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C LAI E nL IT 1\T M 
BY MICHAEL LOUGHMAN 

(Many have played or heard Debussy's immortal piece; I have lived it. Written about an experience at 
Mildred Lake in the Sierra in June, 1957.) 

Quietly 
I withdrew 
From the strangely illumined figures 
Ringed close around the fire 
Drawing warmth from it 
And security and friendliness 
Watching intently the flames 
And the blackened pot of prunes 
That stewed on it. 

And slowly 
I climbed up 
From the flickering-shadowed hollow 
To the crest of a little hill 
Wondering at the stillness 
And the warmth and the light 
Pondering what sort of night 
That I felt no tiredness 
From the day's hike. 

Silently 
I stood there 
In the just risen, full-moonlight 
That flooded the rocky valley 
Flowing down the gorge 
To desert hills and salty flats 
Illumining with cold, soft light 
The lake's fathomless water 
And the mountain. 

Fascinated 
I surveyed 
The ragged circle of horizon 
Stretched up for the mountain 
Sagging down in the gorge 
Ever twisted and distorted 
Silhouetting the anemic pines 
That clung to the barren slopes 
And grasped the sky. 

Enchanted 
I searched there 
In the raven-black lake depths 
The shining, black onyx water 
Reflecting paled snow patches 
Among the boulders and in the gullies 
Slumbering by the lakeshore 
That drew life from the moonlight 
Died in the sun. 

Excited 
I studied 
The mountain's lean, jagged ribs 
Slashed by the long fingers of snow 
Descending to the valley's white palms 
Opened wide and stretched upward 
Supplicating the moon 
And the constellations 
In quiet prayer. 

Captured 
I stood there 
The moon's willing prisoner 
Walled in by the faithful night 
Searching the depths above and below 
Breathless and yet calm 
Seeking fathomless answers 
To fathomless questions 
In the moonlight. 
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Use of the ICE AXE 

in Snow Climbing 

by gene prater 

The ice axe used properly can save a climber's life, but handled 
incorrectly can kill or injure him. With three pointed prongs—pick, 
adze and point—it is a lethal weapon, and one should know how to 
protect himself from it in a fall. Several climbers have been killed 
recently in the Cascades from not having had an ice axe, and as 
many more have received painful injuries from having one and not 
knowing how to use it. 

For the purpose of this article, snow climbing will include snow 
peaks and non-crevassed snow, although ice axe belays that work 
on snow can often be used on ice. 

The primary function of the axe in snow climbing is as a brake to 
stop a fall. The most effective way to put in action the "self-arrest," 
as it is called, is to lay on the axe, feet down hill, and force the 
pick of the axe into the snow. If the adze is kept under the shoulder, 
the muscles have a much greater mechanical advantage in forcing 
the pick into the snow. 

When arresting a fall on hard snow, the pick of the axe should be 
eased into the surface rather than jabbing it in, which might give it 
such a firm grip on the snow to tear it out of the climber's hands. 
This should be practiced BEFORE a climb, and practiced thoroughly 
so it is an automatic reaction to fall or roll into the arrest. A good 
practice on a steep slope which gentles below will include starting 
a slide headfirst downhill on both the back and the stomach, since 
a person doesn't always fall feet first. Practice these slowly at first, 
however, until one gets used to the axe, and learns to hang onto it 
with both hands with the pick away from the body at all times. When 
practicing the head-first-on-stomach variety, be very careful not to 
jam the axe into the snpw in front of the face. If it sticks in the snow 
and you glissade over it, the injuries may be from chin to toe and 
deep and bloody. 

The wrist strap has a definite use, but also a drawback. When a 
person slips and falls, the normal reaction is to drop everything and 
catch himself on his hands. The person who does this on a steep 
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slope will immediately take off downhill with the axe, securely fast-
ened to one wrist, flailing around behind like a battle axe. You 
Should grab the axe and sink it into the slope if you slip. 

When climbing, the axe serves as an excellent third leg for balance 
and portable handhold. It may be used as a cane, or held across the 
body with the point in the slope when traversing, or rammed in as 
far as possible for a solid handhold. On very steep slopes this is a 
comfortable safeguard. 

In descending steep slopes, the axe is used the same way. When 
it is too steep to kick the heels in easily, face the slope and kick 
the toes in. It usually works best to take two steps, move the axe, 
then take two more. Steps may be chopped with either pick or adze, 
depending on the hardness of the crust. One or two-hand grip may be 
used, unless one hand is needed for balance. 

ICE AXE BELAYS 
Charles Evans, in his book, "On Climbing", suggests for a belay, 

when the rope team is moving together, ramming the axe into the 
head and bracing oneself. Usually it has been my thought that the 
rope should go above the axe, giving the belayer a little more frict-
ion to stop the fall. The Seattle Mountaineers recommend that the 
other members of the rope team fall into the self arrest if one man 
falls, and this has worked successfully. 

When one man is moving at a time with prepared belays, the set-up 
is the same in that the ice axe is rammed in as far as possible and 
the rope run around it, as illustrated, to gain friction. The boot 
belay is simpler to operate than it appears. The hip belay method 
with the ice axe may be varied by using the shoulder belay instead. 
A third method is to use a standing or sitting hip or shoulder belay 
tied to the ice axe as an anchor. All of these, of course, must be 
practiced—the shoulder belay in particular—to provide any protection 
at all. 

to page seven, please 



PHOTOS BY GENE PRATER 

ICE AXE SELF ARREST: The axe is 
held by the head and near the point of 
the shaft. The right arm is kept tight 
to the side, since in this position the 
arm has the greatest strength, with 
the adze of the axe under that shoul-
der, and the body arched on toes and 
axe point. The left hand must be near 
the lower point of the shaft to keep it 
from catching and pulling the axe away 
from the climber. 

SITTING HIP BELAY with an ice axe anchor. The 
rope to the other climber should be between the knees 
to keep it from slipping under the hips when a fall is 
belayed. 

ICE AXE BOOT BELAY: To gain more friction the 
rope in the hand is moved behind the ankle so it is 
sliding on 180 degrees of the boot and around the axe 
also. The other hand holds the axe more firmly. Ten 
feet or so of rope should be kept free of kinks if it is 
necessary to let the rope run when belaying a fall. 

JULY, 1957 SUMMIT 3 



METHODS OF HOLDING THE ICE AXE: The first 
man using it as a cane, with the head held in the 
same position as it is held for the self arrest, so if 
he slips there will be no time wasted shifting it to 
the right position. Second man is holding it across 
his body, mainly for balance. 

PHOTOS BY GENE PRATER 

4 SUMMIT JULY, 1957 

On steep slopes a solid handhold is 
obtained by pushing the shaft into the 
snow up to the head. 



PHOTO BY GENE PRATER 

"glissading" 

STANDING GLISSADE: The pick of 
the axe should be held so it points 
away from the knee more than this pic-
ture indicates. 

SITTING GLISSADE, using the axe as 
a rudder. As in the standing glissade, 
the head of the axe is held in the 
same position as far as arrest so the 
brakes may be applied quickly if nec-
essary. The pick should be pointing 
away from the leg as shown. 

>- 
CO 

0 

0 
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PHOTO BY GENE PRATER 

KICKING STEPS in hard snow where the soles edge in, with the axes held ready for self arrest in case of a slip. 
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"An Ice Axe can save a climber or injure him" 
from page two 

KICKING STEPS 

Unless you have followed an expert step-kicker up a soft snow 
peak and have watched him sink in only to his boot tops where 
others sink into their knees, you may not appreciate that there is a 
good deal of technique to step kicking. The secret of kicking a firm 
step in soft, wet snow is to kick it down firmly so that the snow is 
packed, then hesitate for an instant until it "sets" before putting 
one's weight on it. 

If you merely step on the snow, putting your weight on it the first 
thing, the depth of the step will be twice as great as when it is done 
in two motions. The weight should be put evenly on the whole foot, 
rather than stepping all on the heel or ball of the foot. 

In kicking steps for a switchback, each foot should raise the body 
the same amount. The tendency is to keep the feet apart, causing 
the uphill leg to do all the work. However, on very steep slopes 
where balance is a problem, the feet should be kept well apart. To 
turn the corner of a switchback, use the outside foot to make the 
corner step to avoid crossing the legs and getting the feet entangled. 

On hard snow the sole is edged in rather than kicking the toe into 
the slope. Where the crust is very hard and frozen, steps may have 
to be chopped. This may usually be done with the adze of the axe. 

GLISSADE 
The techniques of glissading or sliding shouldn't be attempted 

unless the one trying it knows he can stop himself with the self 
arrest at any time. It can greatly speed the descent when used prop-
erly, although the greatest limitation on it is whether or not the ones 
using this technique can keep themselves under control. Where the 
slope is steep enough one can slide on the feet, knees bent and axe 
behind as a rudder. The weight should be carried far enough back 
so it is difficult to catch a foot on something and pitch forward on 
the face. The axe is held with the pick pointed out to the side, 
rather than down at the glissader's leg; many people have stabbed 
themselves in the knee when glissading. 

Where the slope becomes ‘too gentle to slide on the feet the con-
servative climbers walk while the young glissade on the seat. This 
can be the most restful way to descend a mountain. The expert, 
trousers seat shod with leather, relaxes with his feet together to 
keep the spray out of his eyes and leans farther back as more speed 
is desired, using the feet and axe to steer around trees, rocks, etc. 
The axe is held away from the leg and the point behind as a rudder 
and brake. With this method it is possible to descend the 5,000-foot 
south side of Mt. Stuart, without hurrying, in twenty minutes when 
the snow is right. 

A safe glissade slope should be gentle enough so the glissaders 
can stop anyplace. If it is steep enough so that once one starts, he 
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must continue to a gentler slope below, he had better kick steps 
part way down. While a person with lots of glissading experience 
can handle very steep snow, even when there is a cliff below, he 
need not go begging for an accident by expecting the whole party to 
follow him, unless everyone is equally good and not too fatigued. 
It's easier to kick steps down a steep slope than carry out the 
injured person. 

The last ones down a sitting glissade track should beware of 
rocks, since it may be worn deep enough after a half-dozen glissad-
ers to expose some sharp rock. The first one down should stop 
before he is glissading on a scree slope. It's easy to get carried 
away and glissade over a rock. 

Some people look for continuous slopes free of trees, rocks, breaks 
in the snow when deciding when to glissade. I prefer short runs, with 
frequent stops to check the slopes below and to wait for the rest of 
the party to catch up. The best way down is usually the same route 
as used on the ascent. While many go up one way and come down 
another, it's safer to descend where you know it can be climbed. 
There is more time wasted looking for a better glissade or an easier 
descent than could possible be saved by finding an easier route 
down. A good thing to remember when the short-cutter takes off on 
his usual tangent, searching for longer glissades, is that if there is 
a better route elsewhere, why wasn't it observed from below and 
chosen for the ascent rather than the route that was used? Above 
all, stay under control on a glissade. To lose control is simply to be 
falling. 

AVALANCHES 
Whenever one climbs on snow, and especially in the spring, there 

is a danger of the snow sliding. Later in the year this will be pract-
ically non-existant, provided there has been no recent snow. Long 
slopes which offer the possibility of avalanching should be climbed 
very early in the morning so the descent will be finished before the 
surface is soft enough to slide. Glissading will start an avalanche 
as quickly as anything, and a short one can be used as a test. The 
ridges above the climbing route should be checked for snow corn-
ices, since these can fall off where one wouldn't normally expect 
an avalanche. 

If one is at the top of a slope which gives certainty of sliding if 
disturbed, it can, at times, be avalanched on purpose to eliminate 
that hazard. Check the slopes below to see that no other climbers 
are in the area to be avalanched, however. 

Safe routes are usually on sharp ridges or in heavy timber. If there 
is a likelihood of the snow avalanching, in particular stay off slopes 
which head under cliffs. Consider the past weather as a forecast 
for avalanches. If it has snowed recently on hard crusted snow, 
warm weather will certainly cause the fresh snow to slide off the 
steep slopes and rock faces and flush out the gullies below them. 



by harry c. james 

AUSTRIAN YOUTH kind, considerate, with 
and an ardent love' 

Would I like to join his party for a 
weekend in the Chalk Alps of Salz-
burg Province? They were planning 
to climb the Hochkoenig, a peak of 
some 9,600 feet, and I might find it 
interesting. 

Indeed I would like to join them! I 
jumped at the gracious invitation of 
Dr. Josef Goldberger to be one of his 
party of teen-age members of the 
Junior Section of the Austrian Alpine 
Club, of which he was a teacher-
sponsor. It would be my first oppor-
tunity to climb in a land noted for its 
mountains and mountaineers, and I 
was eager to compare Austrian boys 
with the American ones with whom I 
had hiked and climbed over many 
years. 

The following Saturday, the party 
met at the Salzburg railway station 
as soon as school was over -- yes, 
school on Saturday in Austria! In 
addition to Dr. Goldberger, there 
were two other young men and ten 
boys from the Realgymnasium of the 
city of Salzburg. As I arrived, the 
boys were busy buying rolls and 
meat at the refreshment counter. They 
ate some of the food while we waited 
for the train and stuffed the rest of it 
into already bulging knapsacks. 

We would take the train to Werfen, 
some thirty miles to the southeast, 
Dr. Goldberger explained, and from 
there hike to the Oestpreussenhuette, 
the Alpine Club mountain hut where 
we would spend the night. (On some 
maps I consulted later I observed 
that this is also called the Bluehen-
teck Hut.) The arrival of the train 
interrupted his explanation. 

It was a well-worn, dingy little 
train made up entirely of slat-seated 
third-class compartments. Into it 
crowded healthy, scrubbed-looking 
country folk, obviously on their way 
home from a morning's shopping in 
Salzburg. We found space in a coach 
well to the rear and stowed our ruck- 

sacks on the racks above the seats. 
Almost at once the boys deserted the 
older members of our party for an 
empty freight car up ahead. There 
they played a restricted form of 
Fussball with a rolled up jacket for 
a ball. 

I am sure the Salzburg-Wurfen run 
is one of the slowest train rides in 
Europe. The train halted not only at 
every station, but at every cross-
roads, at every farm, and, I some-
times thought, to pay its respects to 
every cow! One of my companions 
laughingly assured me tha,t the words 
under an impressive Verboten on a 
sign at the end of our car read, "It 
is forbidden to get off the train to 
pick flowers while the train is in 
motion." 

As a foreigner unfamiliar with the 
country through which we were pass-
ing, I found myself something of a 
novelty to the farmers sharing our 
compartment. With the friendliness 
of Austrians everywhere, they were 
soon pointing out spots of interest 
along the way and urging me to share 
their bread and meat. Their very 
limited English and my more limited 
German proved no handicap to gaiety. 
Midway of the journey most of the 
boys returned from the freight car to 
dig into rucksacks for a bit of food. 
Even ones who had acted a bit dis-
tressed at having an Amerikaner 
along began to melt and to insist 
that I have a bite, too. 

The time passed quickly despite 
the slowness of the train. The 
scenes along the Salzach River were 
ever-changing and ever-fascinating. 
The three-quarter-mile tunnel under 
Lueg Pass proved occasion for ex-
cited comments from the farmers who 
must have traveled through it an end-
less number of times. Once through 
the tunnel, the plain was left behind 
and on either side great cliffs came 
into view. Perched on them to the  

right was the fortified castle of 
Hohenwerfer, built in 1017 to protect 
the Archbishops of Salzburg - and 
never taken by force. It was dusk 
when we came to the little town of 
Werfen, a summer resort in deep 
woods, which is the starting place 
for many mountain climbs. 

We shouldered our rucksacks, as-
cended a steep cobblestone street, 
and in a matter of minutes were on 
the trail which led to the hut. 

A few miles up the trail we 
stopped - to rest? No, to eat once 
more. Rucksacks were opened. 
Chunks of bread and sausage were 
produced and thoroughly enjoyed. It 
was really dark by the time they 
finished. 

"You Austrians are always eat-
ing," I chided them. 

"Oh, no, Mr. James!" they protest-
ed. "We have eaten almost nothing 
since we left Salzburg hours ago." 

I pointed out that most of them had 
had a snack before leaving and 
again the minute we sat down in the 
train; that twice they had stopped 
their football game to nibble a bit; 
and that they had all stopped at the 
refreshment counter in Werfen. 

With some reluctance they agreed 
with my gastronomic catalogue. Then 
Rudi, the long youngster from Bad 
Gastein, smiled and said in his ex-
cellent English, "But, of course, Mr. 
James, you are right - but remember 
that for ten years we did not eat!" 

We trusted our feet to find the trail 
up through the black shadow of the 
forest. It must have been about 8:30 
when we emerged from the gloom of 
the forest into the relatively bright 
light of an open ridge. Just ahead 
was the yellow gleam from a window 
of the hut. 

A knock on the heavy plank door 
brought the custodian, a grizzled old 
man who seemed to know by name 
Herr Professor and all the boys. We 
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The author and two Austrian friends stave off starvation at an Alpine hut. 

gargantuan appetites 

for mountaineering 

surged in and upstairs to the com-
mon room next to a small kitchen. 
Here, as if they had not seen food 

for days, the boys tore open their 
rucksacks and ate ravenously. The 
old custodian produced bottles of a 
delicious raspberry drink, disap-
peared, and shortly returned and 
placed before me an omelet that must 
have required at least a dozen eggs. 
Although by this time I, too, was 
beginning to develop an Austrian 
appetite, I knew I could not possibly 
eat more than half -of it. I divided the 
rest with a few of the boys, and it 
melted instantly from sight. 

When the table had been cleared 
great maps were spread out and the 
route for the following day's climb 
was discussed and pointed out to me 
in great detail. An hour or so of 
mountain talk was broken into by a 
suggestion from Dr. Goldberger. 

"Mr. James is a lover of music, 
boys. I think we should sing him 
some of our mountain songs." 

"It is better if we not sing," 
laughed Rudi, "if he is a lover of 
music!" 

They did sing, however, lustily 
and well, joined by the custodian 
and two young ladies who had come 
in unnoticed. Upon seeing them, one 
of the boys reached for the guitar 
that usually hangs in the assembly 
room of an Austrian hut, and handed 
it to the younger woman. Without 
comment she took it and accompa-
nied her really excellent voice in 
song after song. 

"Now you must sing American 
songs for us," said Rudi. 

It was a bad moment for me, but I 
did my best. With far too rapt atten-
tion, they listened to "The Old 
Settlers Song" (I had picked that one 
up from the Mountaineers!), Abalone 
and La Cucaracha. 

I was saved from further perform-
ance by a knock at the door. One of  

the boys unbarred the door and 
opened it wide to three small boys. 
The oldest might have been twelve, 
the others ten and eight. All were 
dressed in approved alpine style - 
leather pants, husky shoes and 
heavy socks. Each carried a small 
rucksack, and the middle one had a 
small ice axe. All the older boys 
jumped up to welcome, with utmost 
courtesy, these comrades of the 
trail, assisted them with their ruck-
sacks, and made room for them at the 
table. The boys of my party all 
smiled when the inevitable food be-
gan to appear from each small ruck-
sack. 

It was late when Dr. Goldberger 
showed me to a charming little room 
high up under the roof of the hut. It 
was sparingly but comfortably fur-
nished with a bunk, a table, a lamp 
and a wash basin. In one corner 
there was a miniature, but very 
practical, tile stove. Surely no one 
ever devised a more economical and 
efficient heating device than an 
Austrian tile stove! 

J slept well and did not waken un-
til dawn. I pulled the curtain on the 
small window to one side and peered 
out. Before me spread a towering  

mass of rugged rocks framed by the 
graceful sweep of tall larch trees, 
their needles now a brilliant golden 
yellow. Hurriedly I dressed and join-
ed my companions in the main room 
of the hut. I could see them only 
mistily through the steam rising from 
the heavy coffee cups. 

I had hardly started upon my rolls 
and coffee when the old custodian 
called in from the kitchen. I did not 
catch what he said, but immediately 
everyone jumped up and dashed for 
the door. What on earth had happened 
to make young Austria abandon its 
cherished breakfast? I joined Rudi 
at the door. 
"What is it?" I asked. 

He put his finger on his lips and 
took my arm. In silence he led me to 
a great rock commanding a sweeping 
view. I realized there was not a 
sound. Quietly we all sat and waited. 
Finally Rudi leaned over and whis-
pered, "Look — the sunrise!" 

Away below us the valleys were 
still wrapped in misty gloom, but be-
hind us the very topmost rocks of 
the peaks were gleaming in deep 
yellow gold. Complete silence pre-
vailed as the reverent group watched 

to next page, please 
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"Maybe we're out of the 

American Zone!" He turned pale. 
from preceding page 

the sun slowly climb over the ridges 
beyond the valley of Salzach. Not a 
word disturbed the pageant. When 
the sun was well above the distant 
mountains the boys slowly returned 
to the hut, still filled with the awe 
of returning light and warmth. It was 
not until we were well inside that 
the spell was broken. 

The rest of breakfast was stowed 
away as if they never were to eat 
again. Amid gay chatter we tightened 
our boot laces and adjusted rucksack 
straps. In minutes we were on our 
way. As we walked out along the 
ridge the three small boys called a 
greeting to us from an upper window 
of the hut,and we stopped and turned 
and wished them good climbing, too. 

The ridge was thinly forested with 
larch trees, their short needles all a 
rich autumnal yellow. As the sun 
rose higher and higher the very air 
seemed filled with a luminous golden 
haze. Ahead of us the trail ascended 
through some broken rock up and up 
a serrated cliff with towering fingers 
of rock behind it. It was steep, but 
what I took for the summit of the 
Hochkoenig certainly did not seem 
too far away. 

Despite the rapid pace set by my 
companions, I felt very confident I 
could make it. I soon found myself 
bringing up the rear. I was used to 
the deliberate, plodding steps of 
Adolf Schaller with whom I had climb-
ed around Zermatt. These youngsters 
climbed as if by jet propulsion! Their 
courtesy, though, was unfailing. One 
by one they took turns keeping the 
poor old Amerikaner company at the 
end of the line. 

Time after time we made long de-
tours from the regular route so that 
I could be shown various points of 
interest. In one valley far below was 
a charming little castle, at that time 
taken over by officers of the Amen- 

can army. A scramble over rocks 
brought us to a spot where a luck-
less skier had fallen the year before. 
Once it was a particularly beautiful 
old larch tree whose rugged grandeur 
they would have me see. Always 
they waited for me to catch up with 
them, and as I slowly climbed the 
last few steps to where they were, a 
half dozen aluminum flasks would be 
held out to me. 

"Please, Mr. James, drink some 
of this tea. It is good on a climb." 

One or two waited while I rested. 
The rest of the gang dashed on like 
a group of gazelles. 

When we reached the top of the 
cliffs I found that my "summit" was 
but the edge of a great plateau which 
we had to cross in order to reach the 
foot of a glacier that eventually led 
to the top of the Hochkoenig. It was 
not far, the boys assured me. Indeed 
there was time for another side trip 
or two. This time I must take a look 
at a great pit-like cave in the broken 
limestone. When we finally got to the 
glacier it was a curious banding in 
the ice face that they brought to my 
special attention. 

The glacier is not truly a glacier 
so much as a sort of meadow of ice, 
a "drowned field" as its name 
Uebergossenen Alm suggests. The 
boys swept over the portion of it that 
we had to cross on legs that seem-
ingly had never known fatigue. I 
began to wonder if I could ever get 
to the ancient, ugly hut, which now 
I could plainly see, held fast to the 
summit by thumb-thick cables. A 
final and —for me— wearying climb 
and we were there. 

We found the main portion of the 
Hochkoenig hut closed for the season, 
but the lower story was open. There 
for protection against the cold, biting 
at this more than 9000-foot height, 
we huddled together in a great straw- 

filled bunk. Amid joking and laughter 
we ate lunch. Had I shared all their 
proffered food I should never have 
been able to stir from the hut. Their 
high spirits never deserted them, nor 
did their consideration for me. Their 
detailed knowledge of the region 
astonished me. 

After lunch we explored the sum-
mit and basked in protected pockets 
among the rocks. Peak after peak 
was pointed out to me. Routes to 
them were clearly described. Tales 
of ski trips and climbs were narrated 
with modesty and in the humble 
spirit of true mountaineers who love 
their mountains more than their "con-
quest" of them. 

We descended by a different trail, 
one which granted us eye-stretching 
views across the Austrian Alps and 
up the Salzach Valley. Enroute down 
Dr. Goldberger left us to do a bit of 
"geologizing" and the rest of us con-
tinued to a spectacular fin of rock 
that rose with great perpendicular 
cliffs not far off the trail. There was 
time for a bit of rock climbing, the 
boys decided, and —without a rope!—
they were soon busy negotiating a 
precipitous chimney that about two 
thousand feet higher opened out upon 
the summit. To a mountaineer it was 
a most attractive route. With a rope 
I would have found it interesting, but 
without a rope it was not for me! 

One of the young men in the party, 
who said his shoes could not take 
such a climb, proposed that he and I 
walk on slowly and let the rock 
climbers catch up with us later. He 
was a Yugoslav, I had discovered 
earlier, and I was glad to have an 
opportunity of conversing with him. 
He had been wanting to hear about 
America from me, he said in his 
quite good English. Until now there 
had been occasion only for group 
talk. Waving to the intrepid group on 
the rock, we started down the trail. 

Here and there among the rocks 
alongside the trail were faded pat-
ches of red—white—red which marked 
it as an official Austrian trail. About 
a mile from where we had left the 
boys the trail entered a wide grassy 
meadow and, like mountain trails in 

10 SUMMIT JULY, 1957 



'When we reached the top of the cliff I found my 'summit' was but the edge of a great plateau." Some of the 
boys of the Youth Section of the Austrian Alpine Club of Salzburg. 

HARRY JAMES PHOTO 

meadows the world over, it disap-
peared. We crossed the meadow and 
on the other side picked up what we 
thought was the proper track. We had 
gone a mile or so when my young 
friend from Yugoslavia turned to me 
in consternation. 

"There is no red—white—red! Where 
do we go?" 

"I have never been here before. I 
thought you knew the way," I replied 
apologetically. 

"Oh, no! I have never been here 
before either! Maybe we are out of 
the American Zone!" 

He turned very pale. Probably only 
an exile, a refugee, could properly 
assess his concern. It was a most 
unpleasant moment for both of us. In 
silence we looked about. Over the 
top of a ridge I could make out the 
roof of what I hoped would be a farm- 

house. 
"You wait here," I suggested, "I 

will see what I can find out at that 
f armhouse . " 

The roof happily proved to be that 
of a small mountain hut whose friend-
ly custodian set my fears at rest. I 
called to my worried friend and we 
were soon happily consuming glasses 
of good Austrian beer. We were well 
within the American Zone of Austria, 
the custodian assured us, and the 
trail was but a short distance below. 

Secure once more we sat in the sun, 
ipped our beer, and waited for the 

boys to return from their dizzy rock. 
Just at sundown we saw them, Dr. 
Goldberger with them, coming at a 
fast pace down the trail as if the 
whole day's expedition were just 
beginning. 

They were eating and drinking mer- 

rily when Dr. Goldberger looked at 
his watch. 

"We'll miss the train if we don't 
dash for it." 

Dash for it we did. The trail was 
abandoned for the famous straight 
downhill ski run that ends at Werfen. 
I had no trouble keeping up with 
them on the downgrade! We got to 
the little Werfen depot with enough 
time left to purchase a chocolate bar 
or two to ward off starvation until the 
party could get home and have a gar-
gantuan meal in keeping with appeti-
tes whetted on the slopes and cliffs 
of the Hochkoenig. 

The Hochkoenig presents no climb-
ing problems —it is but a walk— but 
a walk that proved thoroughly de-
lightful in the company of Josef 
Goldberger and the boys of the Oes-
terreichischer Alpenverein. 
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IT SEEMS TO ME 
SORT OF THING TAKES 
ALL THE SPORT OUT 

OF CLIMBING! 

or/ 

t". 
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The poor climber in the picture 
who has tangled with the goat is 
obviously going to get no sympathy 
from the party doing the "Class 6" 
buttress. For these two rope-
bedecked climbers are jealous to see 
him gain all that altitude so quickly 
without the labor of pounding pitons, 
drilling bolt holes and manipulating 
countless ropes. 

We don't know, of course, that the 
goat episode is an accident. Probab-
ly the goat is merely defending its 
possession of a pleasant sunny 
ledge, but the other climbers seem 
to have suspicions of a cunning plan. 
Indeed the goat seems to have pro-
pelled our hero quickly past a troub-
lesome blank spot in the wall, and 
he now has his hand on a "Thank 
God" hold that might put him within 
easy reach of the summit. It is just 
possible the goat has been carefully 
trained for this job, and the climber 
may have padded his pants well in 
preparation. If so, we feel sure he 
cbnsiders he is having much more 
sport than the pair hanging to the 
buttress in stirrups. 

Certainly the new technique will 
have to be argued pro and con, on 
and on, by climbing devotees from 
here to Nepal before it can be gener-
ally accepted. Is it safe? Is it prac-
ticable? And above all, is it ethical? 

The question of ethics in climbing 
is always good for a rousing argu-
ment. Any climber has handy on his 
tongue some scathing comments 
about techniques or equipment of 
which he doesn't approve. But to the 
non-climber the whole problem is 
somewhat obscure. For assuming one 
wants to get to the top of a mountain 
(strange as the notion is!) why is he 
not justified in using any method his 
ingenuity can devise? 

Now ethics is usually defined as a 
code of moral or professional con-
duct. For climbers it should certain- 

ly include consideration for the next 
party to climb. Be agreeable to local 
residents, with whom future climbers 
will come in contact. Don't leave a 
litter along the route or on the sum-
mit. Leave the cliffs as you found 
them, if at all possible, so they will 
present the same problems to the 
next climbers. (Only in special cas-
es, it seems to us, where a particu-
lar club desires to set up permanent 
mute on its own home rocks, is it 
desirable to leave hardware in a 
climb. However the matter is some-
what controversial.) 

This much might be construed as 
"moral conduct". But when we get 
into "professional conduct" we are 
faced with a wide variety of opinions 
and no book of rules to set us 
straight. Here we encounter the con-
troversy over the use of oxygen 
equipment in the Himalayas, and 
read furious arguments about "arti-
ficial aids" and mechanized climb-
ing. We hear it rumored that Britain's 
renowned A. F. Mummery was once 
blackballed from the Alpine Club for 
climbing without a guide. And like 
as not we are told that our own climb 
up Practice Rock doesn't count, be-
cause we used our knees or hung on-
to a "vegetable hold". (Trees and 
bushes are illegal holds in several 
climbing clubs. Reaching a high 
ledge with the knees instead of the 
feet is sometimes convenient, if un-
graceful. However, some folks stout-
ly insist it is "wrong".) 

Climbing is a non-competitive sport 
and as such needs no standard set 
of rules. Climbing seems to appeal 
to individualists, who like to make 
their own rules. But most climbers 
discover, sooner or later, that they 
do need to make some kind of rules 
for their own enjoyment of the sport, 
whether or not they are like anyone 
else's. 

Those who climb Everest or Kan- 

chenjunga, perhaps, need make no 
reservations as to how they got 
there. That they stood on the summit 
is testimony enough to their climbing 
skill. But even in the world's great-
est mountains it will not always be 
so. More and more high-powered 
equipment will make the ascents 
easier, while the remaining "firsts" 
get fewer. Can't you hear the British 
scream when the Americans, or the 
Germans or Russians, snag some 
last mighty peak by shooting porters 
and supplies to high camp by rocket? 

In our domestic climbing, how we 
reached the summit is usually as 
meaningful as which summit we 
reached. Did we take the easy hiking 
trail or climb the difficult east ridge? 
Or did we put a new route up the 
face -- and if so, what technique was 
required? Or perhaps we made it a 
winter ascent on skis or snowshoes. 

Wyoming's Devils Tower is an 
example of an all-rock peak where 
no easy route exists and anyone met 
on top would be presupposed to be a 
climber. Yet besides the two regular 
climbing routes and eight other 
routes requiring varying amounts of 
direct aid, folks have reached the 
summit by using a ladder of wooden 
pegs, by climbing a fixed rope with 
Prussik loops, by helicopter, and by 
parachute! 

Helicopters can go almost any-
where nowadays. New flying gadgets 
the Army is experimenting with may 
be even tougher competition for the 
climber. When we say, like Mallory, 
that we climb the mountain "because 
it is there", we lay ourselves open 
to the question, "But why don't you 
go by helicopter?" 

So we should recognize that we 
climb, not because we must reach 
the summit, but because we like to 
climb. Climbing is a game and as 

to page twenty-six, please 

Ethics and Mountain Climbing---- 
by herb and Jan conn 

JULY, 1957 SUMMIT 13 



Your Camera 

in the 

Mountains 

KNOW YOUR MOUNTAINS No. 15 

What imposing feature in what National Park has 
Briggs Austin used as a center of interest against 
which to photograph his family? 

ANSWER 

-af.tvd ivuolvN aipaasoA Ui auloa 

"Will this picture be pleasing to people outside the family as 
well as to us?" is a question BRIGGS AUSTIN, whose photographs 
appear on these pages, asks himself as he composes a family vac-
ation scene for the camera. "It helps to avoid the sort of picture 
one's friends will look at only to be polite," says Austin. 

Critics of photographic exhibitions and judges of salons agree 
that children are among the most appealing subjects a photographer 
can choose. Why then, are pictures of family vacations ever boring? 
Perhaps a pause before tripping the shutter, to consider the scene 
on its own merits, and to decide whether it can pass the test of 
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critical friends, can make the difference between a pointless snap-
shot and a prize winner. 

The photographs were taken with a Kodak Medalist, Plus X film, 
f 16 at 1/100, with a K2 , filter. "It is always desirable to use a 
tripod." says Austin, "But I never had the strength or the ambition 
to carry one in the mountains." 

Briggs Austin is Office Manager in the Pacific Southern Sales 
Division of Eastman Kodak Company. The family lives in Sherman 
Oaks, California. 



Mike, 9, Brian, 8, Mrs. Alice Austin and Dennis, 3, Ellen, 
6, and Briggs Austin on the Mt. Whitney trail. The Austins 
make albums recording their vacations in the mountains. 
This is the introductory page from their Mt. Whitney album. 
Notice what elements capture and hold your attention. 

Even Dennis, 3, carried his share during the four-mile back-
pack to basecamp at Outpost Meadow. On Tuesday Brian, 8, 
climbed Mt. Whitney with his father; on Wednesday Mike, 9, 
climbed it with his mother. The whole family went up the 
trail as far as Consultation Lake, 11,780 feet. 
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the DEVIL'S HEAD is not 

Aspens 

and granite 

in the Devil's Head 
region 
of Colorado. The 
pinnacle 
is unclimbed. 

PHOTO BY MIKE BORGHOFF 



Derwer 

A spectacular climbing area 

exists only 15 miles off the main 

highway between Denver and 

Colorado Springs in the Devil's Head. 

• 

Pikcs 
Peak 
..1"4 1411$ colovado SpE:tns 

for the timid!  
by cecil m. ouellette 

Situated in the Pike National Forest of Colorado is a formidable 
region called the "Devil's Head". Lying at 10,000 feet, the mountain 
is an irregular massif coated with an armor of rock pinnacles, spires, 
needles, towers and rugged ridges. Hunters after their game skirt and 
shun the awesome wilderness, while campers and tourists gape at the 
sheerness stuck in the sky with a mingling fear of wonderment. Only 
a unique group of people invade the precipices. They are rock climb-
ers. And even this group will return from the area with a respectful 
silence of exciting adventure. For to the mountain-climber, the 
Devil's Head offers a thick quantity of thrilling rock-climbs. 

A few descriptive adjectives about a mountain of resistant rock 
rising above the Rocky Mountain peneplain from an old farmer led me 
on a searching pursuit which ended at the Devil's Head. The sur-
rounding rock was a hard granite peppered with a few quartz nubbins. 
I outlined a number of the fantastic formations on paper, then re-
turned to Colorado Springs. I showed the sketches to Dick Woodford, 
and two days later, we were fairly flying over the logging road to-
ward the craggy mountain with all our climbing hardware. 

Woodford's car topped a high ridge where the surrounding country 
can be surveyed. And immediately our vision was captured by an ob-
ject to the south. Stretching upward in superiority over everything 
and silhouetted against the horizon was a huge pinnacle. After a few 
minutes of unbelievable staring, our sight strayed from the black 
spear in the sky to discover more rock formations jutting cloudward 
in the distance. 

At closer range the massive pinnacle changed its appearance. Its 
south face was a smooth, vertical drop of 400 feet; only the other 
sides offered some relief from the sheerness. The pinnacle halted 
with a dome-shaped summit, and Woodford suggested that it reminded 
him of Taj Mahal. So, we dubbed it after India's famous mausoleum. 

After four hours of careful probing and peering thru the aspens, we 
spied what seemed like a feasible route. A long traverse across a 
low angle slab on the north face brought us to an upward, curving 
chimney. We roped together, and Woodford led up the strenuous, 4th 
class cleft. I watched from, my belay stance as Dick worked higher 

to next page, please 
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Mike Borghoff takes a lead on Taj Mahal 

 
 

 
 

continued from preceding page 

on the lips of the chimney, then deep into its dark throat. He wormed 
shuffled, and wriggled his way to a good and well-deserved belay 
spot 100 feet above me; it was a Herculean lead for even a powerful 
climber. 

The next two passages consisted of ticklish lie-backs and short 
friction pitches. One surprising 25-foot lie-back gave us a lot of 
trouble. Woodford unfolded on the upper part of the crack and plum-
metted downward twelve vertical feet without mishap. Later, he 
caught me twice before we found the right combination to push up the 
slippery pitch. 

The exciting country began to expand and reveal itself as we pro-
gressed higher in the cerulean sky. Around us was an unscarred and 
pleasant land covered by a green-robe of forest. Pine and fir abound-
ed with a sprinkling of aspens shimmering in their new coat of ver-
dure. And to the south was the Devil's Head proper; its lofty crags 
and soaring towers glowing in the gilded-light. The sun was dancing 
dangerously on the horizon as we neared the summit. 

We were ascending Li-,..ough shaky difficulties. Every lead seemed 
like the crux of the climb, yet the dreadful dilemma of the succeeding 

PHOTO BY CECIL M. OUELLETTE 

lead negated the thought. Lengthening shadows were closing in on 
our domain in the sky as we stood on a small ledge on the east face. 
I had just finished a terrible and long unprotected traverse from the 
north ridge of Taj Mahal. By now, we knew that we were on a first 
ascent. Both of us were studying the final 100-foot pitch to the sum-
mit. Above us and shooting upward was nothing but smoothness. In 
front of us was a thin flake that curved ten feet up on the wall. We 
could clearly see that the climber would have to step off of the flake 
onto nothing but crystalline nubbins and sixty-degree rock. To me, 
the summit looked "over the hills and far away". Woodford prepared 
himself for the lead while I drove in an angle piton that would have 
held a Greyhound Bus and tied myself in. This was to be it. ..the crux 
of the climb and the finishing stroke. A huge, ominous shadow was 
licking at our heels; we were a golden ember islanded in a darkening 
wilderness. Then Woodford swung upon the flake. 

I watched intently as he tip-toed to the top part of the flake and 
edged his boots on its "pancake-like" border. There was nothing for 
the hands except a few loose lichens. He started to tremble in the 
balance. Clinging like a cat to the smooth dome of the summit, he 
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The ninety-foot friction pitch to the summit 

PHOTO BY CECIL M. OUELLETTE 

reached high for a couple of .pinch holds, then stepped upward onto 
what appeared to be nothingness. And in perfect equilibrium and 
poise, he slithered to his left onto a minute ledge. 

"How does it look?" I asked hopefully. 
"Nothing but nubbins and friction," he replied. 
"Can you get any pitons in?" 
"No!" 

He tried to rest on the slanting irregularity while he studied, pon-
dered, and scowled at the trackless path above him...nerving himself 
to run the gauntlet of nubbins. 

A complete silence seemed to hang about us as Woodford stepped 
off the ledge and slowly began to creep his way upward. I could see 
and even feel from the nylon rope the graceful movements of rhythm 
and balance required of such a lead. Ninety feet above my belay 
stance, he turned around to yell his accomplishment; he was the first 
to ever stand on the summit of Taj Mahal. And it was the greatest 
lead that I had ever seen any climber do. I am sure that those who 
come after us will agree, as they meditate the start of Woodford's 
fantastic friction pitch to the summit. 

The first ascent of Taj Mahal is only a sample of a climb in the 
Devil's Head. The route, however, is typical of other pinnacles, be-
ing the only feasible way up without a slew of expansion bolts. 

Later in the fall of the year, Mike Borghoff (a member of the Sierra 
Club) and I returned to make six more first ascents on 300-foot pin-
nacles. It was a beautiful time of the year; the aspens were turning 
in colors from yellow to red and blazing down the gullies and can-
yons in a thousand avalanches. All that I can remember of the pin-
nacles is a maze of troubles and of exciting fun; of friction traverses; 
of lunging across chimneys; of delicate balance shifts; of tension 
pitches up overhangs; of swinging pendulums; and of airy perches on 
small summits. 

There is still much to do in the Devil's Head area. Precipitous 
pinnacles are there to be conquered for the first time and a slew of 
face climbs await new ascents. Nowhere else will he or she find 
such an area to climb in, because this is virgin territory for the rock-
climber. And nowhere else will troubled adventures be found in such 
packed amounts or at such lofty places. For the Devil's Head could 
easily be called the Diminutive Dolomites of Colorado. 
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"Now it's up to you," said Andy 
Meling to Edward Bernhard when the 
tracks of the missing hikers con-
tinued unmistakably down Canyon 
Copal, while those of their pack 
mule turned around and went back. 
"Our horses can go no further and 
neither can we. You're the only 
mountain climber here." 

Bernhard looked unbelievingly at 
the tracks---the small bootprint of 
Roy Downs, 55, and the somewhat 
larger prints made by Richard Mc-
Bean, 18, and Stephen Courtney, 16, 
all three from Brown Military Acad-
emy in San Diego, California; and 
the hoofprints of the mule they had 
hired at the Meling Ranch nine days 
ago, for what was to have been a 
four-day Easter vacation hike in the 
Sierra San Pedro Martir, Baja Cali-
fornia's highest mountain range, some 
125 miles south of the Mexican bor-
der. 

It was Wednesday morning, barely 
daylight, April 24, 1957. For two and 
a half days they had been following 
the tracks of the missing San 
Diegans. Andy Meling, son of Nor-
wegian rancher Salvador Meling, was 
in charge of the horseback party, six 
Mexican vaqueros, and Edward Bern-
hard, a mountain climber from Cor-
onado, California, who happened to 
be in the range on a climbing vaca-
tion of his own. From the Meling 
ranch at an elevation of 2,200 feet in 
the western foothills of the Sierra 
San Pedro Martir, they had tracked 
the missing hikers over chaparraled 

Louise top werner 

hills, up through pine forest, to the 
9,000-foot crest of the range, where, 
to their consternation, the tracks had 
crossed over to the east side of the 
range, and begun dropping down 
Canyon Copal toward the San Felipe 
Desert. 

The human footprints slid down 
the loose soil and rock in a north-
easterly direction toward the San 
Felipe, a desert as lacking in water 
and inhabitants as Death Valley was 
in 1849. At this point the mule had 
turned back and found her way home 
to the Meling Ranch, a good fifty 
miles to the southwest. Her return, 
without her party, had given the 
alarm that had set off the search. 

Bernhard scanned the sharp granite 
ridges above the canyon walls and 
the steep, rocky slopes that raced 
down for more than a thousand feet, 
to lose themselves in the curving 
canyon bottom, dark with brush and 
shadow. He had never been in Can-
yon Copal before (Roy Downs is 
probably the first human to have 
traveled its entire length), but Bern-
hard knew from his explorations in 
neighboring canyons what one might 
expect to find hidden around any one 
of those curves---a sudden closing in 
of canyon walls, glazed granite re-
placing the boulder slopes, the 
stream dropping easily over a polish-
ed course where a man would hesi-
tate to follow; hours of arduous 
detouring up, over and down again, 
on steep slopes studded with cat-
claw, agave and several kinds of  

cactus. It would be perhaps ten or 
twelve miles to the San Felipe Des-
ert, some 6,000 feet below. 

"I'll go down," said Bernhard, 
"but not alone. Give me one good 
man." The Mexicans, who had up to 
this time assisted cheerfully in the 
search, even after the food began to 
run out, now shook their heads and 
began protesting. "Muy pellegro," 
muttered one. Another pointed to his 
high-heeled riding boots. A third 
maneuvered his horse behind the 
others. Andy spoke to them briefly 
in Spanish, then tossed them a coin. 
They began flipping and the unlucky 
lot fell on Marcario, a young husky 
weighing about two hundred pounds. 

Bernhard picked up a fifty-foot 
length of manila rope from among the 
gear the missing hikers had left be-
side the small stream -- two kapok 
sleeping bags, a couple of shelter 
halves, a cooking pot, a can of soup 
and four potatoes. The can of soup 
he stuffed in his shirt; two quart 
canteens hung from his belt. Marcar-
io picked up the potatoes. It was all 
the food they had. 

"We'll go down the canyon," said 
Bernhard to Andy as they parted 
company, "but we won't come back 
up. Send a helicopter to the San 
Felipe Desert. (The previous day 
they had become aware •that aircraft 
had arrived to assist in the search.) 
Even if we don't find the lost party, 
we'll need rescuing ourselves." 

When the Downs' party, due back 

to page twenty-two, please 
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The 

jeep track from 

the Meting Ranch to the forest 

is barely passable 

for jeeps. 
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In all the canyons thus far 

explored there occurs 

more or less slick rock. 
This writhing 

granite crevasse in Canyon Diablo 
gave the climbers a choice 

of a two-hour detour 

up and over, or a swim across a 

forty-foot pool seven 
feet deep. 
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Baja California Accident —from Page 20 

at the ranch on Thursday, April 18th, 
(after four days out) had not returned 
by Friday, Milt Farney, who had 
flown in to spend Easter with the 
Melings, circled the forest above and 
to the east of the ranch in his plane, 
in an effort to spot smoke signals or 
other evidence of the whereabouts of 
the missing hikers, but without suc-
cess. 

The pine forest, extending for six-
ty miles roughly north and south be-
tween elevations of 6,000 and 9,000 
feet (west to east), is about 25 miles 
wide as a horse travels. Horse and 
foot travel is the only kind possible 
on the ground. There are no perma-
nent dwellings in the forest; occa-
sionally one finds a cow-camp oc-
cupied. Salvador Meling, the head of 
a sort of benign Norwegian aristoc-
racy dating back to 1889, and em-
ploying several Mexican families, 
makes it a point to suggest to people 
who enter the forest via his 6,000-
acre cattle and guest ranch (the only 
practical approach), that they take a 
guide, unless they know where to 
find the waterholes, and are experi-
enced in keeping themselves orient-
ed in an area where landmarks are 
few. The forest is crisscrossed with 
horse trails without signposts at 
their intersections. 

A fifteen-mile jeep track over 
chaparraled hills connects the ranch 
with the lower edge of the forest. 

When the mule came limping home 
on Sunday, Milt Farney flew to the 
nearest telephone, forty miles away, 
and alerted the Coast Guard. Ches 
Wood, who had been climbing with 
Bernhard the previous week, drove 
home to San Diego and phoned the 
Academy. Several planes and a heli-
copter arrived at the ranch. Relatives 
flew in with a doctor. The Mexican 
and American Consuls set up camp 
together in the lower edge of the 
forest with a"walky talky". A 2,500-
gallon tank truck drove in from San 
Diego, about 200 miles (some of it 
over roads hardly possible for such 
a vehicle), to supply the planes with 
fuel. All this happened while the  

horseback party were following the 
tracks of the missing hikers, com-
pletely out of touch with the ranch. 

The air search concentrated on the 
western slopes of the range. It didn't 
occur to the searchers that anyone 
would cross over the crest and start 
down the forbidding eastern escarp-
ment, which was broken into deep, 
writhing canyons and sharp granite 
ridges. Not until Andy Meling came 
back with the news that they had 
tracked the missing hikers down into 
Canyon Copal, did the air search 
switch over to the east side. 

On Wednesday, April 24th, Bern-
hard and Marcario made fair headway 
down Canyon Copal for about three 
hours, scrambling over boulders and 
through brush down the canyon bot-
tom, yelling every few minutes. Then 
the canyon narrowed; glazed granite 
replaced the boulder slopes; the 
stream slithered down a polished 
trough, shot over a ledge and disap-
peared. 

Bernhard backed off and studied 
the ridges on both sides; the ridges 
went up for perhaps 600 feet. They 
began a detour up the north ridge. 
Marcario began complaining of his 
feet. His high heels and leather 
soles made them both uneasy. They 
had risen about 200 feet above the 
canyon floor, arcing over the glazed 
granite, when a ledge appeared that 
seemed to offer a shorter route. 

Uncoiling the fifty-foot manila 
rope, Bernhard tossed an end to Mar-
cario, who looked desperately first 
up-canyon, then down-canyon, then, 
apparently deciding to throw in his 
lot with the only companionship 
available, tied the rope around his 
waist, as Bernhard was doing. When 
he realized that Bernhard meant to 
lower him to the ledge, he began 
sputtering in Spanish. Searching his 
meagre Spanish vocabulary Bernhard 
came up With, "Vamos abajo!", at 
the same time waving his hand to-
ward the ledge. 

Marcario's knuckles were white on 
the rope as he went over the side. 
His relief when he felt the ledge 
under his feet was brief. He found 
himself standing over the middle  

portion of a triple falls; the water 
fell free for more than a hundred 
feet, most of it turning to spray. 

During the next two hours Bernhard 
and Marcario performed rock climbing 
miracles. They picked their way 
along over delicate traverses, clung 
to tiny cracks, Marcario steadied 
leather soles on sloping slabs of 
slick granite and finally they rap-
peled down a sheer wall. "Arriva!" 
Marcario cried as he collapsed on 
the canyon bottom, some 700 feet 
below the first ledge. 

It was about noon. They were 
standing in the bottom of a granite 
crevasse. Ahead the going looked 
good. Behind them the spray from 
the magnificent falls drifted upward, 
much of it escaping into the atmos-
phere. "We'll be out in two hours," 
exulted Bernhard, slapping the grin-
ning Marcario on the back. "Better 
yell a few more times, just in case." 

Their shouts bounced strangely off 
the granite walls. A faint cry, as of 
a bird, came to their ears. Marcario 
yelled with all his might and cupped 
his ear. Again the faint cry. It 
seemed to come from down-canyon. 
They hurried ahead, yelling and 
listening. Each time, as if in answer, 
the cry came. 

"It's human," declared Bernhard, 
"but where?" Their eyes searched 
the walls, a bit lower now, and the 
slopes they could see rising perhaps 
a thousand feet above them. 

"Show us where you are," shouted 
Bernhard. "Make movement so we 
can see where you are." 

Six hundred feet up the sheer north 
wall, where the slope began to re-
cede, there appeared a white rag, 
feebly waving. 

The sheer wall was impossible 
without climbing hardware. Down-
stream the wall broke up a little. 
Filling his two canteens Bernhard 
instructed Marcario to wait for him 
until morning; then, if they had not 
been able to communicate with one 
another, to go out the canyon mouth 
and get help. They had become 
aware of planes and a helicopter 

to page twenty-four, please 
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Preliminary Sketch Map by CHES WOOD 
e hazard to climbing in Baja California's Sierra San 

Pe ro Martir has been the absence of maps that show de-
tails of topography, place, names and other features by 
which the climber may orient himself. CHES WOOD of San 
Diego has made this preliminary sketch map from data 
gathered from the Army, from Air Force Charts, from the 
Meling family and from climbers. It is not complete or per-
fect, but is subject to revision. The Sierra San Pedro Martir 



"What did they do? Leave you here 
from page twenty-two 

flying overhead. 
Four hours later, after considerable 

fourth class climbing (which the 
book says shouldn't be done without 
a belay), and a good deal of search-
ing for the spot where the signal had 
appeared, which had to be approach-
ed from above (everything looked 
different from above and the answer-
ing cries had ceased to reach him), 
he came finally upon 16-year-old 
Stephen Courtney, lying prone on a 
ledge from which there was nowhere 
to go but up, beside him an empty 
canteen and a knife. His skin and 
eyes had a peculiar glazed look, his 
lips were swollen. His clothing, a 
suit of tan fatigues with the insignia  

of Brown Military Academy, was in 
rags. 

At first he seemed apathetic when 
Bernhard raised his head and held a 
full canteen to his lips. After a little 
water had been forced into his mouth 
he began to cooperate and soon he 
had to be restrained from gulping it 
too fast. After Bernhard fed him the 
can of soup he brightened and began 
to talk. 

"....no food since Sunday.... Mc-
Bean and I split a can of chili.... 
what day is it? I heard you a long 
ways up the canyon.... afraid you 
couldn't hear me.... sometimes I 
blacked out.... We went wrong, didn't 
we, leaving the stream? Did the mule 
get back? I wanted to follow it but I  

had never been camping before and 
so I was over-ruled." 

"What did they do, leave you here 
to die?" asked Bernhard. 

"Oh, no! I couldn't keep up... too 
tired.... and then I got sick. It sleet-
ed and snowed on us at night and we 
didn't have our sleeping bags. You 
mustn't say that! Mr. Downs is real 
experienced. How are you going to 
get me out? The soup and water have 
made me thirsty." 

It was 5 P.M. There was nowhere 
to go but up. "Can you stand?" He 
could. The end of the fifty-foot ma-
nila rope, which had never been 
intended for any other purpose than 
to tie camping gear to a mule, was 
secured around Courtney's waist. 
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Pichaco del Diablo at 10,150 feet is the highest point in Baja California. This picture was taken from the 
east, across the San Felipe Desert. 
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to die?" asked Bernhard 
Bernhard climbed a little ways and 
then pulled on the rope while Court-
ney slowly followed. Foot by foot 
they made about 400 feet of eleva-
tion before dark. There they waited 
out the night. 

The next morning Courtney per-
formed rock climbing feats he hadn't 
known he was capable of, getting 
down a thousand feet of slope and 
broken wall to the canyon bottom. He 
dipped the canteen cup into the 
stream a dozen times, slowly sipping 
the delicious water. Down-stream 
they came upon Marcario roasting 
potatoes. 

The remaining two miles or so to 
the canyon mouth were comparatively 
uneventful. Several planes circled  

overhead; a helicopter was waiting 
on the San Felipe Desert. 

McBean left Courtney on the ledge 
on Monday, in search of water. Find-
ing he couldn't climb back up, he 
followed the canyon out, and was 
the first to be rescued (on Wednes-
day), after Andy Meling had been 
flown to the San Felipe Desert in 
the helicopter to point out the posi-
tion of Canyon Copal. 

Downs, who had left the boys on 
Sunday to go for help, was found 
after Andy Meling had tracked him 
northward for about three miles be-
yond the canyon mouth, where Downs 
had turned in to the mouth of the 
next canyon, undoubtedly in search 
of water. 

"I guess nobody ever walked so 
far to get no place," remarked the 
55-year-old Spanish instructor, who 
had survived by eating cactus. He 
had walked, scrambled and rock 
climbed for more than a hundred 
miles. "After I left the boys I 
thought the trail to the Meling ranch 
was right around the next bend." 

Air search personnel had made no 
attempt to enter Canyon Copal. Said 
Commander Adamson, "We could not 
endanger the lives of the rescuers 
by attempting to land a helicopter in 
Canyon Copal." 

How lucky for Stephen Courtney 
that there happened to be a moun-
taineer on hand whose reasoning was 
more sympathetic. 

Barry Ashworth, Don Albright and Wayne Tompkins of San Diego licked the hazards of finding one's way 
around in the primitive wilderness of Baja California's Sierra San Pedro Martir, by going with a guided 
party. A guide and his horse costs $7 per day. The rescue of the three from Brown Military Academy cost 
more than $5000. 
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"anything for safety, 

nothing for direct aid" 
continued from page thirteen 

such needs some rules and regula-
tions. Just as a fisherman restricts 

himself to the use of a light line for 
better sport, so the climber will de-
cide what methods best suit his idea 
of sport on the rock at hand. 

There is much to be said for the 
British rock climbing tradition which 
dispenses with pitons and other 
mechanical tomfoolery. Certainly it 
is a job to climb unburdened with 
hammer and hardware, and there is 
doubtless fun (if your judgment is 
good and your nerves are steady) in 
making long relatively unprotected 
leads. Climbs of a high degree of 
difficulty have been done this way, 
and the British climber, to become a 
leader, must develop skill and bal-
ance he wouldn't need if he climbed 
with pitons. Naturally, there are 
many places he cannot go without 
pitons, but it is equally true that if 
nothing is impossible, neither is 
anything a challenge. 

The weakness in this system, we 
believe, is that courage plays a 
bigger role than skill. There is al-
ways the temptation to take chances, 
and he who is willing to take chanc-
es (or who lacks the good sense to 
know he is taking them) can go plac-
es a safer climber will not. 

Most U.S. climbers prefer to use at 
least an occasional piton for safety. 
One set of standards, which we  

personally prefer, is anything for 
safety but nothing for direct aid. In 
this system we use pitons for belay 
purposes -- perhaps too liberally --
or, if we can flip the rope over a 
handy rib for an upper belay, well 
and good. However, we are particu-
lar to climb the rock as if the rope 
and hardware weren't there. So we 
can be as chicken-livered as we like, 
but there is still ample challenge to 
our climbing skill. 

Our principles do lead to the ridic-
ulous at times. We remember well the 
hee-haw we got from Sierra Club 
climbers when we made a "climbing 
ascent" of Half Dome using the 
tourist hand-rails for belay points. 
However, we climbed strictly on the 
natural rock and at least satisfied 
ourselves that the face is climbable. 

Some folks are of too practical a 
mind to drive a piton and then not 
use it. Some, indeed, seem not to 
realize that merely by standing on a 
piton, or by making a simple rope 
pendulum, they are crossing the line 
into direct-aid climbing. Others pre-
fer this sort of climbing because it 
calls into play adeptness and inge-
nuity with ropes and equipment. And, 
of course, it gets one to places he 
could not otherwise reach. 

On the other hand, direct-aid climb-
ing lacks freedom of movement and 
the fascination of solving natural  

rock problems which are never twice 
alike. To a large extent it replaces 
the challenging question, "Can I 
climb this pitch?" with the less en-
thusiastic, "Is it worth the effort?" 

But direct-aid advocates usually 
set limits to their mechanization too. 
For many years, it was customary to 
justify a direct-aid pitch by saying 
it led to an enjoyable "legitimate" 
climb above that would have been 
inaccessible otherwise. In this lim-
ited sense pitons for direct aid had 
become quite fashionable at the time 
of the first Shiprock ascent. But the 
use of two expansion bolts (for safe-
ty only) on that climb seemed to 
require a lot of explaining. Another 
point of view was demonstrated on 
Yosemite's Lost Arrow. Feeling the 
first party cheated by lassoing the 
summit and climbing the rope in.  
Prussik loops, another group under-
took the arduous job of doing a 
straight-forward tension climb with 
pitons and bolts from the bottom. 

The ultimate in mechanized climb-
ing is now available, but as far as 
we know it hasn't yet passed any 
climber's code of ethics. It is a bolt 
gun, used in construction jobs, which 
fires a bolt into masonry or rock with 
an explosive charge. It is only a 
matter of time, most likely, until 
someone introduces this gadget to 
the climbing field. The gun will be 
heavy to carry, but the saving in 
time and energy drilling bolt holes 
will be tremendous. And think of the 
new routes it will open! 

In the years to come other marvels 
may appear, adhesive grippers for 
hands and feet, or anti-gravity de-
vices. They may divert the climbers 
for a while, and certainly they will 
give the old-timers something to 
scream about. But fortunately the 
old climbs will still be there for 
those who want to climb by more 
primitive methods. 

Though it will surely be annoying 
when jet-propelled sightseers spiral 
around us as we labor up the cliffs, 
there is at least one consoling 
thought. In the long run only those 
forms of the sport which are essen-
tially worthwhile will survive. 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 
P.O. BOX 3453 
GRAND CENTRAL STATION 
GLENDALE, CALIFORNIA 
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SUMMIT REGISTER: 

caaxip guides 
by muir claws on 

It takes some remembering to recall 
the days when it was possible to find 
campsites easily. At one time it was 
easy to find beaches, desert areas and 
open fields where one could "pull off 
the highway" for a one-night camp on 
the way to or from a vacation. But the 
present rapid growth of cities, the in-
creasing fenced-in areas and trash 
strewn liberally about, makes it risky 
to plan on camping "just anywhere" 
during a driving trip. 

How often has it happened that you 
expected to find a side road leading 
away from the highway and then wound 
up driving till after midnight and camp-
ing in a very dubious spot? Once is 
enough to cure a person and make him 
realize that the once wide open spaces 
between cities are vanishing. 

An excellent start in the direction of 
providing a guide to available public 
campgrounds has been written by a hus-
band and wife team Richard and Jane 
Hartesveldt, They have written, "Camp-
site Finder, Volume I, Western U.S.A. 
and Canada" which lists 2500 areas. 
Also "Campsite Finder, Volume II, 
Eastern U.S.A. and Canada" which 
lists over 1500 areas. (Volume I, $1.50 
and Volume II, $1.00, bound in wrap-
pers. Published by Naturegraph Pub-
lishing Co., San Martin, California.) 

These guides are arranged alphabeti-
cally by states then the campsites are 
described along federal and state high-
ways. It is necessary to have a road 
map to consult when reading these 
guides, since no maps are printed in 
the books. Much valuable information 
has been included in these guides such 
as whether there is any fishing, swim-
ming, electricity and trailer space 
available, stores, showers and dates 
that the camps are open. For such a 
large area, however, it has not been  

possible for the authors to visit more 
than a portion of the camps and as a 
result information is lacking for many 
of the camps. In these cases a person 
takes quite a chance in using the camps 
by not knowing anything about them. 

In future editions it could be that a 
system of symbols be worked out that 
gives some idea of what a person can 
expect in the way of forests, swimming, 
rivers, lakes, beaches, whether primar-
ily for trailers or campers, and possibly 
a grading system based on the factors 
of how well the camp is developed and 
maintained and how attractive it is for 
camping. Perhaps the help of outdoor 
clubs in various parts of the country 
can be obtained to get accurate and 
full information. 

It is apparent from these books that 
some states have not done much yet 
toward providing campgrounds, while 
others have well-developed plans. 

A factor that complicates matters is 
that during the vacation season many 
campgrounds are full to capacity. One 
solution if you happen to be spending 
only one night is to get permission to 
stay overnight in the picnic area of 
campgrounds. Regular camping is not 
possible in the picnic areas but if you 
only need to roll out an air mattress 
and sleeping bag after dark and roll 
them up again as soon as you get up, 
there usually is no objection — and you 
have more space to yourself than in 
the regular campgrounds. 

Other guide books are available 
which cover certain limited areas and 
for that reason are very detailed and 
well-illustrated. "Scenic Guide to 
California", "Scenic Guide to Colo-
rado", and "Scenic Guide to Oregon" 
all by Weldon F. Heald, are published 
by H.C. Johnston, Box 288, Susanville, 
California, and are priced at $1.50each,  

bound in wrappers. These guides are 
written with a great appreciation of the 
scenic and wilderness areas of our 
country and enable a person to plan a 
perfect vacation, whether primarily a 
driving, packing or hiking trip. Other 
guides in this series cover Washington, 
Idaho, Montana, Nevada, Utah, Arizona, 
Wyoming and New Mexico. 

Also, the Lane Publishing Company, 
Menlo Park, California, publishers of 
Sunset Magazine, have produced many 
excellent paper bound books for trav-
elers and sportsmen in the western 
states. These are compiled from the 
articles appearing in Sunset Magazine. 

"THE MOUNTAIN WORLD 1956-57" 
(just issued) 

Still available are issues for 
1953 - 1954 - 1955 

$6.00 each 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 

550 South Figueroa Street 
Los Angeles 17, California 

MA 6-6729 

DAVIS MAIL ORDER 1150 NORTH 205th STREET 

SEATTLE 33, WASHINGTON 
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yosur letters  

Editor, Summit Magazine 

After having read a number of issues 
of SUMMIT, I am of the opinion that a 
stand should be taken as to whether you 
want to publish a magazine that will in-
terest mountaineers or those who go no 
further to enjoy the out of doors than to 
have a picnic. The two do not seem to 
mix as far as I am concerned. 

Some of the articles are excellent. Wish 
there could be more like the one by Wil-
frid Noyce, Ruth Mendenhall's article on 
Food Lists, and the article on the Mt. 
Washington Climb by Sanders. I think it 
is unfortunate that such rhetoric as the 
article entitled, "Gorp" got into the 
picture. A more apropos title would have 
been, "Much Ado About Nothing." 

I feel if your magazine contained only 
good, solid articles about mountaineer-
ing, more people who have something to 
offer would contribute. One with a good 
sense of humor is always appreciated, 
but it isn't necessary to go off the deep 
end. 

Olga Hanson 
San Marino, California 

Dear Sir: 

I am a member of the Melbourne Bush-
walkers, probably the largest and most 
active walking club here, and would 
very much appreciate a sample of your 
journal "Summit". 

On seeing a copy of "Summit" for 
July last, I sent to your advertiser Bob-
wing for a paper sleeping bag with the 
only dollars I was able to rake up. 

I believe that many members of the 
hiking clubs here are possible subscrib-
ers for such a journal and am willing to 
introduce the journal to them through the 
Federation of Walking Clubs or.... 

J. J. Coffey 
Melbourne, Australia  

Editor of SUMMIT: 

Enclosed please find my request for an 
extension of my subscription. Your mag-
azine is not yet all that it could be, but 
every issue seems better than that pre-
ceeding it, and I am convinced that 
Summit is here to stay. 

A couple of comments, and then on to 
the main reason for this epistle: 

The current argument over whom to 
slant the magazine toward. Each view 
naturally has its virtues, yet one cannot 
deny that although there are a great 
many magazines devoted to a genera-
lized audience of outdoor enthusiasts--a 
multitude of sins ranging from the little 
old ladies who love flowers and small 
animals to "sportsmen" who find their 
greatest pleasure in tracking down Kod-
iac bears with pontoon planes--no one, 
up until Summit arrived, tried to appeal 
to those of us who like our wilderness 
quiet, rarified and vertical. Whether there 
are enough of us to make your venture 
pay off -- or whether you will be forced 
to make concessions to downhill skiers, 
auto gypsies and the people who throw 
beer cans into Old Faithful, remains to 

be seen. (Lest the National Ski Associ-
ation now set out to eradicate me, let me 
assure them that I make a sharp distinc-
tion between them and "the others".) 

You are not going to continue to 
get much revenue from advertisers if you 
persist in printing the summit guide, 
thereby giving equal publicity to all 
comers, whether they pay for it or not. 
Handy as this is for those of us who col-
lect catalogs to peruse through the long 
winter nights, it can only lead adver-
tisers to the conclusion that paying for 
what they can get free is nonsense. 

Now on to the real reason for this let-
ter -- lange's article on "Gorp". 

For a number of years the University 
of Wisconsin Hoofers Mountaineers and 
the Hoofers Outing Club---well-nigh in-
terchangable organizations, so far as 
membership lists are concerned---were 
blessed with the presence of John 
Behrendt, now of the IGY and Waddell  

Sound, Antarctica. John never claimed 
to have invented Gorp, but he was with-
out question the midwest's chief expon-
ent of the wonderful stuff. just as no 
trip was complete without John, so was 
no trip complete without John's Gorp. 

John's Gorp---and so, all Hoofer Gorp 
since---was composed of chocolate 
chips, unsalted peanuts and raisins 
roughly in a proportion of 2-1-1. People 
have subsequently suggested that it 
might be possible to add to the mixture 
bits of dried beef, fruit and what-have-
you. These rash souls have either been 
hooted down or pushed from high ledges. 

John always claimed that Gorp was 
akin to sour dough, in so far as the 
"starting" of a batch was concerned. 
True Gorp, said JB, could only be pro-
duced if one had a tiny bit of the origi-
nal batch of all Gorp to set the process 
in motion. Far from the source of such 
things, John nevertheless maintained 
staunchly that his Gorp always did con-
tain the necessary ingredient. Also, he 
contended, Gorp was vastly improved if 
slightly fermented---say by eight to ten 
hours in a pack while the sun beat down 
on it. Presumably where John is at this 
time, fermentation is not as likely; he 
may be converted to the cold storage 
yet. 

One problem has of course presented 
itself, just as Lange mentioned. We call 
them GORPsorters, and they are the bain 
of any trip. We had at least two firmly 
entrenched Gs-ers in our doughty little 
band; there was some talk of marrying 
them off, since one preferred chocolate 
while the other adored raisins. Peanuts, 
presumably, could be left in the snow. It 
is only now that I have discovered that 
my wife is also a GORPsorter. 
It will be some time before I feel strong 
enough to take her into the back country 
again. It starts with GORPsorting---there 
is no telling where it may lead. 

So much for Corp. Donna and I enjoyed 
Lange's article a great deal. 

Robert Keyes 
Waukesha, Wisconsin 
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Sir: 

Cancel my subscription. 
Planning a trip into the Tetons this 

summer, I ran across your article "Gorp" 
(June, 1957) described as "mid-day 
nourishment" for outdoorsmen. Busy as 
I am, I took this to the little room down 
the hall where I do most of my reading. 

Not until the penultimate paragraph 
does your author confess that "Gorp" is 
the kind of food that is kept in the freez-
er at home before the trip and can ".be 
quite forgotten and left behind when ... 
the trip leaves its base of operations." 
Twenty Explorer Scouts know that only 
last winter I left home a whole week-
end's supply of food. What good then is 
Gorp? 

Then, in the ultimate paragraph, I read 
that I should not even "attempt it in 
warm weather." 

If these simple facts had been put in 
the beginning of the article, I shouldn't 
have had to read all the way through. In 
fact, I wouldn't have had to write this 
letter and I would by now be fast asleep 
in bed. 

Wes Howell 
San Francisco, Calif. 

Dear Sirs: 

The May Summit" just reached us 
and we are glad to note that Weldon 
Heald has become Editor-at-large. We 
congratulate "Summit" on its extreme 
good fortune in securing his services. 
We are sure the magazine will be still 
better as the result. 

Glad to see the "Summit Guide", be-
cause way over here in China, we can't 
get much in the way of mountaineering 
equipment of local make and have to 
bring it from abroad. Your guide is an 
important aid in this respect. 

Joel I. Connolly 
China  

Dear Sir: 

I have been on a climbing trip to 
Yosemite Valley and have just arrived 
back in Colorado Springs. I was rather 
shocked by the apparent lack of climb-
ing and developed routes in the park, 
and I hope American climbing can some-
how become consolidated with a group 
of standards which will enable American 
climbers to safely keep pace with the 
rapidly raising European and English 
mountaineering standards. 

Although I teach a modern advanced 
standard of climbing I do not care to 
engage in controversy with people who 
have no knowledge of the methods which 
constitute advanced technical climbing. 

Still I have been approached by many 
climbers who would like to know What 
course Summit is going to take as re-
gards to presenting "Climbing and 
Mountaineering material" as well as 
general mountain information. 

Many draw the importance of Summit 
Magazine from the former and I should 
have to cast my lot with these people... 

I for one would enjoy more valued 
discussions in Summit, instead of the 
usual type concerned with an individ-
ual's single experience in a limited 
phase of the mountains, cooking, etc. 

Harvey T. Carter 
Colorado Springs, Colo. 

Summit Magazine: 
Love your magazine and happy to 

know it is going to continue a magazine 
for people who genuinely "love the 
mountains". 

Especially enjoyed the photo pages in 
last months issue. Mountain photography 
is a hobby of mine. 

H.P.M. 
Long Beach, Calif. 

r---- . ....„....,•.• __.,....,,, _., 
FREE '57 CATALOG 

More than 32 pages of the finest 
specialized camping and back-packing 
equipment available. Write today! 

Tent --, 328. 5y2  lbs., 
5' x 7'. One of our 
many models. 

No. 324 - C&T MOUNTAIN TOP SLEEPING BAG 
Dark green cloth filled with 1%2 lbs. of the finest 

Northern Goose Down. A full length zipper along-

side and across bottom permits full opening. An 
additional zipper slide at bottom permits opening 

to cool feet. Constructed with a specially zip-

pered head and a semi-circular foot for comfort. 

Usable from below zero to 70 degrees. Packed 

size in case 9" x 16". 84" long, 35" at should- 

ers. Weight 41/2 lbs. 46.75 

WATER LEVEL OR MOUNTAIN HIGH . Work- 
ing the fast waters or backpacking . . . light-
weight and compact equipment is indispensable. 
We carry the finest imported and domestic equip-
ment. Your satisfaction is our pleasure. 

For FREE CATALOG write today to: 

Camp &Trail Outfitters  ; 
DEPT. W  •  112 CHAMBERS ST.  •  NEW YORK 7, N.Y„ 
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ALCOHOL STOVE: This small unit is 
complete with one-pint capacity pot and 
stand. Alcohol is safe to use, easy to 
obtain, and it burns clear, leaving no 
soot or oily coating. Wt. 9 ozs $2.75 

THE SKI HUT 
1615 University Ave., Berkeley 3, Calif. 

FLASHLIGHT HOLDER: This is the 
most convenient gadget for keeping your 
flashlight handy and still out of the way 
during the day. Fits on your belt. 
Leather, postpaid $I 

L.L. BEAN, Inc., Freeport, Maine 

ALTIMETER, Swiss Thommens. This 
is a precise compensated altimeter 
weighing only 2 1/4 ozs. with its case. 
Gives accurate and quickly legible 
altitude measurements, and it permits 
weather prediction with its indications 
of changes in barometric pressure. Has 
jeweled bearings in movement. Two 
dials read 1000-foot and 50-foot inter- 
vals $30.00 

HOLUBAR, Boulder, Colorado 

ARMY 2-MAN MOUNTAIN TENT: Made 
of Dupont Nylon—OD on one side—white 
on the other, reversible. 54'A" wide, 
82" long and 43" high. Wt. 81/2  lbs. Com-
plete with aluminum poles and stakes. 

No. E26 Unused, repaired $25.95 
No. E26A Used, repaired $17.95 
MORSAN TENTS, 10-21 50th Avenue, 

Long Island City, New York 

summit guide 
SELF LIGHTING 
FIRE STARTERS 

in 
Waterproof Can 

FIRE STARTERS: You'll like these 
little gems! By striking the colored end 
on provided abrasive, lighter will burn 
for seven minutes. Ideal for wet wea-
ther. Each waterproof can contains 25 
fire starters. Weight, four ozs. Four 
cans $1 

CAMP & TRAIL OUTFITTERS 
Dept. W, 112 Chambers, New York 7, N.Y. 

PARKA, Co-op Mountain 
Type; double shoulders, 
full zipper, skirt below 
hips, very water repel-
lant Element Cloth, 
concealed hood folds 
in back out of sight 
when not in use. Stock 
sizes: ladies 14, 16, 
18, 20; mens 36, 38, 
40, 42, 44, 46. Colors, 
Miami Blue & Paddy 
Green $12.95 

h 
ORDER FROM: 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
523 Pike Street, Seattle 1, Wash. 

Ever wish you could 
carry your army 
canteen on your 
belt without the 
bulky GI canteen 
case and heavy web 
belt? Here is a simple 
device that does 
the trick and weighs 
less than an ounce. 
It's made of sturdy 
water-repellent leather. H-1 Carrier for 
Army Canteen 75c 

ORDER FROM: 

JAN & HERB CONN 
Custer South Dakota 

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 

ALARM WATCHES: Now you can enjoy 
a full night's sleep with assurance that 
you will not miss that early morning 
start, or let the alarm remind you when 
it is time to turn back. Has a clear 
loud ring, luminous dial and pin lever 
movement. Wt. 3 ozs. 
Postpaid, Fed. tax incl $8.80 

GERRY, Ward, Colorado 

MIIIIIIMM11101.11.111111 

ESPECIALLY GOOD! 

Drilite Spanish Rice 50¢ 
Drilite Chili 'N Beans   50¢ 
Drilite Vegetable Stew 50¢ 
Drilite Corn Chowder 50¢ 
Drilite Bean Pot 50¢ 
Drilite Green Cabbage Flakes  30¢ 
Drilite Applesauce 350 
Drilite Apricot Slices  45¢ 
Drilite Fruit Cocktail  45¢ 
Drilite Sierra Salad  35¢ 
Drilite Grapefruit Juice Crystals 45¢ 

These are generous four-serving sizes 
and are sealed in tough, lightweight 
plastic bags. Also available in two and 
eight person servings. 

DRILITE FOODS 
8714 Santa Fe Avenue, South Gate, Calif. 
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Rocky Mountain Bighorn 

This large wild sheep is not likely to be confused with any other mammal. It is found in the Rocky Mountain, 
Grand Teton, Yellowstone and Glacier National Parks in the United States and in several of the Canadian National Parks. 
Generally speaking, the bighorn is a resident of the higher mountains and in summer is found at or above timberline where there is suitable 
alpine pastures and where broken cliffs serve as a protection against predatory enemies. In winter they 
seek to avoid soft, deep snow for it not only cuts off their food supply but also renders them more liable to attack by predators. 
However, prevailing winter winds often sweep bare certain high alpine slopes, thereby leaving forage available, which enables some of 
the bighorns to winter on the mountain tops. 
This species formerly was much more numerous than it is today. On account of the excellent quality of its meat, the bighorn was 
considered by hunters to head the list of wild game. This, together with the fact that the massive horns of the rams were considered by 
hunters to be an outstanding trophy, resulted in these animals being widely hunted and greatly reduced in number. 
Bighorns are most active in the early morning and by 10 a.m. they retire to the base of some protecting 
cliff and bed down. The feeding habits of the bighorns are peculiar in that a relatively small amount of time is spent in grazing 
and a relatively large proportion of time is spent in chewing their cuds. Usually this latter process is done when the sheep are bedded down. 
One advantage of this system of feeding is that the animals can gather a large amount of rough herbage in a relatively 
short time and later during the middle of the day they can thoroughly chew this food at their leisure. 
One lamb is usually born to a ewe each year about the first of June, but twins are not infrequent. The rams at certain seasons keep together 
in a band by themselves and do not run with the females and lambs. 
The general coloration of Rocky Mountain Bighorn is brownish or grayish brown on the back, yellowish white on the underparts, with a 
whitish patch on the rump which is very conspicuous. The tail is short and dark. The brownish hairs are darkest on the head, throat, legs, and 
along a narrow strip down the center of the back. The body is densely covered with coarse hair and on some specimens there has 
been found a slight undercoat of woolly hairs. The eyes are golden yellow, the horns brown, and the hoofs black. 
The adult rams have a length of from 60 to 70 inches; height at shoulder from 38 to 42 inches; a stocky body usually weighing 
between 200 and 300 pounds; and massive, circular horns which curve backward about the side of the head. The females, often called 
"ibex," are shorter and more slender than the rams, weighing only about two-thirds as much, and they possess 
small slender, slightly curved horns. 
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