bridges are crossed, this time over Bubbs Creek, on the way to the base of the switchbacks that lead into Bubbs Creek Canyon. 

The trail becomes gentle after passing the bridge that leads up Sphinx Creek to Avalanche Pass. It passes though alternating forest and brush with high canyon walls dominating views to the north and south. After the Charlotte Creek crossing, the canyon walls squeeze in. The trail remains on the north side of Bubbs Creek until Junction Meadow where it is crossed. East Creek is ascended partly on switchbacks, to lovely East Lakewhere on a clear day, there is a marvelous view of our goal, Mt Brewer. There are numerous campsites and two bear boxes at East Lake. If there is light, continue hiking up Ouzel Creek so it will be easier to make the summit during the morning of the next day. 

As the summit is approached the next morning the way appears to be blocked. Upon moving closer, a way to the south side of the mountain comes into view. Soon it is time to begin the ascent to the summit up the south side. Even with a pack, the ascent is not difficult. 

The forested plateau that the Brewer Party crossed to get here can be seen to the west. To the south, the Kaweah Peaks can be seen in the distance, the Great Western Divide in the middle ground and South Guard and South Guard Lake in the foreground. To the southeast lie the fourteen thousand foot peaks of the Whitney group. The puddle to the east is East Lake. The view to the northwest includes the Palisades in the distance with the peaks of the Gardiner Basin in the middle ground and Charlotte Dome just on the other side of Bubbs Creek. The view to the north includes North Guard in the fore ground with Mt Goddard and the Palisades on the horizon. 

After taking in the marvelous views and taking photos, a descent down the north side is not difficult if there is not a lot of snow covering the slope. The talus is loose but not dangeous if you take your time. 

The next leg of the trip involves some map work. The topo will guide you on a path that contours around to the pass into the Sphinx Creek drainage. The pass is easy if there is no snow in it and the descent into the Sphinx basin is a pleasant one decorated with patches of shooting star and yellow coumbine. After reaching the first lake in Sphinx Creek valley, the view to the south would include the pass you just crossed. You may notice some nice looking trout in the lakes. If you brought your fishing gear and its not too late, you will probably be able to catch dinner. 

There are many lovely campsites next to the Sphinx Lakes. You will probably have company because this scenic area is very popular with cross country hikers as well as climbers on their way to or from Brewer and other nearby peaks. Watch out for marmots. One of them decided to make a meal of some of my gear and ate part of a plastic zipper out of my biouac sack before I chased him away. Even though the area is popular, you should be able to enjoy observing some fairly fearless creatures such as pikas, weasels, chipmunks, deer, and nuthatches. If you are lucky, you might be serenaded by a hermit thrush, my favorite singer in these parts. 

Since the return to the trailhead from Sphinx Lakes takes only a few hours you can spend the next morning fishing, resting, exploring or just soaking in the fabulous views of the Spinx Divide and the Monarch Divide. If it's fairly clear, you may be able to see Mt Goddard far to the north. 

If you have never descended Sphinx Creek, I recommend staying on the west side. I have tried both ways and the east side is quite brushy and broken up by periodic talus fields. There is a lot of evidence of travellers on the west side and you should have little trouble finding your way down. Eventually you will intersect the Avalanche Pass trail. After crossing Sphinx Creek, the trail descends the Sphinx Creek valley down its east side. After a relatively gentle descent on an impressive moraine covered by fragrant forest, the trail drops via switchbacks to the bottom of the canyon. On the way down there are great views of The Sphinx , named by John Muir for its resemblance to the one in Egypt. The next section passes through sage and penny royal. Some of the most impressive trail work in the range is built on the nose of steep, smooth granite the trail wraps around. The trail drops, ocassionally via stairs, into Bubbs Creek canyon. There are great views both upand down canyon.

After crossing the log bridge over Bubbs Creek, the loop is closed and a couple of hours hiking returns you to the starting point. 
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http://kevingong.com/Hiking/RaeLakesLoop6.html tiny bit about crossing bubbs.
http://angeles.sierraclub.org/skimt/trips/brewer02/brewer02.htm
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Skiing Mt Brewer , May 24-27, 2002,  Reiner Stenzel

	
Mt Brewer is a prominent peak in the Great Western Divide. It is a desired SPS emblem peak and, according to Paul Richins, one of the 50 classic ski mountaineering peaks in California. Thus, the trip was scheduled as a joint SMS-SPS trip. It was co-led with an expert ski mountaineer from the San Diego Chapter, Alvin Walter. Our participant was Chris Guelich. A small group was expected due to the technical nature of the trip and the high effort factor (30 mi rt, 9,000' gain). The trip went very well, we summitted and skied the northwest face of Mt Brewer. Here are the details: 


On Fri, 5/24, 6 am, we met at Roads End, Hwy 180, in Kings Canyon NP. Since it was the first day of the permit season we had to wait for the ranger to receive our wilderness permit and got off to a somewhat late start. It was a warm spring day, no snow in sight, and people were wondering about our heavy packs with skis poking out. At the peak of the snowmelt season the Kings River was a wild torrent and we were glad to have solid bridges at the junction with Bubbs Creek. From there the workout started with many switchbacks along Bubbs Creek. Coming out of the 5,000' Kings Canyon we had a fine view of The Sphinx and distant peaks with snow. We crossed gushing Bubbs Creek on another good bridge and headed up the Sphinx Creek trail. It climbs steeply with many switchbacks blasted into a rock wall. Where the trail crosses Sphinx Creek and turns west toward Avalanche Pass we began our cross-country route toward the Sphinx Lakes. It involved bush whacking, stream crossings, struggling through avalanche debris, climbing through mixed rock and snow terrain, i.e., the usual XC fun. By 5 pm we had enough and made camp on dry ground in a forested area next to the creek below the lowest Sphinx Lke. It was pleasantly warm, a full moon lit up the night, and no bears took our food. 


On Sat, 5/25, at first sunlight, we continued our uphill battle which became easier as the snow patches grew and the forest thinned out. Above the lowest Sphinx Lke (9,700') the snow became continuous and we finally could ski. Ascending several snow covered slopes brought us to the main Sphinx Lakes which were still mostly frozen over (10,500'). Near the open inlets the trout were jumping. The Sphinx Lakes area is very scenic. It is surrounded to the west by the steep walls of the Sphinx Crest and to the east by the Great Western Divide. Vast untouched snow fields offer endless skiing opportunities. We proceeded south to Lke 10,962' where Chris requested to camp since his feet were badly hurting from the long hike in tight ski boots. 

The campsite on dry rock next to the lake with trees was perfect but still too far from our goal, Mt Brewer. Alvin and I continued while Chris agreed to wait for our return the next day. We ascended 0.5 mi southwest to corniced Pass 12,000' (UTM 11365850E, 4063700N). From there one has a full view of Mt Brewer, North Guard and many peaks in the Great Western Divide. The lakes below in the Brewer Creek drainage were still frozen and the north facing slopes had excellent snow coverage. We enjoyed a few nice turns down the pass but stayed high and contoured around a ridge into the cirque between North Guard and Brewer. 

At 5 pm we made camp in a flat spot at about 12,000' near rocks with running snow melt water (UTM 11366575E, 4063611N). It had become cloudy and windy and we were getting ready for a chilly night in my bivy and no tent for Alvin. Mt Brewer and North Guard were soon covered by descending clouds and it was not obvious whether we could make the peak next morning. A nature call by midnight still showed the summits in a whiteout illuminated by a diffuse full moon. 
	


 HYPERLINK "http://angeles.sierraclub.org/skimt/trips/brewer02/reiner.htm" 
On Sunday, 5/26, 5 am, we got up to a clear sky, a nice surprise. The moisture in the air left everything rimed. After some hot food and drinks we packed our ski and climbing tools and cramponed up toward the saddle between Brewer and North Guard. There was an obvious chute on the northwest side of Brewer which was filled with snow. A major wet snow avalanche had run down the chute making it less than an ideal skiing terrain. We cramponed up the chute on mostly hard snow except near the top where I encountered hollow snow near rocks. Luckily I did not break through where the depth of the holes exceeded the length of the ski poles. After reaching the ridge it was a short traverse to the summit block. A cl 3 move got us to the peak register located in a crack of the summit boulder at 13,577'. It was a pleasure to sign in as the first party in 2002. 


We enjoyed the wonderful summit views in the morning sun. One could see from the White Mtns to the San Joaquin Valley, from Whitney to Goddard and identify many familiar peaks. Unexpectedly, Brewer's easier south face still had more snow coverage than the steeper northwest face. 




 HYPERLINK "http://angeles.sierraclub.org/skimt/trips/brewer02/skitracks.htm" 
After a snack and taking many pictures it was time to descend by 10 am. The upper north facing chute was still without sun. It was breakable crust on a soft base, not exactly ideal for telemarking. But it was handled with jump turns, a few at a time at the elevation of 13,000'. In the middle of the chute parallel turns worked best and further down where the sun had softened the snow it was telemarking at its best. We left many tracks on the north side of Brewer which were visible for a long distance. 




 HYPERLINK "http://angeles.sierraclub.org/skimt/trips/brewer02/ice.htm" 
Back at camp we packed, snacked, and then skinned up to Pass 12,000' which we reached by noon. In the distance we spotted Chris and vice versa. Telemarking down the pass on soft spring snow was wonderful but still a workout with full packs. We regrouped with Chris, shared our adventures, and started our descent by 1:30 pm. Many fine turns were left on the slopes as we skied past the Sphinx Lakes to the snow line at 9,500'. Then we struggled carefully through rocks with breakable snow patches, through the forest where we got temporarily separated, crossed Sphinx Creek on slippery logs and finally reached the trail by 4 pm. Afternoon thunderstorms were brewing and we heard the rumble and had light rainfall. With the last energy we kept going down the steep Sphinx Creek trail to Bubbs Creek where there are fine campsites and a bear box. We washed up in the river, cooked, had a campfire, talked late into the night and slept under the stars and full moon. 




 HYPERLINK "http://angeles.sierraclub.org/skimt/trips/brewer02/endtrip.htm" 
On Mon, 5/27, we got up leisurely and hiked out by 8 am. It was sunny, beautiful spring weather, and a pleasant 4 mi hike down along the rivers. When returning from the high country of snow and rocks one appreciates the scent of the trees, the fresh green leaves, flowers and singing birds in the valleys. At Roads End we dropped our heavy gear, refreshed, chatted with visitors, and finally started our long drive home. We left with the feeling that it was a great end-of-the-season ski trip with good friends. My special thanks to Alvin for co-leading this trip.   
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Approach


Take the Bubbs Creek Trail from Roads End. Turn right at the Sphinx Creek Trail, cross Bubbs Creek over the bridge, and climb the endless headwall towards Avalanche Pass. Shortly after cross Sphinx Creek 6.8 miles from the Trailhead, you leave the trail and strike off cross country towards Sphinx Lakes. There are vestiges of use trails that can make this easier, particularly in the marshy areas. Stick to the west side of the creek, far enough to the right to avoid the wet sections. There are several smaller headwall on the way up which can be most easily scaled on either rock slabs or boulder fields. 
At Sphinx Lakes, cross between the two lakes at 10,500ft+ and follow the canyon up on the left side over easy, wide granite slabs. The Sphinx Crest rises grandly to the south, and the views get better the higher you climb. The canyon curves to the left (SE) as you head towards Sphinx Col at the far end of the canyon. The climbing becomes more tedious over acres of large boulders all the way to the col at 12,000ft (where you get the first views of Mt. Brewer). 
Descend the col on the other side, pass a small lake, and head in a SE direction towards Brewer Creek. You have to descend 500ft, but you do not need to drop down to the creek. When you can skirt around the ridge coming down from North Guard, head up the rocky canyon between North Guard and Mt. Brewer. This climbing in this canyon is pleasant, high alpine meadows over solid granite benches all the way up the canyon.
Alternatively, you can reach Brewer's NW slope from Sphinx Col without having to drop down into the Brewer Creek Basin, as suggested by wacziarg. This involves contouring around North Guard's shoulder until the saddle between North Guard and Mt. Brewer is reached over much talus. The travelling is easier over the wide granite slabs lower in the basin, so it may be a matter of personal preference in choosing more talus over losing 500ft of elevation.










Route Description


Finding yourself at the foot of Mt. Brewer's Northwest Slopes, you should be able to find numerous class 2 ascent routes. In early season there may be much snow which you may choose to avoid or take advantage of, depending if you have brought axe and crampons. The talus and boulders are tedious and not much fun, but those are the breaks. Climb North Guard if you want a good climb. 
The summit has three pinnacles. The NE one has the register, but the middle one with a class 3-4 summit block is the highest. Enjoy the views - you've earned them!







http://www.nps.gov/seki/get_here.htm#cedar 
Cedar Grove is located in the canyon of the South Fork of the Kings River. To reach Cedar Grove, continue east on Highway 180 from Grant Grove. Allow 1 hour to drive the 30 miles from Grant to Cedar Grove. Highway 180 ends 7 miles east of Cedar Grove at Road's End. 93633

Yahoo maps:
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	1021 N LEMON ST, Fullerton, CA, 92832

	1.
	Start at 1021 N LEMON ST, FULLERTON going toward HILLCREST DR - go 0.9 mi

	2.
	Turn [image: image28.png]


Right on E VALENCIA DR - go 0.3 mi

	3.
	Turn [image: image29.png]


Left on S HARBOR BLVD - go 0.8 mi

	4.
	Turn [image: image30.png]


Right onto CA-91 WEST - go 2.6 mi

	5.
	Take exit #24 onto I-5 NORTH toward LOS ANGELES - go 44.1 mi

	6.
	Take [image: image31.png]


Right fork onto I-5-TRUCK-BYP NORTH - go 0.6 mi

	7.
	Take ramp onto I-5 NORTH - go 61.5 mi

	8.
	Take [image: image32.png]


Left fork onto CA-99 NORTH toward FRESNO/BAKERSFIELD - go 30.6 mi

	9.
	Take the CA-65 NORTH exit toward PORTERVILLE/SEQUOIA PARK - go 0.7 mi

	10.
	CA-65 NORTH becomes PORTERVILLE HWY[CA-65] - go 24.5 mi

	11.
	Continue to follow CA-65 NORTH - go 17.9 mi

	12.
	Take exit #43/CA-190 onto W POPLAR AVE[CA-190] toward SPRINGVILLE - go 1.5 mi

	13.
	Take ramp toward PORTERVILLE - go 0.3 mi

	14.
	Turn [image: image33.png]


Right on MAIN ST - go 1.0 mi

	15.
	Arrive at the center of PORTERVILLE, CA

	 
	Distance: 187.2 miles, Travel Time: 3 hours 19 mins
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	porterville, ca

	1.
	Starting in PORTERVILLE, CA on N MAIN ST go toward E GARDEN AVE - go 2.6 mi

	2.
	Turn [image: image35.png]


Left on W NORTH GRAND AVE - go 0.3 mi

	3.
	Turn [image: image36.png]


Right on CA-65 NORTH - go 18.1 mi

	4.
	Turn [image: image37.png]


Right on AVENUE 296[CA-198] - go 1.0 mi

	5.
	Turn [image: image38.png]


Left on N SPRUCE RD[CA-245] - go 0.5 mi

	6.
	Continue to follow CA-245 - go 41.3 mi

	7.
	Turn [image: image39.png]


Right on CA-180 - go 40.2 mi

	8.
	Arrive at the center of KANAWYERS, CA

	 
	Distance: 104.1 miles, Travel Time: 3 hours 11 mins
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	kanawyers, ca

	 
	Total Distance: 291.3 miles, Total Travel Time: 6 hours 30 mins


This report is on the web http://www.climber.org/TripReports/2006/1496.html
Submit your own report at http://www.climber.org/TripReports/entry.html

The North Guard Story

- Author: Lisa Barboza [http://www.climber.org/WhosWho/Lisa_Barboza.html]
- Dates: 9-11 Jun 2006
- Peaks: North Guard
- Place: California
- Trailhead: Cedar Grove [http://climber.org/DrivingDirections/SequoiaKings.html#kings]
- Participants: Lisa Barboza, Bob Suzuki, Linda Sun, Toinette Hartshorne, Kevin Trieu
- Difficulty: class 3, rope used

What happens inside the heart and vitals of a climber? Some are made bold by the moment of the rock, some irresolute, some carefully judicious, some paralyzed and powerless to act. In the wake of Patty Rambert's fall on May 31, we elected to become evermore carefully judicious, stay that way, and bring along a length of rope and some protection.

Abstract:
- Road's end to LK 10514: 9 miles and 5480 feet, 10 hour hike
- LK 10514 to Sphinx-Brewer drainage col 2.2 miles and 1500 feet
- Col to North Guard Summit (13327) 2 miles and 1300 feet

9 June 2006 On the waxing gibbous moonlit night, Bob Suzuki and Linda Sun drove down from San Jose, while Lisa Barboza and Toinette Hartshorne drove a little later. Kevin Trieu came up from LA and joined us at Road's end in King's Canyon NP. It was a clear, bright moon and the scenery, even at night, was fantastic, the grey granite walls shining bright in the moonlight. This is truly a fantastic canyon, easily the equal of Yosemite in some ways, with ramparts rising from the Valley floor at 5000 feet to 10 to 13 thousand feet. We spent the night in Cedar Grove campground, and in the morning, received the obligatory lecture from the ranger regarding backcountry rules and practicies. Since we were camping out of the Bubbs Creek drainage, per regulations, we didn't need bear canisters, and since it was early spring, we gladly dispensed with them. Our hike to base camp covered about 9 miles and 5480 feet.

We started our jaunt at 5035 feet; we would eventually climb to camp at Lake 10514 up the Sphinx Creek trail, and finally climb North Guard (13,327) the next day. Two miles into the hike on the canyon floor, we had to cross what I would call, if I were in Alaska, a braided stream. The South Fork of the Kings River had jumped it's banks with snowmelt and overflow. Our bridge was but a wade away, isolated on one side by the
raging waters. We elected to attempt the creek crossing on a well-placed log across the stream, which was completed successfully with a few wet boots. Then, another 2 miles to the Bubbs Creek crossing, another
beautiful, and above water footbridge, for a few hundred feet of gain, and finally, the long slog up Sphinx Creek to our campsite. During this part of the trip we gained 5200 feet in the space of about 5.25 miles. The
granite steps below the sphinx, a marvelous stone formation, were cut in the 1930s and are a bit steep. Once we crossed Sphinx Creek, at a massive tree fall, we started going cross country. After about a 400 foot gain,
through open forest and somewhat swampy meadows, you'll pick up the stream again at about 9000 feet. Snow level started at about 8400 feet, and conditions were variable. If you stood in place for too long you were likely to posthole, and those of us who mastered the step and slide did fine. You'll cross a few talus slopes east of the creek, and after climbing up a few benches, we came to lake 10514 at about 6:30. We were
even able to find a few campsites, and thus avoided camping in the snow. Although we could certainly have chosen it.

10 June 2006 We got an early start (late for some of us and early for others) at 7:00 AM. We climbed to the next paternoster lake above 10,514, then headed due south for about a mile, and then southeast for another mile (crow flying mile) to a col between the flank of North Guard and another, unnamed peak. This col will switch you from the Sphinx Creek drainage to the Brewer Creek drainage, and it is beautiful. There was a fine cornice, and a fine view of the north face of Brewer, directly to the Southeast. After a bit of confusion regarding which was the actual peak (a memorable quote 'The map doesn't match the scenery, and topo maps don't lie'), we settled on a northeasterly course to the next small ridge, and then a northeasterly course to the summit. We stayed on the snow for much of the time, transitioning to rock when a good way was obvious. There was a clear line of CL2 to low CL3 rock to follow to a small gendarme about 1/3 mile west of the summit block. We went above the gendarme on easy CL3 climbing up the 3rd gully to the summit block. At the base of the summit block, we were still in CL3 climbing, when we got to the base of the leaning summit
pillar, which hangs out into space on the northeast side about 900 feet above a wondrous glacial valley. And now the rope. Going out to the pillar is really two CL3 friction steps with an excellent handhold on the pillar.
A great view from the top, and then it was down, another route down, where we tried to go down the 4th gully, only to determine that we were better off going around the gendarme and following our original route back to the col. Our small party of 5 ended up at camp at 7:30 PM, tired, but happy.

[http://climber.org/TripReports/images/1400/1496-NorthGuardRoute.jpg]

11 June 2006 After some discussion after our late start, we elected to not climb Mt. Francis Farquhar and hike directly out. Our 9 am departure put us back at the trailhead at 415 PM, after a long downhill tramp of
about 9 miles. All in all, a great, fun, early season climb with lots of snow.

[http://climber.org/TripReports/images/1400/1496-NorthGuardSummit.jpg]
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