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PHOTO BY JOHN M. STEPHENS 

On what mountain are these skiers 

taking a break to look at the 

scenery.? 

Because there is so little of the 

mountain showing, we'll give 

you these clues: 

It's elevation is 11,053 feet, 

and it has a good snow coverage 

from early November to 

July. 

Despite the view of other 

notable peaks from its summit, 

it is considered "uninteresting" 

as a climb during the 

summer months. 
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Above: It's a thrilling experience to 
start off on a ski tour early in the morn-
ing when the air is crisp and the sun is 
Just peeking over a ridge. These skiers 
are equipped with light packs, suitable 
for a one-day tour. 

Gus Weber, Director of the Ski School 
at Mammoth Mountain in California, 
straps climbing skins on his skis in 
preparation for a ski tour. The hair on 
these seal skins is imbeded at an 
angle—smooth when you brush it one 
way, stiff and rough when you rub it the 
other way. This enables Gus to walk 
straight up a steep slope with skins on 
his skis and still allows him to slide 
them on the level. 

Skis are for 

Traveling.... 
by Rock Wood 

"Count me out!" stated Tom emphati-
cally, and then added, "I don't under-
stand why you go laboring up mountains 
on skis when there are so many good, 
comfortable chairlifts to take you to the 
top in nothing flat." 

This is a typical answer. Like the 
majority of skiers, Tom will never know 
the thrill of quietly letting his skis 
slide over unbroken snow that glitters 
like a million diamonds in the early 
morning light filtering through the trees. 
It's a clean, white world—silent except 
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for the occasional "plop" of snow as 
it falls from the heavily-laden branches 
of snow-bedecked trees. This isn't a 
place for hurrying—you'll find yourself 
pausing to look at the tracks of a snow-
shoe rabbit or some other small animal. 

I know of one oldtime skier who de-
lights in following animal tracks over 
the snow. Inc tracks are easy to follow 
and he enjoys observing and anticipat-
ing the actions of the animal he is 
following. Sometime the tracks lead 
him high on the mountain, up ridges or  

along a stream and through wooded 
areas. It doesn't matter—he has fun for 
the day. 

The point is—use your skis for travel-
ling and for enjoyment of the area you 
are exploring—don't think that on a ski 
tour it's necessary to climb to the high-
est summit. Any area that has a good 
cover of snow is suitable for exploring 
on skis. Sometimes a good starting 
point is the parking lot of skilift areas, 

to page six, please 
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His Gerry tent pitched for the night, 

Gus sets off to explore the sur-

rounding area. He pauses to look 

at Mts. Ritter and Banner in the 

Minaret range. 

Gus takes time out in the late 

afternoon to brew himself some tea 

by melting snow over a small pri-
mus stove. 
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It's always worthwhile to get away 
from the crowds on the packed 
slopes where you can pause to 
look at the scenery. 

For traveling long distances on 
near level territory, your ski bind-
ings should be loosened enough to 
allow your boot to bend. It's de-
sirable to have a ski boot that is 
more flexible than the rigid and 
heavy popular models, but they are 
also difficult to find. 
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or even from the top of a chairlift. 

Skiers, like most people, tend to be 
gregarious and will stick to the packed 
slopes, so you won't have to go far to 
get away from the crowd. 

Your equipment for a one-day tour 
need not be extensive, especially in 
the west. But just a word now, about 
ski touring in the eastern mountains. 
Winter is so severe in the Adirondacks, 
(twenty-five degrees below zero is not 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

A cooperative specializing for 19 years 
in mountaineering and skiing equipment. 
Run by those who use the equipment 
themselves. Mail orders filled promptly. 

523 Pike Street, Seattle 1, Washington 

remember... 
GERRY makes the finest 
climbing and hiking equip-
ment available today. Sup-
plier for expeditions to — 
K2, Everest, Makalu, 
Rakaposhi. 

Send for Free Catalog 

GERRY Box 128 N, Ward, Colo. 

Vibram Soles or Edge Nails 

$28.50 to $40.00 

Write for folder and measuring chart 

unusual, and minus forty has been hit 
many times), that overnight camping, 
even in a lean-to, is seldom feasible. 
Skiers have been blown flat from the 
wind velocity on Mt. Marcy. On nearby 
Mt. Washington, the wind has reached a 
record 231 MPH. 

Even on a one-day ski tour, eastern 
skiers must carry a sleeping bag and a 
thermos of hot drink in their emergency 
pack. These are the first line of de-
fense in case of injury. They must 
guard against frostbite, blizzards on 
the summit and winter thaws that will 
drench them in freezing rain. However, 
on a bright, sunny day, when the air is 
crisp and clear, ski touring can be a 
delightful experience to such points as 
Mts. Cascade, Wright, Phelps, Marcy or 
Algonquin. 

If you are interested in further infor-
mation on ski touring in the Adiron-
dacks, send for the booklet, "The 
Adirondack Winter Mountaineering Man-
ual", 50¢, from P. F. Loope, Executive 
Secretary, Adirondack Mountain Club, 
Gabriels, New York. 

Your selection of food on a snow 
camping trip is important. Carbohy-
drates, from such sources as cereal, 
candy and fruit, will give you energy 
and quick body heat. Yes, the actual 
digestion of food will warm you. Pro-
tein, from such sources as meat, nuts, 
and cheese will warm your body for a 
prolonged period of time. Because 
primus and other small stoves can be 
tempermental, don't depend entirely on 
them for cooking your food—it's well to 
carry some food that doesn't require 
cooking or even the use of water. I like  

to carry a beef roast (bone out) on ski 
tours—it will keep for two or three days 
—up to five days with care. At noon, I 
eat some of it with crackers and the 
inevitable "gorp" (see Summit, July, 
1957) and for the evening meal I add it 
to instant potato. Along with instant 
pudding (no cooking) and hot tea, I 
have a satisfactory meal. Hot cereal 
with dried fruit and sugar added is a 
favorite with many skiers for breakfast. 
On a two or three day ski tour, I prefer 
to bring a few hard-boiled eggs from 
home, a small package of Grape-nuts 
and some powdered milk for breakfast. 

Because of your exertion in skiing or 
climbing, you will require large amounts 
of liquid to quench your thirst. If it is 
cold, you will probably want a hot 
drink. One way to do this, boil water in 
your canteen in the morning and place 
it in your sleeping bag near the top of 
your pack where it will be handy. It 
will keep almost as hot as if it were in 
a thermos. You can also eat snow, but 
let it melt in your mouth before swal-
lowing so it won't chill your stomach. 
Speaking of liquids, the alcoholic kind 
won't do you any good in cold weather. 
Your body has a built-in thermostat 
that helps you conserve your body heat 

by shutting ott your surface blood 
circulation when exposed to cold. This 
decreases the loss of heat through your 
skin, but alcoholic drinks tamper with 
this mechanism so that it doesn't work 
and you lose body heat rapidly when 
exposed to cold. 

Wear loose-fitting ski clothing, for 
comfort and because it will trap more 
warm air around your body. The Duofold 
brand of underwear is excellent—made 
of two layers, cotton on the inside and 
wool on the outside. It's also very 
lightweight. Wool trousers and shirt 
should be worn as well as two pairs of 
wool socks. A sweater, mittens and 
parka completes the ensemble. The 
long, coat-type Army reversible (khaki 
and white) parka is excellent for ski 
touring. It protects the thighs and upper 
part of the legs where much heat loss 
occurs. 

One of the best sources of information 
for ski touring is the Manual of Ski 
Mountaineering, available from the 
Sierra Club, 1050 Mills Tower, San 
Francisco 2, California for $2.50. An-
other good reference is the National Ski 
Patrol Manual, available for $1 from 
NSPS Headquarters, 706 Kettredge 

Bldg., Denver 2, Colorado. 

Skis are for traveling - 
from page two 

"A thoughtful gift for the mountaineer" 

The Mountain World  $6.00 

A Picture History of Mountaineering  $5.95 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 

550 South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 17, California 
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(Courtesy of Edward C. Porter and Chicago Mountaineering Club "Newsletter") 

Himalayan Adventure 
by Eric Shipton 

Our repeated efforts to climb Everest before the war had one great 
consolation. They gave us the priceless opportunity to form an inti-
mate acquaintance with the country along the northern side of the 
range, country which, without our Everest passports, would have 
remained inaccessible. 

The enjoyment of these wanderings derived an added piquancy from 
a sense of isolation; for southward across the range, cutting us off 
as it were from our logical exit, were the forbidden valleys of Nepal. 

Often we looked down into those valleys from the peaks and glacier 
saddles along the watershed; but they dropped steeply out of sight, 
and our views of them were cut short before we could see the dramatic 
change of landscape we knew to be there. 

In those days it seemed certain that none of us would ever have the 
chance to explore the southern side of the great mountain arc stretch-
ing between the border of Sikkim and the Rongshar Gorge. The war 
put a stop to further Everest expeditions; and when, with the invasion 
of the Chinese Communist armies in 1950, the frontiers of Tibet, al-
ways difficult to cross, were firmly sealed against Western travellers, 
our acquaintance with that strange region to the north had become a 
thing of the past. 

Meanwhile, however, a remarkable change had occurred. Nepal 
suddenly relaxed her traditional policy of isolation which for many 
decades had prevented all but a very few Europeans from travelling 
beyond the valley of Katmandu. In 1951, permission was granted for 
an expedition to reconnoitre the southwestern approaches to Everest, 
and by a fortunate chance I arrived home from China just in time to 
accept an invitation to lead it. 

It was eighteen years since I had first stood upon the watershed 
and gazed down into the forbidden land; it was also thirteen years 
since I had last done so. Now at last the unexpected chance had come 
to discover where those uncrossed passes led, to link the unknown 
with the known and to extend my acquaintance across the range. I 
must confess that I found this prospect far more exciting than the 
possibility, remote as it then seemed, of finding a new way up 
Everest. 

Between our two spells of work on the Khumbu Icefall, we spent 
some time extending our exploration of the immediate vicinity of  

Everest. But it was not until the end of October, when we had com-
pleted the main work of the expedition, that we were able to make a 
more protracted journey. We planned to explore as much as possible 
of the southern side of the main axis of the Himalaya west of Everest. 
We had little time left before the onset of winter, and we divided our 
party of six climbers into three groups so as to cover more ground. 

We set off from Namche together on 4th November. A short march 
took us to the junction of the Thami Khola, the first of the western 
tributaries of the Bhote Kosi. Here the New Zealanders, Hillary and 
Riddiford, left us and headed westward along the Thami Khola to 
cross a high pass known to the Sherpas as the Tesi Lapcha. This led 
them into a deep gorge called the Rolwaling. 

At the head of the Bhote Kosi lies the 19,000 foot Nangpa La, the 
only pass leading from Khumbu to Tibet. Its western portal is an un-
named peak about 23,000 feet high. This forms the northern bastion of 
a long chain of high mountains running southward along the line of 
the Bhote Kosi, which it supplies with a number of large tributaries 
of which the Thami Khola is the southernmost. We called this chain 
the "Barrier Range". We did not know whether it was a subsidiary 
spur or whether it formed part of the main axis of the Himalaya and 
marked a sharp southerly bend in the main range. To find out we had 
to cross it and discover what lay beyond. 

The rest of us continued northward along the Bhote Kosi. Soon the 
valley, which had been steep and narrow, began to widen. The moun-
tains around us withdrew into a sweeping panorama, and something 
about their form and colour gave me, for the first time that summer, 
the feeling that we were near to the vast desert plateau of Central 
Asia. We passed the second of the tributaries and, late in the evening 
of the 5th, we reached Chhule, a little grazing village, now abandoned 
for the winter. 

We were now at the entrance of the Pangbuk valley which contained 
the third of the tributaries coming down from the Barrier Range. It 
was the biggest of the three we had seen, and the size of the river 
showed that it drained a considerable area of country, which meant 
that the Pangbuk either penetrated deep into the range or extended 
far along it, and thus offered us a good chance of finding a pass 
across. The next day, while Ward and I turned westward into the 
Pangbuk, taking with us six Sherpas and the bulk of the baggage, 

December, 1957 Summit 7 



These members of the 1951 Everest Reconnaissance Expedition probably met with more adventure and excitement than 
the actual Everest ascent. Left to right, standing are Eric Shipton, W.H. Murray, Tom Bourdillon, Riddiford. Seated 
are Dr. Michael Ward and Edmund Hillary. 

Bourdillon and Murray continued on up the Bhote Kosi. It was ar-
ranged that four days later, when they had visited the Nangpa La and 
looked for alternative routes to the west, they would return to Chhule. 
If we were not there, they would assume that we had found a pass and 
follow us up the Pangbuk. 

All the Sherpas could tell us about the Pangbuk was that it con-
tained extensive grazing grounds and that there was no known way 
across the range enclosing it on the west. Certainly from what we 
could see of the great barrier of granite peaks ahead of us it seemed 
to offer little hope of a break. But the sky was clear and the cold 
morning air stimulated our mood of mounting excitement as, with 
every mile we went up the wide, green valley, some new summit or 
col was revealed. 

At noon we reached a sharp bend in the valley and beyond this we 
found ourselves in a great elongated basin stretching far away to the 
north. It was bounded on the east by a chain of smaller peaks, any 
one of which would command a view across the basin along miles of 
the Barrier Range. So, leaving the Sherpas to pitch camp, Ward and I 
immediately set off to climb one of them, reaching its summit, 18,600 
feet high, at 5 P.M. 

There was a stupendous view to the east, in which all the great 
giants of that section of the Himalaya were ranged before us. But it 
was westward across the Pangbuk basin that our eyes were drawn, 
westward where a score of high peaks of the Barrier Range stood 

8 Summit December, 1957 

dark against the glare of the sinking sun. Five glaciers flowed down 
into the basin from the range, offering five roads of access to its foot. 
But four of these appeared to be enclosed at the head by cirques of 
impregnable granite precipice. The fifth was the southernmost, 
whose trench-like valley bit most deeply into the range. We could not 
see the middle and upper parts of the glacier, but it flowed from the 
direction of a wide and lofty saddle behind which the sun would soon 
set. 

At 5 o'clock the following morning, we set out to explore the 
glacier leading towards the saddle which seemed to be our only 
chance of finding a way across the Barrier Range to the unknown 
country beyond. We took Angtarkay with us while the rest of the 
Sherpas followed, carrying supplies of food up the glacier in antici-
pation of our finding a route. The glacier flowed through a narrow, 
twisted trough between vertical rock walls, and we went a long way 
up it before we had a clear view of the saddle. We were immensely 
relieved to find that the gully we had seen the previous evening ex-
tended right down to the glacier. Though it was long and steep, it 
was not unduly difficult, and by 2 o'clock we were cutting the last 
few steps on the ice hump that crowned the saddle, somewhat over 
20,000 feet high. 

I know of few experiences so intensely exciting as reaching the 
top of a new pass, particularly when the country beyond is unexplored. 
First there is the impact of the view, the confused mass of detail 



suddenly revealed after days of anticipation. Then there is the 
breathless moment of looking down to find the answer to the pressing 
question: is it possible to descend on the other side? On the Menlung 
La, as we iater called our pass, there was no quick answer to any 
of our questions. 

We found ourselves on an extensive snow plateau so that the view 
westward, bereft of foreground, was surprisingly simple. A huge 
peak (later named Menlungtse), one of the finest I have seen in that 
part of the Himalaya, stood in majestic isolation. We recognized its 
summit as the sharp spire that we had seen the previous evening. To 
the right of this, a dip in the plateau, which seemed to indicate the 
direction of the pass, revealed a stretch of level, brown horizon, ob-
viously Tibet. It seemed then that our pass, even if we could descend 
from it, would lead us straight into that forbidden land. 

Wading through deep snow, we made our way slowly across the 
plateau until at last we reached its western edge. From there we 
looked down upon a big glacier separating the Barrier Range from 
Menlungtse and, to our surprise, flowing southward towards Nepal. At 
its head, a thousand feet below us, there was a col, and beyond this, 
far away to the north across the Tibetan plateau, we saw the desolate 
mountains of the Lapche Kang range. 

We climbed a small spur from which, to our delight, we could see a 
way down to the glacier. But where did this lead? We could see for 
several miles along its southerly course, but it was heading directly 
towards a great wall of mountains stretching from east to west across 
the pass. It was late and we had a long way to go. We went as hard 
as we could but, though the Sherpas had moved our camp across the 
Pangbuk basin, it was dark by the time we reached it. It had been a 
very long and exciting day but, though I was too tired to eat much 
supper, I was impatient to get back across the Menlung La to investi-
gate the intriguing riddle of the country that lay beyond. 

We see tracks of the 
"Abominable Snowman" 

Early the next morning, November 8, Ward and I and one Sherpa, 
Sen Tenzing, set off again for the pass, taking with us one tent and 
seven days' food. Angtarkay and the rest of the Sherpas carried our 
loads to the foot of the pass and then returned to the Pangbuk to 
await the arrival of Murray and Bourdillon, whom they would then 
guide across the Menlung La. The steps we had cut the previous day 
offset the weight of our loads and again at 2 o'clock we reached the 
snow plateau at the top of the pass. We crossed it, made a rapid de-
scent of an easy icefall, and an hour and half later had reached the 
glacier beyond. Here we sank nearly up to our knees in powdery snow 
which, with our heavy loads, made the going slow and laborious. But 
with the Barrier Range behind us, we could relax, happily aware that 
however slowly we went the geography of this unknown region would  

gradually unfold as, with little further effort, we shaped its discon-
nected featur,3 into a grand yet clear design. 

At about 4 o'clock, as I was trudging along, revelling in the pros-
pect of the next few days, I suddenly saw a line of tracks converging 
on our course. My first reaction was irritation at this intrusion on our 
privacy; but this was quickly replaced by curiosity as to who could 
have made them. Bourdillon and Murray would hardly have had time 
to visit the Nangpa La and to find an alternative passage across the 

Barrier Range. Besides, even if they had, they would not first have 
crossed it without first returning to our rendezvous to inform us of 
their discovery. Perhaps Hillary and Riddiford had come up the glac-
ier from the Rolwaling. Its southerly direction had suggested to us 
that it might drain into that great gorge, though we could not see how 
it penetrated the high mountain wall ahead of us, which still revealed 
no gap and beyond which the Rolwaling must surely lie. Besides we 
knew that the New Zealanders had been anxious to reach Katmandu 
as quickly as possible and were unlikely to have undertaken such a 
diversion. The possibility that any of the local people had been up 
here was very remote, for neither the Tibetans nor the Nepalese ever 
visit the upper reaches of glaciers except when these lie on well 
established routes over passes such as the Nangpa La. 

Sen Tenzing was the only one of the three of us who had no doubts. 
He immediately pronounced the tracks to be those of the yeti, or 
"Abominable Snowman". He told us that two years before, near 
Thyang Bochi, he had seen one of these creatures at a distance of 
some 25 yards; he described it as being the height of an average man, 
tailless, with a tall pointed head and covered with a reddish brown 
hair, except on its face, which was bare. I had known Sen Tenzing 
intimately for a very long time; I had a considerable opinion of his 
intelligence and his sincerity, and I was not inclined to doubt his 
story. As for his explanation of these tracks, though I did not dispute 
it openly, for the time being I reserved my judgment. 

The line of tracks led down the glacier, so we followed them. When 
we first met them the snow was soft and deep so that the footprints 
were nothing but shapeless holes. As we went down the glacier, how-
ever, the snow become less deep and the footprints more regularly 
shaped. At length we came to places, particularly near open crevas-
ses, where the snow covering the glacier ice was less than an inch 
thick. Here we found specimens of the footprints so sharply defined 
that they could hardly have been clearer had they been carefully 
made in wax. We could tell both by comparing one print against 
another and by the sharpness of the outline that there had been no 
distortion by melting, and from this we inferred that the creatures 
(for there had evidently been two) had passed by only a few hours 
before. They were going down the glacier. The footprints were 12" 
long and about 6" wide. There was a big, rounded toe projecting very 
much to the side; the middle toe was well separated from this, while 
three small toes were grouped close together. There were several 
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places where the creatures had jumped over crevasses and where we 
could see clearly that they had dug their toes into the snow on the 
other side to prevent their slipping back. 

I must confess that with this unmistakeable evidence of the toes, I 
was now prepared to accept San Tenzing's conclusion. For in the 
first place, it showed that the strangers were unshod, and in all my 
travels in the highlands of Central Asia I had not seen or heard of 
any human walking far over snow-covered glaciers in bare feet. Sec-
ondly, it showed that they were not bears, whose feet have claws, 
not toes. Several times before, both in the Himalaya and the Karako-
ram, I have come across strange, unaccountable tracks in the snow, 
but I had never seen any so fresh and well preserved as these. 

At about 5 o'clock, when we had followed the tracks for a mile or 
more, we reached a point where the surface of the glacier was broken 
into a succession of sharp ridges and deep longitudinal troughs, 
themselves cut by innumerable crevasses. Although they were now 
more difficult to follow, the tracks continued over this difficult ter-
rain. But the going was so slow that we decided to get off the glacier 
as soon as possible. A short way further down on its right bank, we 
saw a high, grassy shelf, an old lateral moraine, which offered both a 
comfortable camp site and easy going. But it soon became obvious 
that we could not reach it before nightfall, and we had to content our-
selves with a camp on the boulder-strewn ice. 

'The Yeti will be frightened' 
It was a clear, cold night; and as we settled down in our sleeping 

bags, the silence outside the tent was broken only by the occasional 
creaking and groaning caused by the movement of the glacier. I could 
not altogether suppress an eerie feeling at the thought that some-

where in that silent darkness, not so very far away, the strange 
creatures that had preceded us down the glacier were lurking. I was 
not surprised to find that Sen Tenzing, who was lying beside me, was 
occupied with similar thoughts. "You know, Sahib," he said, "the 
yeti will be very frightened tonight." "Why?" I asked. "Well, no one 
has ever been here before; our arrival will certainly scare him." 

I found this assurance comforting, particularly coming from such a 
well-informed source. But for the next few days I was very conscious 
of the presence of the monsters, and often wondered if they were 

watching our movements from some cave, of which there were plenty 
in the vicinity. For although hitherto I had been open-minded, per-
haps a little sceptical, on the subject of the yeti, the tracks we had 
just seen, so fresh and clearly defined, had at last convinced me of 
the existence of a large ape-like creature, either quite unknown to 
science, or at least not included in the known fauna of Central Asia. 
I knew from experience that it would be useless to attempt to follow 
the tracks on the lower snow-free part of the glacier, and indeed we 
saw no further signs of the creatures. 
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As soon as it was light the next morning, we resumed our journey. 
The wide glacier valley soon began to descend steeply, and as we 
reached the brink of the dip, a new prospect opened before us. This 
comprised a vast amphitheater formed by the junction of the Barrier 
Range on our left and the lofty wall stretching from east to west in 
front of us. From this semicircle of mountains several large glaciers 
descended towards us. These, and the one we were on, met in a large 
concordia below us, and we could see that they all drained westward 
through a deep valley which had previously been hidden by the pre-

cipitous lower buttresses of Menlungtse. The next problem to be 
solved was the ultimate direction of this new westbound valley, 
whether it drained to the north or south of the main range. Upon this 
answer depended the answer to the question which had been most 

exercising our minds; were we now in Nepal or Tibet. So it was with 
some excitement that we approached the buttress which marked the 
corner. 

We expected to find a narrow canyon, but instead we entered a wide 
valley; its river split into several streams which meandered lazily 
over extensive gravel and grassy flats. Several miles farther on, this 
great valley swung to the north out of sight under the precipices of a 
giant peak now topped with cloud. We camped early that evening, 
tempted by a grassy plot under an overhanging cliff, where we built 
a big fire of juniper logs. 

The next morning, leaving our camp standing, we went on to the 
northerly bend of the valley. Then skirting round the western flanks 
of Menlungtse, we climbed a rock pinnacle which commanded a splen-
did view to the north. Indeed, it was so extensive that it took us 
some time to adjust our eyes to the great distances. Far below we 
could see that our valley plunged into a profound, forested ravine 
which, several miles to the northwest, joined another gorge even more 
spectacular. At first it appeared that the latter was running north-
ward, but that was not possible for in that direction lay the Tibetan 
plateau, whose rust-coloured hills we could see beyond. Suddenly I 
realized that we were looking into the valley of the Rongshar, one of 
the amazing rivers which, like the Arun, rise in Tibet and cut straight 
through the main axis of the Himalaya. 

This discovery gave us the key to the problem of our whereabouts 
and at once everything became clear. The ravine below us contained 
the Menlung Chu, a river whose lower reaches had been visited by 
the first Everest Expedition in 1921. The great peak, which yester-
day we had seen standing above the northerly bend of our valley, and 
whose summit was now clear, was Gauri Sankar (23,440 ft.), once 
believed to be the highest in the world. The mountain we now named 
Menlungtse, round which we had been travelling for the last three 
days, was in fact a triangulated peak, 120 feet higher than Gauri 

Sankar. Some weeks later we saw it from the outskirts of Katmandu, 
100 miles away to the southwest. Our vantage point also commanded 



a view of the northern aspect of this wonderful mountain, along the 
base of which flowed another large glacier. It was thus completely 
isolated, surrounded by a glacier-filled basin like that of Nanda Devi. 

Lost in forbidden land 

These revelations and the sudden identification of our surround-
ings, so characteristic of all that I have most enjoyed in mountain 
explorations were, for me at least, the climax of the whole expedi-

tion. But the fact that our valley led to the Rangshar placed us in a 
teasing dilemma. For not only did it seem that we were now in Tibet, 
but we knew that the Rongshar was inhabited, that it contained a 
monastery situated near the junction of the Menlung Chu and that the 
point where it entered the great defile was commanded by a Dzong, or 
fort. It seemed highly improbable that we could pass through those 
narrow gorges, where we would be obliged to travel along paths, with-
out our presence being reported to the local authorities. Even in 
former times this would have placed us in an awkward position; but 
with Tibet in the control .of the Chinese Communists there was no 
knowing what our fate might be. Having only five months before 
emerged from Communist China, I was especially sensitive on this 
point, and dismissed without hesitation the idea of descending into 
the Rongshar. It was most tantalizing: I have always been fascinated 
by the great gorges of the Himalaya and a passage through this fabu-
lous defile, which I had never had a chance to visit and which so far 
as I knew had never been penetrated by a Western traveller, would 
have made a splendid finish to our journey. 

As an alternative to returning to Khumbu by the way we had come, 
we decided to try to find a way across the mountain wall forming the 
southern rim of the Menlung basin. The following day, we succeeded 

in reaching the only col on the crest of this wall which appeared to 
be accessible from this side. It was 19,500 feet high, and from it, as 
we had expected, we looked down a 7,000 foot precipice into the 
Rolwaling. At first it seemed most unlikely that we would be able to 

climb down this tremendous precipice. But on descending to a prom-
ontory a little below the col, we were surprised to see that there was 
a way down a series of glacier ledges for three or four thousand feet. 
We could see nothing of the final plunge into the gorge, but there was 
at least a fair chance that this might be negotiated, and we started 
back in a mood of optimism, more buoyant, perhaps, than was justi-
fiel by the evidence. 

When we got back to camp that evening, we found that Murray and 
Bourdillon and the rest of the Sherpas had arrived, having followed 
us across the Menlung La. We explained the situation and told them 
of our plan to attempt to cross the col into the Rolwaling. But after 
supper, Angtarkay approached me with a plea that I should reconsider 
my decision not to descend into the Rongshar. In the first place, he  

argued, the influence of the communist regime in Tibet had not pene-
trated to these remote parts. Secondly, he said, as many Sherpas 
visit the Rongshar each year, our presence there would not attract 
much notice; and anyway, if we were brought before the Dzongpen 
(the local governor residing at the fort), we had only to explain that 
we had strayed into Tibet by mistake and were anxious to get back 
to Nepal as quickly as possible. 

I was not convinced by these arguments. The Sherpas have never 
been able to understand our scruples about crossing forbidden fron-
tiers, mainly because for them these frontiers have never had any 
real significance. Also I suspected that the eagerness with which 
Angtarkay argued his case was motivated by the Sherpas' reluctance 
to cross another high glacier pass and by Sen Tenzing's alarming 
account of the precipice we had seen that day. However, I was by no 
means reluctant to be persuaded, and when Angtarkay went on to 
suggest that, as there was now a full moon, we could travel through 
the Rongshar by night to avoid detection, I agreed, though with some 
misgivings, to take the risk. 

I was rather sorry that we were not after all to attempt the descent 
of the great precipice into the Rolwaling, but as we set off down the 
valley once more, this regret was submerged in the keen excitement 
I felt at the prospect of passing through the Rongshar. Once again, it 

was a clear, crisp morning. The way was easy, and with only two or 
three days' food left, our loads were light. From the northerly bend of 
the valley we raced down steep scree slopes of ancient moraine, and 
in two hours we had reached an area of level ground which formed a 
sort of lip of the basin, where its two main streams united before 
plunging into the ravine of the Menlung Chu. Here, at the upper edge 
of the forest, we were already in a warmer climate, and we halted for 

a second breakfast, basking in the sun and gazing up at the wonder-
ful pyramid of Menlungtse. 

We found a well defined track which made our descent along the 

precipitous side of ti e Menlung ravine easy, and by late afternoon we 
were approaching its junction with the Rongshar. On the way we met 
two Tibetan peasants. When they had recovered from their surprise at 
seeing us, they were very friendly and gave us valuable information 

about the way ahead. As they were on their way up to some high 
pasture, we had no fear that they would report our arrival. When we 
reached the junction, our path was about 500 feet above the river, and 
from there we found ourselves looking straight down upon the mona-
stery of Chuphar. We could see people walking about in the courtyard 
and hear the deep clang of the ceremonial gong. 

We had now reached the crucial stage, and it was time to take all 
possible precautions to avoid being seen. We descended to the 
Menlung Chu a few hundred yards above the junction where, as we 
had been told by the peasants, there was a bridge. We crossed this 
and climbed a little way aboVe the path to hide in the forest until 
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Can we pass undetected 

through a Tibetan village? 

nightfall. We had not long to wait, and we used the time to have a 
meal. While we were eating, a party of women appeared, gathering 
firewood, a couple of hundred feet above us. They saw us, but, to 
our relief, they did not seem to be greatly concerned, and we hoped 
that their story of strange intruders would not spread beyond their 
homes, at least until the following day. 

By 8 o'clock it was as dark as it would become that night, and we 
resumed our march along the track. The moon had risen and was shin-
ing on the mountain tops beyond the Rongshar. Although it would be 

several hours yet before it shone into the bottom of the valley, its 
reflected light was enough for us to see the track; indeed, we were 

glad to be in the shadow. The main risk of detection,the only serious 
one, lay in passing through the village of Trupde where the fort way. 
At night, in this narrow, rugged, forested valley, with no local 

knowledge, there was no possibility of avoiding this as once off the 
path, we would become hopelessly lost. If we could get beyond this 
village unseen we would be reasonably safe, for it was the last in-

habited place on this side of the frontier, which lay half way through 
the gorge. 

Though I have a vivid recollection of the details and impressions 
of that night, I have no clear memory of time. I think it was about 10 
o'clock when we reached an open section of the valley and saw near 
the path the dim outlines of some scattered houses. A dog barked 
nearby, and that started the inevitable canine chorus that greets the 

intruder into every Tibetan village. But there were no lights visible 
and we hoped that all the inhabitants were asleep. Some twenty 

minutes later, a massive building loomed in front of us. There was 

no mistaking the Dzong with its high, not-quite-vertical walls. 
Angtarkay had suggested that if we were challenged by a night 

watchman, he should explain that we were a party of Sherpas return-
ing to Nepal and that he had a friend living at the other end of the 
village in whose house we proposed to spend the night. I was not 
happy about this plan, for, if we were caught, the attempted deception 
would have added another delicate matter to be explained away. But 
I thought it worth the risk; for it seemed to me that in any case there 

would be little chance of persuading our captors to let us proceed 
with our journey. In my experience, Tibetan Dzongpens, in common 
with most civil servants throughout the world, are rarely willing to 
accept responsibility. The man in charge of this fort, however agree-

able he might be as an individual, would feel bound to detain us 
while he referred the matter to higher authority in Tingri. From Tingri 
the buck would be passed to Lhasa, and I could well imagine how the 
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new communist rulers in that city would receive the news of our 
capture 

I had been pondering these matters all day, and I confess that in 
the last few hours since reaching the Rongshar, I was in a state of 
some nervous tension. But anticipatory response is, I find, always 
worse than the moment of crisis, and I was very glad to see the 
Dzong so close. The next few minutes, it seemed, would decide the 
issue and with any luck in another half hour we would be past the 
village, cloaked in the security of the forest beyond. 

Though we were still in shadow, the moonlight had come down the 
western wall of the valley to within a few hundred feet above us, and 
it was much lighter than before. The dogs, thank Heaven, had stopped 
barking, and except for the boom of the river echoing from some 
crags above, all was silent as we crept along under the wall of the 

Dzong, trailing our ice-axes, the rubber soles of our climbing boots 
treading almost noiselessly upon the earth track. Beyond the Dzong 
we saw no more houses, and presently the track narrowed through 
dense undergrowth and began to descend steeply toward the river. 

Despite this evidence that we were past the village, we kept going 
until about an hour later, we rounded a sharp, westerly bend in the 
valley. When we halted for a rest, I felt the surge of blissful relief 
that I remember so well as a schoolboy when, after some illicit noc-
turnal enterprise, I got back to the sanctuary of my dormitory. 

The valley was now flooded in bright moonlight. We were in the 

middle of an S-bend which produced the illusion that we were in a 
rectangular courtyard completely enclosed by gigantic walls. The 
wall at the far end, slightly to the left and perhaps a half a mile 
away, was split by a black, vertical fissure which we took to be the 
entrance of the gorge. The path climbed steeply towards this, and 
when we reached it we were several hundred feet above the river, 
which voiced its thunderous protest at the sudden constriction of its 
bed. It was dark in the gorge, so dark that even when my eyes be-
came accustomed to the change, I could barely see the outline of the 
man just in front of me. We had no lamp, but the Sherpas have a re-
markable ability to feel their way along an apparently invisible track, 
and we had only to follow closely behind them. 

During the next few hours, I felt I was living in a world of fantasy. 
I must have been tired but, as in a dream, walking, or climbing up 

and down required no effort of will. This sense of unreality, of de-
tachment from physical feeling, was due to several causes; reaction 
after the recent tension, the swift changes of scene and climate dur-
ing the previous day, and the fact that 36 hours before I had been 
standing on a snow saddle, 19,500 feet high, on the crest of the 
range, but most of all it was due to the phantom scenes around me. 

For some time, for example, I was aware that the gorge was filled 
with grey mist. Then I chanced to look up and saw that, apparently 
straight above my head, the mist was edged by a wavy silver band. it 



was a very lovely sight, and I pointed it out to Bourdillon who was 
just behind me. Then suddenly the grey mist took substance, or rather 
I suddenly realized that there was no mist at all; what I had been 
looking at was in fact the opposite wall of the gorge, bathed in moon-
light. The silver band was the edge of the snow capping the preci-
pice, how many thousand feet above I could not even guess. 

At length, sometime in the small hours of the morning, the track 
led us to the bottom of the gorge where there was a long, tree-covered 
spit. The Sherpas suggested a meal. This was not an unreasonable 
request for we had been going fairly continuously for the best part of 
a day and a night, and it was some time since we had eaten. I agreed 
to make a short halt, but I was anxious to reach the frontier while it 
was still dark, and I reckoned it was still two or three hours away. 
For although we had succeeded in passing the Dzong unobserved, and 
had put several hours' march behind us, I thought it would be tempt-
ing providence to dawdle. Fires were lit and tea was brewed. I lay 
back to relax and fell asleep. 

I awoke in broad daylight. Everyone else was sleeping peacefully. 
With a good deal of cursing I roused the party; the Sherpas, as they 
sleepily packed up their loads obviously thought my ill-tempered 
urgency quite unreasonable. The path now kept close to the bottom 
of the gorge, so with little climbing to do, we made rapid progress 
The morning air was fresh and sweet and, presently, as I swung along 
the track, I began to feel calmer. Perhaps after all it was ridiculous 
to have any lingering fear that we would be pursued. After all, even 
if by some unlikely chance our presence in the Rongshar had been 
discovered and reported to the Dzongpen, he was unlikely to take any 
action before this morning, so that we had several hours' start. An 
hour passed and then another. We could not be far from the frontier 
now. How absurd to think of a frontier in the midst of this wild, fan-
tastic canyon! 

Discovered! 

The bottom of the gorge had widened and we were walking across a 
short strip of open shore between two forested spurs, when suddenly 
there was an uproar behind and we turned to see seven Tibetans 
charging down upon us, brandishing long knives and uttering wild 
cries, their pigtails flying out behind them. It was a terrifying sight 
and I was relieved to see that the Sherpas held their ground with ap-
parent nonchalance, which suggested that they, at least, did not 
expect to be cut to pieces. When the strangers reached us, still 
brandishing their knives, they poured out a frenzied torrent of words. 
I have never known Angtarkay outdone in a shouting match, and be-
fore long he had entered the fray with such fervour that it was a long 
time before I could induce him to tell me what it was all about. Not 
that I needed his explanation; these men had obviously been sent by  

the Dzongpen to demand our immediate return to the fort. 
I experienced that unpleasant feeling in my stomach that I used to 

have at school when caught in the act of some crime that merited a 
beating. It was useless now to bemoan my stupidity in embarking on 
this crazy venture; it was useless to curse our folly for having fallen 
asleep at our last halt when we could easily have escaped beyond 
the frontier by dawn; but I did both, and bitterly. I reflected ruefully 
that there was only 1,200 rupees left in the expedition till, and 
though I would have willingly offered many times that sum to buy our 
release, I doubted whether it would have tempted a man in the Dzong-
pen's position; certainly not if communist control had reached as far 
as the Rongshar. 

The violence of the verbal storm had subsided somewhat when 
Angtarkay turned to me and suggested that we should leave the 
Sherpas to discuss the matter with the strangers while the four of us 
walked on to the end of the shore and waited out of sight. To my 
surprise we were allowed to do this, and my hopes began to revive. 
Twenty minutes later he appeared wearing a broad grin. 

"Everything is settled; but," he added apologetically, "I'm afraid 
it has cost us seven rupees to buy them off." 

He went on to say, in extenuation of his extravagance, that the men 
had demanded ten rupees, which he had told them was a ridiculously 
high figure considering how easy it would be to explain to the Dzong-
pen that they had been too late to catch us before we crossed the 
frontier. I was at last convinced that the revolutionary changes I had 
seen in China had not yet reached this remote corner of Tibet. 

Angtarkay had gathered some interesting pieces of information from 
the Tibetans, with whom he had parted on cordial terms. It appeared 
that the women whom we had seen gathering firewood the previous 
evening had not been reticent. At first their tale of bearded strangers 
had not been believed in official circles; but early that morning it 
had received startling confirmation by the discovery of our boot marks 
on the path in the village. The Dzongpen had acted with remarkable 
dispatch, while his henchmen had displayed an extraordinary turn of 
speed and, considering the unknown nature of their quarry, quite a lot 
of courage. I was sorry that they had not been more generously re-
warded. 

Angtarkay also learned that the frontier, now only a mile away, was 
marked by a bridge across the river. An hour later we were across 
this bridge, lying stretched in the sun, the smoke of our breakfast 
fire curling slowly up into the warm scented air. Behind us was a 
journey through an unexplored stretch of the Great Himalaya, a jour-
ney as integrated, as varied in scene and incident, as full of ex-
pectation and surprise as any I remember. Before us was the rest of 
the Rongshar Gorge, now to be traversed at our leisure; and then the 
delightful prospect of a gradual return to the fleshpots. Life was very 
good. 
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WHEELER PEAK IN NEVADA—Four Californians, Roy Gorin, Don Clarke, Si Ossofski and Harvey Hickman, climbed this 
face, bivouacking one night on a ledge to accomplish the feat. Photo by Cecil Ouellette 
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Wheeler Peak— a real challenge! 
by Roy M. Gorin 

A stupendous, vertical, unclimbed 
rock wall — this was the challenge that 
brought Don Clarke, Harvey Hickman, 
Si Ossofski and myself to the northeast 
face of Wheeler Peak, Nevada. Although 
it was Memorial Day weekend, 1957, the 
late spring storms had transformed the 
high country into an out-of-season win-
ter wonderland. 

Weldon Heald in the February, 1957 
SUMMIT, and Cecil Ouellette in the 
June issue, had quite vividly described 
Wheeler Peak, but I wasn't quite pre-
pared for it. Very few mountains in the 
United States or Canada tower over you 
so overwhelmingly as does Nevada's 
second highest summit as you approach 
its main face via the north face. 

But let us begin further back. After 
driving all night from Los Angeles, we 
got to Baker, Nevada in the early morn-
ing. The Forest Service ranger station 
there had been closed, but luckily we 
were able to get some information on 
the approach to the northeast face from 
Ralph Kaufman who lives in Baker. We 
then drove to the public campground on 
Lehman Creek, three miles above 
Lehman Caves National Monument. 
From there, a five-mile trail goes to 
Stella Lake, but we lost it as the snow 
level was down to about 8,000 feet. It 
was soft, slushy snow, the kind that 
reminds you of wading upstream with 
your boots on. One and one-half miles 
from Stella Lake, we turned southwest 
and literally pushed our way uphill 
through knee to waist-deep snow. Once 
we had to dig Harvey out. Our base 
camp was made finally just below tim-
berline at 10,000 feet. 

A portion of the face was visible to 
us. It became more and more apparent 
that this was going to be a real climb. 
We began planning for a night on the 
cliff. In our climbing packs we stuffed 
a few more warm clothes than usual, a 
large lightweight tarp, a two-man biv-
ouac sack, and some extra food, con-
sisting of a rich date-nut cake, bologna, 
cheese, and the inevitable chocolate, 
nuts and raisins. I had bivouacked be-
fore and knew that spending a night out  

at high altitudes after a day of strenu-
ous climbing is a cold experience at 
best. 

Fortunately for us, it froze that night, 
so at 4 o'clock a.m., when we left our 
base camp, we were able to walk up a 
long snow gully which took us directly 
to the great Wheeler cirque and onto the 
Matthes Glacier. From there the North-
east face began to look even more 
formidable. 

A series of unconnected chimneys 
divides the face, with the right-hand 
side appearing to be somewhat less 
severe in angle. By this time we were 
willing to settle for a route that would 
go—not one which would add to the 
climbing difficulties. A short snow 
tongue led to the first of the chimneys. 
Here we started the real climbing by  

working our way up the lower part of 
the face, going up over a series of 
high-angle small ledges. Snow or run-
ning water on the handholds, and oc-
casional rockfalls down the face, made 
us quite cautious. Although several 
rocks whizzed by us like bullets, none 
had our number on it. We soon managed 
to get out of the direct rock-fall path. 

It is an unfortunate fact in a climber's 
life, that most of the high mountains 
seem always to have main faces made 
up of cliffs with the rock overlapping 
downhill. Wheeler Peak is no exception. 
In addition, piton cracks in the quartz-
ite were hard to find. Cracks just 
didn't exist, or if they did they were 
mostly too shallow. Another problem on 
a real tremendous mountain face, is to 
correctly estimate the climbing diffi- 
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"We got ready to shiver 

and shake all night" 

culty ahead. It is quite easy to climb 
yourself into a cul-de-sac. We did this 
once; I was leading! The climbing be-
came so severe that to proceed would 
have meant hours and hours of 5th and 
6th class climbing, with no assurance 
that it would end in a route to the sum-
mit. A fifty-foot back-track got us out 
of this one, however, and we found 
another route that took us to a point 
approximately 800 feet vertically above 
the end of the snow tongue, from where 
we had taken off. 

So far, we had had moderately severe 
4th and 5th class climbing and were 
now about a hundred feet to the right of 
the chimneys on a high-angle snowfield. 
It stretched about fifty feet up and down 
and probably covered a ledge under-
neath some twenty feet wide. We decid-
ed to stay out of the chimneys because 
of the rock-fall danger, and also be-
cause they looked real rugged. The 
face ahead of us was almost overhang-
ing for two to three hundred feet—too 
much too late! Later in the year with 
dry rock and a party of strong climbers, 
a direct assault on the chimneys might 
succeed. But now our only choices were 
to give up and go back down, or tra-
verse to the right on the snowfield, hop-
ing that it would not avalanche, and 
look for a break in the cliff. 

We traversed cautiously, and about 
three hundred feet to the right found a 
route on up. Short 5th class pitches 
were mixed in with easy 4th. We kept 
going until 8:30 p.m., and then began 
looking for a place large enough for 
four of us to spend the night sitting up 
in our planned bivouac. We used our ice  

axes to cut away some of the snow on a 
ledge and made a platform approximate-
ly four feet wide and seven feet long. 
We coiled our climbing ropes for use as 
insulation between us and the snow. It's 
an easy thing to stumble off a small 
platform like the one we were on, es-
pecially when you are tired and stiff 

from the cold. So the first thing we did 
was to place a piton in the rock at our 
backs and each of us tied into it. We 
then changed into our dry socks, put on 
extra clothing, and got ready to shiver 
and shake all night. Surprisingly 
enough, you can sleep an hour or so at 
a stretch, even if your teeth are ready 
to fall out from chattering so hard. It 
got considerably below freezing, as we 
were about 12,500 feet elevation, higher 
than all the other mountains as far as 
we could see. 

At 4:30 a.m., we were on our way 
again. The morning sun was welcome. 
After a few pitches of easy rock work, 
we came to a long, steep snow gully 
that led directly to the summit rim. Step 
kicking became plain old hard work, but 
at 7:30 a.m., we were on top. A first 
ascent of the Northeast Face, with half 
of Nevada and part of Utah before us. 

However, now that the first ascent of 
Wheeler's main face has been made, 
future climbing parties will probably 
spend more time developing new and 
increasingly difficult routes. When 
blanketed by winter snows, the North-
east Face offers a real mountaineering 
challenge in route finding and high-
angle rock climbing under adverse con-
ditions. Good piton cracks are scarce 
and the more or less continuous rock-
falls add to the hazards. In early sum-
mer, or in the fall, it may be possible 
to push a route directly up the chim-
neys, but I'm sure it would take two or 
three days to do so, and it would re-
quite a strong rock climbing party. I'm 
tempted to go back again myself to 
take a look at this possibility. 

All in all, I was impressed by the 
grandeur of the scenery as you ap-
proach the north cirque, and as you 
enter it you cannot help but realize that 
here is a real mountain. The surprising 
thing is that it has remained so little 
known for so many years. 

For some time now many of us in the 
Boulder Group of the Colorado Mountain 
Club have been speculating about the 
life expectancy of the owners of orange, 
'red, green and even lilac cordage that 
decorates the rocks on a Sunday after-
noon. We have talked to members of the 
"white collar set" whose fluffy ropes, 
lovely to touch, drape the clotheslines 
of our town. Some of us have held our 
breath and watched economy-minded 
climbers slide confidently into a free 
rappel on rope so badly worn that one 
strand was completely cut through. 

In the interest of our friends and their 
innocent insurance companies, our 
group chairman, Baker Armstrong, de-
cided to find out as much as possible 
about the problem. Arnold Wexler 
seemed the logical person to consult, 
both because of his remarkable con-
tributions to the science of climbing 
safety (See "Belaying the Leader," by 
Richard M. Leonard and Arnold Wexler.) 
and because of his position as physi-
cist with the National Bureau of Stan-
dards in Washington, D.C. Mr. Wexler's 
observations are as follows: 

"It is my opinion, based on nothing 
more than intuition, that washing a 
rope in lukewarm water will have no 
deleterious effect on a nylon rope. 
Certainly in normal use a rope is ex-
posed occasionally to rain.I have heard 
of climbers washing ropes in streams 
and washing machines, but I have never 
had a report that would indicate that 
these treatments had harmed a rope. 
High temperature would affect nylon 
and cause it to melt and fuse, but luke-
warm water should not do so. With 
vegetable fiber ropes such as manila 
water would contribute to and accelerate 
such processes as mildewing and rot-
ting. Nylon is not subject to these 
processes. 

"Whether a detergent or soap is harm-
ful to nylon I do not know. I have a 
feeling that irrespective of whether or 
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Zillertal rockclimbing boot. Sturdy 
cut of grey suede leather. No sole 
overhang. One piece MARWA rubber 
lug sole. Without heel. For men or 
women $12.00 

Cortina rockclimbing and trail boot. 
Grey suede. Vibram ROCCIA sole 
with heel. No sole overhang. Lined 
with leather. For men or women  

$15.25 
Boots will be sent postpaid to all SUMMIT readers mentioning this 

advertisement. Include 4% tax for California residents. 
Write for free mail-order catalog of camping, knapsacking and mountaineering equipment. 

Complete line of dehydrated foods for outdoor use. Mail orders filled promptly. 
Announcing: "MOUNTAINEERING HOLIDAY" to Austria and Italy for summer of 1958. 

$1100 for 32 days of climbing. Write for brochure. 
the SKI hut, 1615 University Ave., Berkeley, California 

(Reprint from "Trail & Timberline", Colorado Mountain Club) 

ING ROPES 

Should they be washed or dyed? 
by David M. Hornsby 

not washing a rope, with Or without 
soap or detergent, is harmful, there is 
no need for doing so. I can't imagine 
that this will prolong the useful life of 
a rope; nor do I know that the life of a 
rope need be prolonged at all, for the 
main factor determining the life of a 
rope is wear, and this depends princi-
pally on the amount of use a rope gets 
in belaying, dragging over rock, running 
through karabiners, etc. Even with 
normal wear, it has been my experience 
that a nylon rope will last at least two 
or three years. Prorated on a yearly 
basis, the cost of a nylon rope is not 
excessive, even when compared to a 
manila rope which has a life expec-
tancy of about six months, or at the 
most, one year. To sum up, I would 
say that although I have no evidence 
as to the effect of washing on a rope, 
I see no reason for doing it and I 
personally do not do so. 

"I would be hesitant about subjecting 
a nylon rope to any dyeing, especially 
a process that involves heat. The Army 
does require that the rope used by its 
mountain troops shall be O.D. and this 
color is added by a boiling process—or 
was at one time. However, since nylon 
is thermoplastic, heat does it no good. 
It is possible that boiling water does 
not seriously harm nylon rope, but I 
have no assurance of this. I do know 
that manufacturers of nylon fabrics 
often recommend washing in lukewarm 
water, as opposed to hot water, and 
advise that pressing must be done with 
a cool iron. The only way of ascertain-
ing the effect of a dyeing process or 
treatment is by a controlled experiment 
—testing an untreated sample and a 
treated sample from the same coil of 
rope. Here again I would say that un-
less there is a positive proof that a 
specific dye and treatment will not 
harm a rope, then it should not be used. 

"I can sympathize with the users of 
double-rope tension techniques. It is  

obviously a great help to be able to 
distinguish between two ropes by 
means of color. There is an alternate 
method, however, that can be used to 
differentiate between two ropes, and 
that is to use ropes of different diam-
eters, say 7/16-inch and 3/8-inch. This 
difference in diameter can easily be 
established not only visually (although 
not as readily as between two different 
colors) but also by feel. 

"Age alone causes no deterioration 
of nylon rope as far as I know. Wear 
and sunlight will adversely affect the 
strength of nylon rope and it is these 
factors which eventually dictate the 
usable life of a rope. However, I have 
no criteria or rule-of-thumb for estimat-
ing when to discard a nylon rope, either 
for climbing or rappelling. I recall test-
ing some very frayed ropes—ropes that 
I would have retired before they had 
reached this state—and even then they 
were stronger than ropes of new manila. 
I suspect that the psychological effect 
of using an old or frayed rope will deter  

most climbers from continuing to use 
such a rope. 

"I will offer some purely intuitive 
rules which I hope are on the conserv-
ative side. These should be superseded 
whenever more definitive, and preferably 
scientifically tested information be-
comes available. 

A rope, after two years of normal 
use, should no longer be employed for 
belaying a leader. 

A rope which has become frayed, 
worn, or fluffy (outer fibers broken to 
the extent of 50%) should no longer be 
employed for belaying a leader, irres-
pective of age. 

A rope which has been exposed to 
sunshine for the equivalent of six 
months of summer weather should no 
longer be used for belaying a leader. 

A rope which has been used to 
catch a free fall (especially from above 
a belayer, piton, etc., to below the 
same) should no longer be used for 
belaying a leader." 

Arnold Wexler 
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RIVERS OF ICE  
When snow falls upon a mountain in winter, it may lie there unmelt-

ed until the warmth of summer returns to thaw it. But, if the mountain 
is very high, the summer-heat may never be strong enough to melt all 
the ice on its top, and the top will therefore be enveloped in perpet-
ual snow. 

A line drawn at the level above which the snow never melts is 
called the "snow-line". On the north side of the Himalayas this line 
is 16,000 feet high; that is to say, all the snow which falls below 
this height is melted in summer, but all above remains unmelted. In 
the Andes of Peru, the limit of perpetual snow is about 15,500 feet; 
but in passing northwards or southwards from these hot regions, the 
snow-line descends. In the Swiss Alps, for example, it comes down 
to about 8,500 feet above the sea. Still farther north it reaches yet 
lower, and, in the Arctic regions, descends to the very sea-level; the 
winter's accumulation of snow is never completely melted by the 
summer-sun, and the snow consequently lies on the ground all the 
year round .... 

In a mountainous country, such as that of the Swiss Alps, the 
greater part of the snow which falls there above the snow-line, lies 
all the year round unmelted; and, therefore, every fall adds to the 
thickness of the heap piled upon the mountain-top. The snow evapor-
ates, but the evaporation is extremely slow and is far from equal to 
the additions constantly received; and, though the heat of the sun 
during the day may melt the surface layer, the water thus formed 
sinks in and becomes frozen in the interior of the mass. 

Occasionally, the accumulation is relieved by a great mass of 
snow sliding down the mountain slope, as an "avalanche". Usually, 
however, the pressure of the heaped-up snow gets rid of the surplus 
by gently squeezing it into the valleys below, where it moves down 
with extreme slowness. Yet it does not come down as a mass of 
white opaque snow. 

Snow is white and opaque because of the air entangled amorig its 
crystals. When you squeeze a handful of snow into a snowball, some 
of this air is forced out, and the loose crystals begin to adhere to 
one another; while, by compressing snow very tightly under mechani-
cal pressure, it may be rendered almost homogenous and thus brought 
nearly to the condition of ice. In this way, the great pressure exerted 
by the piles of snow in the Alpine snowfields compresses the lower 
layers and converts them more or less completely into ice. The 
imperfectly consolidated substance, partly snow and partly ice, is 
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known as "Neve" or "Firn". Moreover, the water produced by 
temporary thaw, during sunshine, becomes frozen ice; and, in these 
and other ways, the water which fell on the mountain-top as loose 
white snow, is ultimately sent down into the valleys in the form of 
solid ice. The river of ice which thus drains the high snowfields is 
termed a "glacier". 

Although we have just spoken of a "river of ice", it is not easy, at 
first, to believe that a substance so solid and rigid can really move 
in any way like a mobile liquid. Yet the fact that the glacier does so 
move can easily be demonstrated. Drive a row of stakes firmly into 
the ice across a glacier and opposite to some well-marked point, so 
that you may know exactly their position. If you examine these 
stakes a week or two afterwards, you will find that they are no longer 
at A, but at some point lower down the glacier, say opposite to B. 
The ice has therefore moved during this time from A to B, carrying 
the stakes with it. 

From this experiment it is seen that the ice really moves. But the 
experiment teaches something more than this; for it will be observed 
that the stakes have not only moved down, but have changed their 
relative positions. Instead of forming a straight line across the ice, 
as at A, they now form a curve at B; the stakes in the middle of the 
row have got farther from A than those at the sides, and it is there-
fore clear that they must have moved faster. But the movement of the 
stakes is due simply to the movement of the ice, so that if the 
middle stakes move faster than the side ones, it shows that the 
middle of the glacier moves faster than its sides. 

This sluggish motion of a glacier, and the way in which it accomo-
dates itself to all the inequalities of the surface over which it 
travels, long ago gave rise to the supposition that ice is a viscous 
substance, something like dough, so that it can sink into a depres-
sion, or ride over a ridge, without losing its continuity. Yet, as a 
matter of fact, ice is so brittle that if you pull, or try to bend it, it 
will snap, without stretching to any appreciable extent. How, then, 
can the apparent plasticity be reconciled with the undoubted brittle-
ness? 

When a schoolboy makes a snowball, he squeezes a handful or two 
of light snow into a hard compact lump; and it is worth noting that, if 
the snow be just on the point of thawing, he will be able to weld it 
into a firmer mass than if he employed perfectly hard and dry snow. 
Snow is nothing but a confused mass of ice-crystals; and the snow- 
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ball becomes hard, partly, because it contains less air, and, partly, 
because the little pieces of ice of which it is composed, instead of 
remaining loose, stick firmly to one another. But why do they thus 
become welded together? 

Experiment shows that when two pieces of damp ice are pressed 
together, they immediately freeze into one solid mass. This is called 
"regelation". Hence, when snow is strongly squeezed, the icy 
particles freeze together into a compact substance; and, hence, the 
snow from which a glacier takes its birth, is pressed by the weight 
above into a hard mass, and is more or less like true ice. A number 
of pieces of ice, powerfully squeezed together under pressure, are 
readily united into a solid lump, or a single mass may be crushed, and 
the fragments built up into differently shaped body. In a similar 
manner, when a glacier is forced over an obstacle, the ice, being 
brittle, cracks and snaps, but the enormous pressure of the sliding 
mass behind, squeezes it together again, and regelation immediately 
heals the fractures. The glacier therefore accommodates itself to 
irregularities in its bed, not by virtue of any real plasticity, but by 
being successively fractured and frozen. In fact, by suitable means, 
ice may be artificially molded at will, as though it possessed true 
plasticity; and a similar operation is doubtless carried on in nature. 

As it creeps down the valley, the glacier transports, from higher to 
lower levels, any detrital matter that may happen to fall upon its 
surface. From the neighbouring rocks, fragments are constantly being 
loosened by atmospheric agents, and these, sooner or later, tumble 
down upon the glacier. In this way, a line of debris fringes each side 
of the glacier, some of the stones being perhaps several tons in 
weight. Such accumulation of detritus are known as "moraines"; and 
as those which are now being described, occur on the two sides of 
of the ice-river, they are distinguished as "lateral moraines". As the 
glacier moves along, the moraine-matter is carried forwards, until, at 
length, it reaches the end of the glacier; and thus fragments of rock 
may be transported down the valley, far from the heights above. The 
water which issues from the melting ice, at the end of the glacier, is 
unable to carry off this burden of stones which the ice has deposited; 
and, hence, we generally find, across the end of the glacier, a con-
fused heap of rubbish, known as a "terminal moraine" . . . 

Exactly the same thing may be observed in a river: light bodies 
floated on a stream move like the stakes carried down by the glacier.  

Nor is it difficult to see why a river should flow more rapidly in the 
middle than at its sides. The particles of water at the sides rub 
against the banks, and consequently are not so free to move as the 
particles in the middle of the stream. In like manner, friction against 
the rocky walls on the flanks of a glacier causes the ice at the 
sides to move more sluggishly than the ice in the middle. Again, it is 
known that, in a river, the particles at the bottom drag along the bed 
and move less rapidly than those at the surface. The ice of a glacier 
behaves in precisely the same way. It is concluded, therefore, that 
the motion of a glacier resembles that of a river; the movement is 
essentially the same in kind but different in degree, the rate of move-
ment of the glacier being perhaps only a few inches or, at most, a 
yard or two, daily. 

A glacier resembles a river, not only in its power of thus transport-
ing detritus from a higher to a lower level, but also in acting as a 
direct agent of denudation. Just as a river wears away its banks and 
its bed, so the ice acts on the sides and bottom of the valley along 
which it travels. If the ice has to turn a sharp corner, or make an 
abrupt descent, it is forced to split, and in this way yawning chasms, 
perhaps hundreds of feet in depth, are produced in the glacier. Such 
rents are termed "crevasses". Stones, sometimes of great size, fall 
with a crash down these clefts, and reaching the bottom of the glacier 
get frozen into its base. As the glacier moves, these stones, pressed 
by the weight of ice above, scratch and score the rocky bed in the 
direction of the ice-flow; while the stones themselves, jammed in 
between the ice and its floor, get bruised in turn, so that by the time 
they are discharged at the terminal moraine they may be covered with 
parallel scratches. 

At the same time, the smaller fragments worn off the rocks by the 
passage of a glacier get ground down into fine gravel, sand and mud, 
which may be carried in suspension by the stream of water which 
flows over the bed of the glacier. For it should be noted that the 
bottom layer of ice, pressed by the weight above, and grinding along 
the floor, is generally in a state of thaw; and, moreover, water finds 
its way from the surface to the bottom through crevasses. Hence, a 
little liquid stream separates the bottom ice from the rocky bed; and 
at the end, or snout, of the glacier this water issues forth, not indeed 
as a clear, bright spring, but as a thick stream laden with detritus. 
The fine detrital matter which the water carries along polishes the 
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This huge alpine 

"mushroom" was formed 

when the sun melted 

all but a thin shaft of 

ice beneath a rock 

carried down the 

glacier table. 

surface of the rock over which it flows. The action of a glacier is 
consequently twofold: the fine sandy matter polishes the surface, 
while the large stones scratch furrows. It is, in fact, as though some 
giant hand had rubbed the surface of the rock with fine emery powder, 
and at the same time rasped it with a huge file. 

All rough points of rock in the path of a glacier are thus rubbed 
down, and projecting masses are smoothed to the form of rounded 
knobs. The flat-domed hummocks of rock produced in this way are 
termed "sheep-backs", since, if seen in the distance, they bear 
some resemblance to a flock of sheep. The passage of a glacier 
across a country gives rise to peculiar features not produced by any 
other agent of denudation; and, by these peculiarities, we may tell 
with certainty, that ice has been at work in a district where there is 
not a vestige of ice at the present time. 

On traveling northwards, the snow-line is found to descend until, in 
the Arctic regions, it comes down to sea-level. In such regions the 
entire surface of land may be enveloped in a mantle of ice. This ice 
cap creeps down toward the shore, until its foor at length advances 
into the sea. Huge masses of ice then become detached, and are sent 
drifting away as icebergs. These mountains of ice often assume 
fantastic shapes; and their vast mass produces so great a depression 
of temperature in the neighbouring air that, when they are carried into 
the ocean, they are usually obscured by a shroud of mist. 

The icebergs, like glaciers, are laden with fragments of rock worn 
from the land over which the ice travelled; and when, on reaching 
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warmer waters, they melt, they discharge this freight of stones and 
earth, which may thus get carried far from their original home. When 
blocks of rock are borne along by running water, they become rounded 
by the friction to which they are subjected, but, when a fragment of 
rock is transported on an iceberg, it may retain much of its angularity 
and be dropped upon the sea-bed in an almost unworn state. The finer 
detritus which the berg carries will be diffused through the water in 
which the ice melts; and currents may transport it far away into 
southern latitudes. If a glacier descends to the edge of a lake, exact-
ly the same thing occurs as in the formation of an iceberg. A tongue 
of ice is pushed into the water, and bergs break off and float away, 
carrying their burden of moraine matter to be strewn over the bottom 
of the lake on the melting of the floating ice. If the bottom of the 
lake, or of the sea, 'should at any time be upheaved, the glacial mud 
and gravel, with angular blocks and ice-scratched boulders, may be 
exposed to view; and may furnish evidence of glacial denudation in 
countries which are now free from anything like glaciers or icebergs. 

Other evidence of ice action is afforded by the peculiar position 
of large angular blocks of stone, poised perhaps upon the very edge 
of a precipice, or balanced upon a mere point. Such stones, known as 
"perched blocks", could hardly have been brought into their strange 
position by mere rolling, or by the action of running water; but it is 
easy to see that they might have been dropped by an iceberg, or left 
stranded by the gradual melting of a glacier on which they were origi-
nally seated. 



• 

DON'T MISS ORION! 
You'll find Orion, with two of the fifteen brightest stars in the 

sky, dominating the southern sky this time of the year. Take time 

to look for this suberb constellation during the months of Decem-

ber, January, February and March, and you'll be well rewarded 

with the thrill of seeing this outstanding constellation. It's easily 

located—during December and January before midnight, look to 

the southeast—in February and March before midnight, look to the 

southwest. Don't bother trying to locate Orion at any other time 

of the year because it will be below the horizon and invisible to 

you at this latitude. 

You can't miss Orion because he is so prominent. Look for his 

Belt, three bright stars in a straight row, and you can easily 

trace the rest of the constellation from there. No other constel-

lation has so many bright stars. Betelgeuse, in the left shoulder,  

is a reddish color and Rigel, in the right foot, is bluish white. 

Rigel is a giant star sending out 16,000 times as much light as 

our sun. It is over 500 light-years away; what you see in the 

night sky is light which left the star some years before Columbus 

was born. 

A hunter by profession, Orion is heavily armed with a raised 

club, a shield and a sword dangling from his belt. The "fuzzy" 

star that you see in Orion's sword is the Great Orion Nebula, a 

luminous gas cloud, extremely thin but so vast that 10,000 stars 

the size of our sun could be formed from its mass. It looks so 

small because it is 300 light-years away. 

Because Orion is such a splendid constellation, don't miss 

seeing him before the end of March. 

December, 1957 Summit 21 



-Mr 0 1E7 31Erd 

SUMMIT Magazine: 

The MIT Outing Club would like to 
thank you for your review of our pamph-
let, "Fundamentals of Rock Climbing" 
in the September-October '57 issue of 
Summit. 

When we originally planned this 
booklet, it was destined for local use 
but, after your review, orders have 
come in from almost every state in the 
union with a mountain to its name, as 
well as from Canada. In fact, demand 
has been such that we will have to 
have another printing in the near future 
to renew our stocks. 

Again, thank you for your review; we 
are happy to see our effort so well re-
ceived. 

Terry Gildea, President 
M.I.T. Outing Club 
Cambridge, Mass. 

(Editor's Note — We find our readers 
really DO "know their mountains" as 
evidenced by some of the letters pub-
lished below.) 

Dear Editors: 

Tsk, Tsk! You'll hear plenty on this 
error—and in the Know Your Mountains 
feature, no less! 

Number 18 is hardly a "splinter". It 
is really Clyde Minaret, the highest of 
the Minaret group. Riegelhuth Minaret 
is not at all in the picture and, I be-
lieve, somewhat to the rear and left of 
the photographer. 

Also, is it really granite? 
Finally, I would like to add that 

while climbing Clyde and Riegelhuth 
Minarets last summer, I don't recall 
considering the area as a "training 
ground". 

Dick Skultin 
Pasadena, Calif. 

Re November, 1957 Summit, "Know 
Your Mountains" that peak is Clyde 
Minaret, not Riegelhuth. Doubt if it's 
granite also. 

Ray Van Aken 
China Lake, Calif. 

I certainly enjoyed the November 
issue, but who goofed? Unless I'm 
completely turned around, that's Clyde 
Minaret and not Riegelhuth Minaret 
pictured inside the front cover. I 
climbed Riegelhuth three months ago, 
and that just doesn't look like it. 

Mike Loughman .. 
Berkeley, Calif. 

Dear Sir: 

Some corrections should be made to 
Robert I. Keyes' article "Climbing in 
the Flatlands" (November, 1957 Summit) 
which describes one of the practice 
climbing areas of the midwestern moun-
taineering clubs, the Chicago Mountain-
eering Club and the Iowa Mountaineers. 
Bob is rather poorly informed regarding 
this area, and this is not surprising 
considering the unstable membership of 
the Wisconsin Hoofers, a university 
outing club, and its short period of 
activity at climbing, about seven years. 

The quartzite found at Devils Lake is 
(like other quartzite) a metamorphosed 
sandstone and was never spewed any-
where. It is part of an ancient range 
which now stands about seven hundred 
feet above the plain and is many miles 
long. The interest centered at Devils 
Lake arises not from the existence of a 
glacier carved gorge, but from the fact 
that it is a driftless area, namely, one 
that the glacier bypassed. The valley 
was dammed by a glacial moraine, and 
the contrast in contours on the two 
sides of the dam is startling — to the 
west vertical cliffs, towers, etc., to 
the east a rounded U-shaped trough. 

The scenic beauties of this area were 
not left undiscovered until the C.C.C. 
It has been a resort area to at least 
several generations; and visitors and 
local inhabitants must have always 
clambered on the rocks. 

Their character is much like the 
quartzite elsewhere—like Seneca Rock, 
West Virginia, and the Ramparts of 
Canada—presenting rectangular profiles 
and numerous closely spaced routes. 
The routes vary from several feet to 
several hundred feet, for in several 
places rocks extend from near the sum-
mit to near the lake shore. The pitches 
are of all lengths up to over a rope 
length, and they are so numerous that 
after nearly two decades of serious 
investigation of the scattered cliffs 
(which if put together would extend 
over a 2-3 mile expanse), many routes 
of technical climbing interest remain 
unexplored. These routes are extremely  

varied and afford practice of all tech-
niques except those which depend on 
particular rock textures or friability 
(hence the Chicago Mountaineering Club 
also practices elsewhere). Evidently 
Bob is not well acquainted with the 
routes, for there are some tremendous 
pitches like the Slab Route into the 

Hawk's Nest, the slab at the Brinton 
Crack Wall, the Reclining Tower of the 
Second Amphitheatre on the West Bluff, 
the slab between the Turk's Head and 
the Wiessner Wall, among others, as 
well as a number of routes like the one 
beyond the Electric Fence in which 
progress is completely dependent on 
sole friction. 

The first technical climbing in the 
area antedates the organization of the 
Chicago Mountaineering Club. The 
Stettner brothers, Joe and Paul, did 
climb here. Fritz Wiesnner of the AMC 
made several visits, some in 1941. 
However, extensive technical climbing 
started in the Fall of 1940 at the early 
outings of the Chicago Mountaineering 
Club. Shortly thereafter, the Iowa Moun-
taineers were organized, and they also 
used the area for their rock climbing 
practice. In recent years these clubs 
have visited Devils Lake from once to 
several times monthly in the Spring, 
Summer and Fall months for whole 
weekends, during which they climb all 
day with an outing attendance which 
has on occasion exceeded one hundred 
persons. Additional private outings are 
made by members. Thus these groups 
have been far more active than the 
Hoofers with their half-day Sunday out-
ings. The Chicago Mountaineering Club 
program also includes winter outings, 
some of which are held at Devils Lake. 
While no glaciers exist, opportunities 
for snow and ice climbing do present 
themselves. 

Accounts of climbing at Devils Lake 
have appeared from time to time in the 
Chicago Mountaineering Club Newslet-
ter. I am familiar with two guides to the 
climbing routes which have been writ-
ten, but they have not been published. 
I am currently working on another guide, 
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one covering all the practice climbing 
area of the Chicago Mountaineering 
Club — Devils Lake, Mississippi Pali-
sades, Joliet, Lemont, Starved Rock, 
Oregon (Illinois), Camp Douglas and 
the Lake Michigan waterfront. I would 
be pleased to receive any information 
of historical interest concerning climb-
ing in these areas or any accounts of 
routes, etc. I hope to have the guide-
book published by the Chicago Moun-
taineering Club by this coming spring, 
at least in part, and certainly to have a 
complete copy in the club library. 

William Primak 
Hinsdale, Illinois  

Dear Sir: 

On recent trips to the Tetons and to 
San Francisco, I've encountered "Sum-
ma". This is a commendable effort and 
one that is bound to grow and make 
increasingly greater contributions to 
the all-too-sparse collection of moun-
tain literature. I am sending a remit-
tance under separate cover to take care 
of my subscription for further issues. 

A Sierra Club friend mentioned that 
in a recent issue you listed mailing ad-
dresses of various climbing groups 
throughout America. The Varsity Out-
door Clubs at the Universities of  

British Columbia and Alberta, respec-
tively, are interested in expanding their 
mailing lists of their newsletters. I 
took it on myself to try and compile a 
list of mountain groups across the con-
tinent. I've met with moderate success, 
but if you've done the job I'll capitalize 
on your efforts. 

Would you mind sending the issue I 
refer to please? I'll send remittance by 
return mail. 

Best wishes for continuing success. 

Pat Duffy 
Calgary, Alberta, Canada 
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BOULDER, COLORADO 

SPECIAL OFFER 

Swiss Thomnen Pocket 

ALTIMETER 

Compensated to 15,000 Feet 

$30.00 

Complete line of 

HIGHEST QUALITY EQUIPMENT 

catalog on request 

MOUNTAINEERING BOOKENDS OF HAND-CARVED LEATHER 

What better way to display a collection of 
mountaineering books than between a pair of 
these Mountaineer's Bookends? They are 
hand-carved on smooth steerhide, with a de-
sign showing an ice axe and mountain peak 
on one bookend, and rope, piton and cara-
biner on the other. The bookends are rein-
forced with metal, and both lining and lac-
ing are of brown leather. 

You or your mountain climbing friends will 
be proud to own a set of these bookends. 

Mountaineer's 
Bookends — 

A Pair — $7.50 

HERB & JAN CONN — CUSTER, SOUTH DAKOTA 

LETTERS - cont. 
Editor: 

Regarding a statement in Questions 
and Answers About Family Knapsack-
ing (November, 1957 Summit), page 18—
"Anyone with a tried and tested method 
for jerking beef is invited to send it in 
so we can pass it along."—I have never 
made jerky beef, but I have a copy of a 
Professional Guides Manual written for 
North Star Guide Association by George 
Leonard Herter. 

In this guide are instructions on how 
to make jerky — also how to make 
pemican in which jerky can be used. 
Mr. Herter says pemican properly made 
is one of the finest foods that you can 
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take into the wilderness or for survival 
food in case of atomic bombing. I could 
write more, but may I suggest Summit 
get in touch with Mr. George Leonard 
Herter, R.R. 1, Waseca, Minnesota. 

Harold Eicher 

Dear Editor: 

A few of "Your Letters" seem to be 
sinking from constructive criticism to 
downright meanness. Mike Loughman's 
latest comment on Harvey T. Carter's 
article is that of contempt and disgust 
and is certainly not deserving. Lough-
man's correction on the article is in-
formative, but his other remarks should 
have been tossed in the waste basket. 

Carter's article was a difficult sub-
ject to put into readable form, but I 
thought he handled the job very well. 
His explorations in climbing classifi-
cations and the development of a new 
system has been done with the hopes 
that a wider knowledge of the difficult-
ies in a route will help to avert climb-
ing accidents. Surely no one can say 
that this is "pointless"! 

I must commend Harvey T. Carter for 
delving in ways to improve mountaineer-
ing and am glad that "Summit" is not 
afraid to introduce these new ideas to 
its readers. 

Cecil M. Ouellette 
Yakima, Washington  

Dear Summit: 

For quite a spell now, I have intend-
ed writing to express my appreciation 
for a fine magazine. Each month I look 
forward to discovering some new thrill 
or idea tucked away in your pages. 

This month (November issue) in par-
ticular, I think Mike Loughman's Road-
head provided such an excellent and 
realistic description of his hike that I 
wanted to throw the camping gear in the 
car and take off. Even before I finished 
reading the first column, I decided that 
it just had to be a description of some 
place near the Tuolumne Meadows and 
Mt. Lye11 regions of Yosemite. Were it 
not for the references to automobiles 
and the incongruous radio, I believe Mr. 
Loughman could have signed "John 
Muir" to his manuscript instead of his 
own name and few people would have 
known the difference! 

Your occasional photos by the Spring 
brothers always provide a refreshing 
and powerful bit of scenery. Their pic-
tures create an intense desire to go see 
and go do the same things. Do you sup-
pose you could persuade the Springs to 
write a more technical article on their 
techniques of combining mountaineer-
ing, photography and skiing into one 
glorious outlet for all their energy? I'll 
bet such a practical article would be 
welcome by many Summit readers. Rare 
is the climber, hiker or skier without a 
camera. With the coming of winter, many 
of us summer hikers eagerly anticipate 
donning our skis to go crunching along 
down some quiet back trail. Surely the 
Springs could tell us how to do it bet-
ter. 

One other thing I would like to 
comment on is your advertising material. 
It's fine just the way it is--short, 
simple and pertaining to merchandise 
having a general interest to mountain-
eering circles. Let's hope that Summit 
never goes the way of some other so-
called outdoor magazines with their 
full page ads on merchandise not re-
lated to the subject. Our domesticated 
civilization is plagued with the relent-
less pressure of commercial advertising 
from multiple sources. One of the big 
reasons for a trip to the mountains is 
to escape all this garbage. So please 
don't let it creep into our mountain 
magazine. 

Merry Christmas and higher Summits 
next year. 

Jim Miles 



KNOW 
YOUR 
TREES 

When attaching scientific names to 

plants, botanists usually 

leave their feelings out of it. What 

tree is this, that so impressed 

the botanist who named it, that he slipped 

the word "magnifica" into 

its official title? 

When found on the ground, the cone 

is purplish brown 

with chartreuse-ish trim, 

5 to 8 inches long, 

very resinous and not very durable. 

Immature cones stand up like 

white candles on the upper branches of 

the tree. 

ANSWER 

Red Fir (Abies magnifica Murr.) LOUISE TOP WERNER 
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