
Long’s Peak, The Diamond, The Honeymoon is Over. For the past two years fellow D iam ond



lover Eric D oub had been calling and sending topos o f a possible 5.13 on the D iam ond of 
Long’s Peak. He’d pu t considerable work into the project, which he’d nam ed The H oneym oon 
is Over. He told me o f clean, steep rock, devious cracks, th in  faces, and just about everything 
else that a climber dream s about. It sounded like this route had it all. Since my first experience 
on the D iam ond at the age o f 12 , I had gained great respect for this wall. Sudden thunderstorm s 
and high altitude make any route an adventure. W ith these elem ents added in, a route such as 
Eric’s seemed quite intim idating. But with the D iam ond staring at me through my back door, 
I had to give it a try. In early June my dad and I hiked up to the route. Being a form er guide on 
the D iam ond and a long-tim e climbing partner, my dad had as m uch enthusiasm  for the route 
as I did. S tarting at 2 a.m. we got to the base just before first light. After clim bing the fourth- 
class N orth  Chimney, we arrived on Broadway w ith plenty o f daylight ahead o f us. However, 
early season conditions tu rned  the route into a waterfall. After five pitches we headed back to 
the com fort o f home.

For a m on th  and a ha lf I though t about the climb. I had no t seen the entire route, bu t 
w hat I had clim bed was everything Eric had said it w ould be. In late July I headed up again. 
After wearing my dad out the first time, I chose as my partner the next obvious choice, my girl
friend Beth Rodden. A lthough never having been at 14,000 feet or climbing in an alpine envi
ronm ent, she was excited about going up there. Getting on Broadway at first light again, we had 
a full day ahead o f us. The wall was m uch drier than  before, and it looked like a great day for 
free climbing. The plan was for me to lead each pitch and for Beth to jum ar w ith the pack. The 
first four pitches (shared w ith Eroica, followed by five independent pitches) were straightfor
ward and went quickly. The next two pitches were the crux and took everything I had. Little did 
I know  that clim bing 5.13 near 14,000 feet w ould be so taxing. Luckily, it was a weekend, and 
we were no t alone. Shouts from  nearby climbers, hikers, and especially Beth gave me the m oti
vation to send. The next two pitches took the rest o f my energy. I nearly fell countless times, and 
the only thing holding me to the rock were shouts o f encouragem ent from  below. W ith only a 
5.12 pitch left I was completely exhausted.

After a rest and m ore encouragem ent from Beth, I couldn’t tu rn  back. As I started clim b
ing, my arm  cram ped every tim e I bent it. Each crack looked like a dead end, and I could not 
find a line that seemed to make sense. I w andered over the face for a long tim e until I spied a 
camouflaged bolt and a fixed nut, bo th  from  Eric’s attem pts. They tipped me off as to where I 
should go. I hit the highest po in t o f the D iam ond just as my gas tank hit empty. My screams o f 
success were carried off by the wind.
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