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"I will lift up mine eyes to the Hills." 

March, 1957 



Photo by H. C. Peabody 

Know your mountains no. 11 by Roberts W. French 

According to the usual mountaineers' standards, this mountain looks small in height and easy to climb, 
and it is both when conditions are right; but when the weather changes, watch out, for this 6,290-foot 
peak, the highest in New England, is famous for having 'the world's worst weather'. It was on the summit 
of this mountain that the highest wind velocity ever measured by man was recorded; on April 12, 1934, 
the wind streaked across this peak at an incredible 231 (yes, 231) miles per hour. 

In one of the ravines of this mountain the snow reaches over one hundred feet in depth yearly. Skiing 
can be found there at least until the last weeks of June, and often well into July. 

For those who do not wish to walk, the summit of this mountain can be approached by an ancient cog 
railway and by a toll road. On the summit can be found a hotel, a weather station, a television transmitter, 
an observatory, a radio transmitter and various other buildings; but even though the mountain seems 
tamed, occasionally it still takes its toll of human lives from people who try to climb it under improper 
weather conditions, or when the snow in the ravines is ready to avalanche. 
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At the hamlet of Arbey in Val D'Herens, Switzerland, Mother 

Chevrier Pannotier spins wool on the old 

fashioned wheel. In the distance are the Ferpecle 

Glacier with 14,000-foot Dent Blanche 

rising above. 

Georgia Englehard Photo 

2 SUMMIT MAGAZINE MARCH, 1957 



Exploring and Climbing 

in 

Val D'Herens, Switzerland 

From alplands thousands of feet 
below, lazy jangling of cowbells 
rose through the thin, clear air. 
Sheer above me loomed a wall of 
smooth, grey granite, split by an 
equally smooth sided crack. 

"Where are the holds?" I called 
to my guide, Jean, silhouetted 
against a cloudless sky on the crest 
of the pitch. 

"There aren't any," came the 
laconic reply. "Try jamming your 
left foot in the crack." 

I jammed my foot and started to 
squirm upward. But the cleft was too 
wide, my foot slipped, I slithered 
down. 

"Come on," commanded Jean. "We 
can't stay here all day. Come up on 
the rope if you must." 

Ignominiously I hauled on the ny-
lon rope, and soon, panting hard, I 
stood beside him. We had reached 
the top of the Great Grey Tower, the 
most difficult pinnacle on the South-
east Ridge of Douves Blanches, one 
of many challenging rock climbs in 
Val D'Herens, Switzerland. 

Few have ever heard of this val-
ley. Secluded in the southwestern 
Pennines, it is overshadowed by the 
neighboring Valley of the Visp with 
Zermatt and the world-famous Mat-
terhorn. Yet, Val D'Herens is one of 
the most unique and beautiful in the 
Alps, as well as a fine climbing 
center. 

Grim guardians to the entrance of 
the Valley are the eleventh century 
castles of the Prince Bishops of 

by georgia englehard 

Sion in the Rhone Valley. From Sion 
you travel by Post Bus or car up a 
narrow, tortuous road skirting the 
precipitous, dark gorge of foaming 
River Borgne, which-finally emerges 
in a broad, open basin, bright with 
flowers in summer, fringed by golden 
larch trees in autumn. Some miles to 
the south, the snowy triangle of Dent 
Blanche, Queen Peak of the valley, 
rises to more than 14,000 feet above 
the sprawling Ferpecle Glacier. Here 
in this basin stands the tiny village 
of Evolene, the "capital" of Val 
D 'Herens. 

Although Evolene is not primarily 
a climbing center, a day or more can 
be well spent there. For Val D'Her-
ens is one of the last strongholds of 
the Old World way of life. Here time 
seems to have stood still. Here is a 
vision of a vanished era; here sim-
ple, rural folk cling avidly to the 
costumes and to many of the cus-
toms of their ancestors. Larchwood 
chalets and stucco chapels date 
back to the 16th and 17th centuries. 
On Evolene's one and only street, 
pigs, chickens and goats parade, 
herded by small children. Women 
wear traditional 16th century cos-
tume as daily garb. The long black 
skirts, black bodices, the hats of 
pleated velvet, the gay neckerchiefs 
and embroidered aprons are charming 
to behold as housewives and young 
girls do laundry at the town pump or 
cut hay in the neighboring fields, 
easily wielding long handled 
scythes. At the nearby hamlet of  

Arbey, old Mother Chevriet of Pan-
notier spins wool on a wheel such 
as was used by our great grandmoth-
ers. 

Mules are still the principal means 
of transport between Evolene and 
the various hill villages which dot 
the sunny slopes of the valley. In 
upland meadows, the shy natives 
carry on simple industries; herding 
of cattle, growing of rye, barley and 
potatoes and cheese making. The 
cheese is made in the cowtowns or 
alpages much as it was made in the 
time of Homer, so many, many centu-
ries ago. In the autumn the medieval 
rite of the Division of the Cheeses 
takes place--an interesting ceremony 
to witness and to photograph. 

In the vicinity of Evolene there 
are many lovely walks through shady 
forests and over windswept meadows 
with ever changing vistas. Good 
training hikes are Sassenaire, Pointe 
de Zate, Pic D'Arzinol and Palanche 
de la Crettaz; all about 10,000 feet 
in height, with vast, impressive pan-
oramas of the Chaine de Mont Blanc, 
of the Oberland and Valais peaks. 
For these, a guide is unnecessary. 

The real climbing center is Arolla, 
nestled at the head of the Valley be-
neath great glacier worn slabs, in 
the very shadow of 12,000 foot Mont 
Collon. Arolla consists of general 
store, shoemaker's shop, post office 
and several hotels; the largest are 
Kurhaus and Mont- Collon. Less ex-
pensive, smaller yet adequate, are 

to next page, please 
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Hotels Pigne and de la Poste. 
So named because of the many 

groves of gnarled Stone Pines sur-
rounding it, Arolla also has delight-
ful training hikes. For picnics try 
Blue Lake, fringed by filmy larch 
trees and fed by a gigantic spring, 

or visit Alp Pras Gras (the Fat Alp) 
with its lush pastures, its quaint 
chalets, its herd of black and brown 
cattle typical of this section of 
Switzerland, and its stunning cirque 

of mountains. Longer trips are to 
Pas de Chevres and Col de Riedmat-
ten, or up Mont Dolin, whose steep 

grass and shale slopes will help 

harden leg muscles. 

The peaks of this district are not 
nearly as high as those above Zer-
matt. Many can be climbed directly 
from the hotel without added labor 

of going to a hut for the night. They 
are also possible in shaky weather, 

when the "Four Thousanders" are 
out of question. And in many cases, 
they lend themselves admirably to 
guideless climbing, though some of-
fer rock climbs far more difficult 
than better known and higher sum-
mits in other parts of the Alps. 

Guides are available through the 
hotels; I recommend Pierre Maurys, 

Gaspoz and Maurice Chevrier. 
There are several huts maintained 

by the Swiss Alpine Club which fa-

cilitate and shorten ascents. These 
are Cabane de Bertol, Cabane des 
Aiguilles Rouges, Cabane des Vig-
nettes and Cabane des Dix. During 
the summer all have hut keepers, all 

are clean and well stocked with 
supplies should you run out of 

bread, spaghetti, sugar or similar 

staples. 
Rising above Arolla to the south 

is the snowy dome of Pigne D'Arol-
la, almost 13,000 feet high. While 

the Matterhorn is unquestionably the 
most popular ascent in the Swiss 
Alps, Pigne ranks Number Two. An 
easy climb, it is well worth the ef-
fort for the sweeping and magnifi-
cent panorama from its corniced 
summit. From here the trip may be 
prolonged over Mont Blanc de Seilon, 
descending thence into Val des Dix 
and back to Arolla over Pas de 
Chevres (Goat Path). The Pas has a 
few feet of exposed and awkward  

rock climbing, but this may be avoid-
ed by going to the left and using a 
series of ladders. From the moun-
taineering standpoint this expedition 
is not difficult, but scenically it is 
"tops" and serves as a good intro-
duction to the region. 

Other moderate ascents are Mont 
Collon, L'Eveque, LaRousette and 
Arrete de Bertol. The latter is a long 
ridge cut by more than twenty "gen-
darmes" of varying degrees of diffi-
culty. It is a very amusing climb, and 
a handy one in uncertain weather, for 
the ridge can be abandoned and de-
scent made to the glacier at almost 

any point. A fine climb on solid 
golden rock with pitches of Four 
Inferior is the traverse of the three 

peaks of Les Aiguilles Rouges (the 
Red Needles). Don't miss the slabby 
west ridge of Dent de Tsalion; to 
the eye this appears easy, but it is 

actually extremely exposed and 
sporty. From the tiny summit, broken 
boulders and shale ledges lead to 
the glacier, from where a half hour's 

scramble will bring you up Aiguille 
de la Tsa, probably the best known 
of Arolla peaks, chiefly because of 
its sharp, Dolomite form. Then there 
is the southeast ridge of Douves 
Blanches (Grey Slabs). This is long, 
with numerous severe pitches as 

well as some rotten rock, but the 
descent is easy and you slide down 
the snowfields, down the Plan de 
Bertol path to hotel and refreshing 
white wine in a couple of hours. 

Arduous is the Traverse of the 

Chaine des Grandes Dents (The 
Great Teeth). I have heard those of 
the Sixth Degree School sniff and 
say scornfully, "Oh, that." I agree 
that it is not technically difficult, 
never exceeding Three Superior, but 
eight miles of rock climbing over six 
peaks between 11,000 and 12,000 
feet in height is not just child's 
play. 

We left Cabane de Bertol by lan-
tern light, the sky still ablaze with 
stars. Hard snow crunched under our 
feet as we plodded across the glac-
ier. Sharp and stark, the giant tooth 
of the Tsa loomed eerily above, 
while soon to the east dawn glim-
mered faintly on massive Dent 
Blanche, like a crouching lion above  

shadowy ice fields. A moment's 
pause on the Dent de Tsalion where 
the Traverse proper begins, and we 
were off; hour after hour up slabs, 
down cracks and chimneys, over 
pinnacles, along knife-edge snow 
ridges. Far, far below to the left lay 
the narrow green Val D'Arolla with 
its tiny villages, its patterns of hay 
fields. Far, far below on the right, 
sprawled the great Ferpecle Glacier 
with enormous crevasses and tumb-
ling ice-falls. At last, the final sum-
mit of the Grande Dent de Veisivi 
was reached; at last we were stumb-
ling down steep slopes glowing with 

clumps of Alpen Roses into the ham-
let of Saterma just in time for five 
o'clock tea. Aching feet and sore 
fingertips told us it had been a long 
day. 

Possibly the best ascent in this 
little known district is a seldom 
climbed peak, La Sengla, which lies 
directly on the Italian border. From 
almost any angle this mountain is 

not very striking; it is a chunky, 
11,000 foot mass, its long ridge ser-
rated by unimpressive, lumpy pin-

nacles. But the Traverse of La 
Sengla is no "walk over." 

Starting from Caban des Vignettes 
at one in the morning, we sped down 
the easy Otemma Glacier for more 
than an hour, losing; alas, a good 

deal of altitude. Then came the as-
cent up steep Blancien Glacier with 

a large and troublesome bergschrund. 
We reached Col de Blancien just as 
dawn lightened the proud triangle of 

the Matterhorn and the snowy Monte 
Rosa Range. Five thousand feet be-
low, still in darkness, lay barren, 

deserted, desolate Valpelline, the 
valley which in olden days linked 

the primitive hill towns of Val 
D'Herens with the prosperous Roman 
town of Aosta in Italy. Puffs of heat 
mist already boiled upward; Alpine 

Choughs circled around, black wings 
flapping as they dove to pick up 
crumbs from "Second Breakfast" 
that we ate on the Col. 

Ahead stretched the Sengla Ridge, 
bristling with gendarmes, no longer 
lumpy looking, but needle-sharp. 

"How many are there?" I asked 

to page eight, please 
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Georgia Englehard Photo 

Every autumn, the ancient rite of the Division of Cheeses is held in the cowtowns of Val D'Herens. Each cattle owner 

receives his or her proportionate share of cheese according to the milk yield of his or her cows during the summer months. 

The people stand in line on the meadows, and the cheeses are passed from hand to hand, symbolic of community spirit and 

mutual labor. 
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Georgia Englehard Photo 

Arduous is the traverse of the Chaine des Grandes Dents. Beyond lies the Ferpecle Glacier, one of the largest ice sheets in 

the Alps, and above towers the Matterhorn. 
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Georgia Englehard Photo It'e climbing on the Pigne D'Arolla Val D'Herens, Switzerland. 
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Georgia Englehard Photo The "classic" climb 

of the AroIla district is the traverse of the three peaks of 

Aiguilles Rouges, seen here in the background. To 

the left is Mt. Blanc de Seilon. Climbers 

are descending Montagne de L'Etoile (Mountain of the Star). 

from page four "But surely, we won't climb all of 

the guide. them -- surely some can be by- 

"I have never done this climb be- passed?" 
fore, but I think there are forty- He looked at me horror struck and 

nine." His tone was casual. said very sternly, "But, Madame, of 

course we must climb all of them. 

To by-pass would not be sporting." 
It is impossible to recall the climb 

in detail. After all, forty-nine are an 
awful lot of gendarmes. The ridge 
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would ever run out of gendarmes. 
How glad I was to sit down on the 
final pinnacle after eight hours of 
continuous climbing on the ridge, 
and how good that piece of brown 
bread, that dried beef and that wat-
ery, lukewarm coffee tasted. From 
this airy perch the view of Grand 
Combin and of the Chaine de Mont 
Blanc was unforgettable. 

To have basked in the warm sun-
light for an hour would have been 
Heaven. But after twenty minutes we 
roped up again. The descent was 
long; down, down, down over shat-
tered rock ridges, down slopes of 
hard snow, down friable gullies, 
down to the Otemma Glacier. Then 
came the most wearisome part of the 
climb; a two hour trudge uphill over 
slushy, swampy ice to Cabane des 
Vignettes. Eighteen hours after our 
departure we crept into the hut --
and potato soup has never been more 
appreciated. 

Queen Peak of Val D'Herens is La 
Dent Blanche, rivalling its near 
neighbor, the Matterhorn, in diffi-
culty. It can be most easily reached 
by way of the Inn of Bricolla and 
Cabane Rossier. Another high mas-
sif, Les Bouquetins, is accessible 
from Cabane de Bertol. The ascent 
of these peaks is largely dependent 
upon conditions, and they should 
never be attempted in uncertain 
weather. 

As a center for cross-country tours 
Arolla is well situated. It is on the 
famed "High Level Route" from 
Zermatt to Chamonix, which can be 
made either on skis in spring or on 
foot in summer. Another interesting 
and varied tour is from Cabane des 
Vignettes, down the Otemma Glacier 
to Cabane de Chanrion near the 
Grand Combin. Unlike most alpine 
huts, Chanrion stands amidst alp-
lands, where cows drink from many 
tiny reflection pools, where fat, 
snuffling pigs, as our guide put it, 
lead "a short life but a merry one". 
From Chanrion we descended the 
wild Val de Bagnes to Fionnay, and 
next day went up to Plan Levri, a 
national park, where we saw hun-
dreds of chamois with their young 
and dozens of ibex. Thence up to 
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the snow summit of Rosa Blanche 
(White Peak) and down to Grande 
Dixence, where one of the world's 
greatest dams is under construction. 
A speedy, lurching jeep brought us 
to Vex in lower Val D'Herens, from 
where my former guide, Jean Rumpf, 
now in the trucking business, took 
us sedately back to Arolla. 

A very scenic trip is over Col de 
la Couronne to Cabane de Moiry in 
the valley of the same name. Lux-
uriously, we took a jeep from 
Evolene to the hill village of For-
claz, where we hired a mule to carry 
provisions and a young lady in local 
costume to lead it. Mule and maiden 
took us to the base of the Col with 
several halts for fresh milk and a 
bite of mountain cheese at the alp-
ages of Breonna. A two hour back-
pack brought us to the Cabane which 
is run by genial Jean Baptiste 
Salamin. Jean Baptiste plays the 
flute admirably and keeps the high-
est chickens in the Alps, the re-
nowned "Poules de Moiry". 

From this hut there is sporty rock 
climbing on the Couronne de Breonna 
and on the Aiguilles de la Lej (both 
suited to mountain photography), 
while the ascent of Grand Cornier is 
an interesting expedition on mixed 
rock and snow with a stupendous 
view of the great north wall of Dent 
Blanche. 

And since everything in Val 
D'Herens harks back to the past, a 
walking trip from Evolene to St. 
Niklaus in the Visp Valley is well 
worth while. Taking several days, 
with overnight stops in small but 
tidy inns, it is scenically very beau-
tiful and varied. The path is the 
same followed by peasants centuries 
ago as they brought their wares on 
muleback over the passes for traffic 
in other communities such as Grim-
entz, St. Luc, Meiden, Gruben and 
St. Niklaus. 

For the climber, for the hiker, for 
the painter, for the photographer, for 
those who like the quiet life and 
shun the burly burly of modern 
mechanized civilization, for those to 
whom natural, unspoiled beauty and 
mountain grandeur are the wine of 
life,the answer lies in Val D'Herens. 

9 

was extremely narrow and exposed. 
Some of the gendarmes were easy, 
some were difficult, and several re-
quired the use of rappels. I remember 
wondering after five hours if we 
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The Crag Rats of Hood River, Ore-
gon, now celebrating their thirtieth 
anniversary as a mountaineering and 
mountain rescue organization, are 
entering their eighth year of the in-
teresting and important assignment 
of making snow surveys. 

The Crag Rats are especially 
qualified to participate in this win-
ter outdoor activity. Much of their 
spare time is spent climbing in sum-
mer and skiing or snowshoeing in 
winter in the near vicinity of the 
snow measuring courses. Any pros-
pect for membership is carefully 
screened and must have climbed two 
snowcaps to qualify. Membership is 
by invitation and one must have a 
unanimous affirmative vote. He must 
then climb to the official summit of 
at least one snowcap each year. He 
must own and keep in repair at all 
times mountain climbing and rescue 
equipment and be ready to move at 
once to aid others in distress on our 
mountains. He is a natural for the 
snow survey. 

Our mountains and forested slopes 
are the natural reservoirs which hold 
the winter snows and gradually re-
lease the water as the season prog-
resses. It is in these mountains the 
snow surveys must be made during 
the months of January, February and 
March. Some of these places are 
barely accessible by ordinary means 
in the summer time and are much 
more difficult to reach in winter. 

Hood River County and its fertile 
valley, famous for high quality 
fruits, is situated in the middle of 
the rugged Cascade Range of moun-
tains. Snow surveys must be taken 
there at three elevated spots which  

are difficult to reach in winter. 
The Tilley Jane snow course is at 

an elevation of about 6,500 feet, at 
the base of 11,225-foot Mt. Hood. A 
six-mile cross-country trek on skis 
or snowshoes brings one to old 
Cloud Cap Inn, uninhabited but kept 
in repair by the Crag Rats and used 
as a refuge from winter storms when 
on snow surveys. There, as in the 
two other courses, the snow is mea-
sured over a 500-foot course at 50-
foot intervals by means of aluminum 
pipes, 1.14 inch in diameter, and made 
to fit one into the other, the number 
used depending on the depth of the 
snow. The hollow pipe with a cut-
ting head is forced down through the 
snow to the ground and when with-
drawn will hold the snow and ice. 
The tube and contents are weighed 
at once and the figures recorded. 
From these figures is determined the 
water content and depth of the snow. 

The trek to the Red Hill course is 
nine long miles and the men usually 
spend a night in the Forest Ranger 
cabin at that spot. On the survey 
taken early in.February of this year, 
the Crag Rats found the cabin had 
been broken into and their food and 
a sleeping bag had been stolen. 
Snow had driven in where entry had 
been made through a window. The 
crew made its survey and returned at 
once, fighting a sixty-mile gale and 
making the round trip in thirteen 
hours. 

The Green Point survey does not 
take one to as high an altitude as do 
the other two, but is of the greatest 
interest to orchardists who are de-
pendent on that region for irrigation 
water during the summer. This is a 
ten-mile trip, and is negotiated with  

skis or snowshoes. It usually takes 
only a few hours. 

A few years ago the Crag Rats 
purchased a used Weasel and for two 
winters attempted to prove that it 
was an aid in making their surveys, 
but were forced to admit that it was 
only an expense, a liability and a 
responsibility. The terrain on their 
course was so steep and, in places 
so thickly wooded that even a snow 
cat could not be depended upon to 
negotiate the trails when the winter 
weather really got rough. 

Snow surveys and water supply 
forecasts for Oregon are made pos-
sible through the joint efforts of the 
Soil Conservation Service, the United 
States Department of Agriculture and 
the Oregon Agricultural Experiment 
Station. Cooperating in the program 
are the U.S. Forest Service, Oregon 
State Engineer, National Park Ser-
vice and other Federal, State and 
local Organizations. Director is 
State Hydraulic Engineer, W. T. 
"Jack" Frost. 

From the results of these snow 
surveys is determined much of the 
economy of great regions of our 
country, for they help to solve such 
problems as flood control, available 
source of power, irrigation, stream 
flow and navigation. 

Occasionally when the date for the 
snow survey comes around, the 
weatherman will cooperate and make 
of the survey work a pleasant out-
ing, but more often the day will fall 
at a time when the elements are in a 
turmoil and the snow surveyor then 
shoulders his pack, bends into the 
gale and points his skis toward the 
-high Cascades where the secrets of 
the snow are locked. 

CRAG RATS ON SNOW SURVEY by eino.e. annala 
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Eino Annala Photo 

r 

Crag Rats prepare to insert tube to make snow 

survey on Red Hill Course. Left to right, are Ellwood 

Samuel, Glen Marsh, Jack Frost and Jim Hukari. 

Crag Rats on snow survey. Mt. Hood is in the back-

ground. Left to right, are Ross Hukari, Dan Pierson, 

Bill Gale and Gene Annala. 
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Photo by Ted R. Mathews 

One of the most popular rock climbing mountains in America is the East Face of Long's Peak in the Rocky 
Mountain National Park. 

"Tip Toe" 

on 

Long's Peak 
by cecil m. ouellette 
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A Few Climbing Routes On The East Face Of Long's Peak 

Dominating Rocky Mountain Na-
tional Park in north-central Colorado 
is one of the best-known and most-
climbed peaks in the United States. 
Long's Peak towers above the sur-
rounding rugged region. At an ele-
vation of 14,255 feet, it stands aloft 
in the sky, hovering and predominat-
ing over a large area of the Rocky 
Mountains. Because of its unique 
position, it commands the attention 
of those people that can see it from 
Denver and from other cities along 
the western edge of the Great 
Plains. 

Advantages such as nearness and 
accessibility have developed the 
region into a great area of mountain 
recreation. 

The peak was named for Major 
Long after he had viewed it from the 
plains while on an expedition in 
1820. In 1868, Major J.W. Powell led 
a party that made the first authentic 
ascent of Long's Peak; the follow-
ing summer, he accomplished the 
first successful boat trip through the  

Grand Canyon. Since then, many peo-
ple have climbed to the top of the 
fourteen-hundreder by a various num-
ber of routes. An estimated 65,000 
people have climbed the peak since 
Powell's ascent. And a recorded 
2,189 people climbed it in 1954 
alone. Two standard ways of ascent 
are used the most -- the Cable Route 
and the Keyhole Route. Both are 
safe enough to give the inexperi-
enced person a wonderful adventure 
in high-mountain climbing. 

Long's Peak is a remnant of glac-
iology. In the beginning, Long's was 
a huge and greater mountain, then 
during the ice age, glaciers moved 
southward to thew and carve at its 
massif. They sawed their way on 
four sides of the mountain, leaving 
four steep faces, separated by four 
ridges. The most vigorous glacier 
hewed away a large portion of the 
solid granite on the East Face; 
called Mills Glacier, it left a sheer 
drop of almost 1,700 feet. 

The Great East Face of Long's is  

a mecca for experienced rock climb-
ers. Ormes stated that, "Long's 
Peak, and spe'Lifically the East 
Face of the peak, has the nation's 
greatest concentration of high coun-
try rock routes." Most of the routes 
are difficult and severe, involving 
5th and 6th class climbs over verti-
cal voids. 

I was well prepared to attempt a 
new ascent of the Great East Face, 
having been on a 2nd ascent of a 
route on the mountain that was first 
done in 1952, as well as other rock 
climbs in the state. So, in early 
August, Ron Bennett, a smooth and 
graceful climber from Montana, and I 
were moving away from the shelter 
cabin at Chasm Lake to the base of 
Long's East Face. Below us, in the 
valley, was a white sea of clouds; 
cumulus, quilted in silence. An out-
rider of sunrise streaked over the 
clouds and soon the East Face was 
saturated with sun. 

The weather seemed to be with us 
as we traversed across Mills Glacier 
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"How impossible it looked!" 

beneath the immensity above us. Our 
proposed new route was to be a di-
agonal traverse up to 'Broadway' (a 
ledge that extends across the East 
Face) on a broken up area across an 
otherwise vacant wall. On the ex-
treme right flank of the East Face, I 
studied this merciless-looking 
sheerness with awe and admiration. 
Like a smooth sheet of paper with 
only a wrinkle across its face 
appears this vast wall of precipice. 
How impossible and frightening it 
looked! We talked, pointed, and 
planned the assault. 

The first three leads were 4th and 
5th class of moderate difficulty. The 
third pitch ended at the bottom of a 
ledge that shot away and up the 
wall. It was three feet wide and 
extended for almost 100 feet. The 
ledge sloped upward like a huge 
slide. Bennett tied into a piton and 
went on belay, then I climbed up the 
ledge by friction, balance and jam-
ming the tips of my fingers in a 
shallow crack. Seventy feet up, I 
went past the ultimate of friction 
and edged my boots on a small hold 
while I drove in another piton. Be-
cause of the ledge's smoothness and 
lack of holds, I had to tension on 
five straight pitons to an adequate 
platform. The last 20 feet of the 
lead demanded an unprotected lie- 
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back up a vertical crack. I looked 
back down the ledge from my belay 
position. A slip from here would 
mean a 120 foot slide down the slip-
pery surface and a cast into space. 

From our airy perch we could 
clearly see that this was the only 
feasible route. We were in the mid-
dle of smoothness. Below, we could 
clearly see the continuity of des-
cending precipice, and above, a ris-
ing vertical wall void of projections 
and irregularities. 

I watched as Ron Bennett tricked 
his way on the next lead. Thirty feet 
from my belay position, he was con-
fronted with a severe overhang. 
Clinging like a spider to the rock, 
he did a hand traverse beneath its 
awesome projection, then climbed up 
a sloping slab and stopped at where 
the ledge disappeared around a cor-
ner. The ledge had evaporated to a 
disgusting six inches. After some 
careful deliberation, he tensioned on 
one piton, then tip-toed the rest of 
the way only to find another over-
hang blocking his path. He hand-
traversed beneath it, and climbed up 
to a good secure platform for a belay 
spot. The severe and difficult lead 
had been over 100 feet. 

It was now high noon; we had been 
climbing steadily for over five hours. 
The sea of clouds which had been 
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so beautiful that morning were start-
ing to leave the valleys and invade 
our own domain. 

I climbed down a slanting slab to 
where the ledge dropped off into an 
overhang and continued up an in-
cline further on. I drove in a piton 
and by using slow tension, Bennett 
lowered me down the side of the 
overhang. I ended upon a horrifying, 
frictionless shelf. There seemed to 
be no place to go, and the shelf con-
tained no crack to put pitons in. I 
looked down the left side of my leg 
at Mills Glacier through undiluted 
exposure of 500 feet. I took one step 
up the shelf and started to slip... 
that one step was past the ultimate 
of friction! After some cautious con-
sideration and thought, I hammered 
in an angle piton above my head for 
good protection. Then I took that 
first delicate step and lunged up-
ward for a handhold; it held, and I 
hit three more solid holds in quick 
succession before I could find a 
place for my feet. The dreaded sus-
pense was momentarily over, and I 
climbed up to a good belaying plat-
form above the hardest pitch so far 
encountered. 

At this point, the ledge reduced 
itself to a thin and terrifying thing. 
Twenty-five feet away, it ended in 
a 30-foot overhang that extended 
around a corner. Bennett tip-toed out 
to the overhang, and after a few 
alarming movements, climbed back 
and dubbed it impossible. I went out 
and took a look at it and joined his 
conclusion. There was no place to 
put pitons, and it was too, hairy to 
attempt. Suddenly the sun was blot-
ted out! In the difficulty of the last 
two pitches, we had momentarily for-
gotten about the clouds. Now they 
were swarming all over us like a 
deathly gray plague. Visibility van-
ished as they enclosed the East 
Face, and we could smell the damp-
ness of rain. NiVe moved downward 
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through the unseen depths in a swift 
series of rappels. 

We were safe on the glacier when 
it started to rain and hail. Our at-
tempts on the 7th lead had checked 
the climb. And as far as we could 
see there was only one alternative 
left, that being another slightly 
broken up ledge that ran parallel and 
above the one we had been on. 

For two straight weekends, we 
doggedly attempted the new ascent, 
and each time the unmanageable 
weather chased us off. Interest was 
momentarily lost in the new route as 
Dick Woodford, a great climber from 
Salt Lake City, and I did a few 
climbs in Colorado, and also in New 
Mexico. 

A month elapsed from our last ef-
fort. Ron Bennett had banged up his 
knee and was in the hospital having 
it operated on. The weather report 
said that clear and sunny days were 
expected over the weekend in the 
high country. And so, during a week 
in the middle of September, Dick 
Woodford and I set out for what I 
knew would be the last and final try 
to accomplish the new ascent before 
the snows. 

It was a calm and clear day as we 
traversed across the familiar Mills 
Glacier. The precipices above 
seemed to be frowning at us as we 
climbed beneath the gaunt and per-
pendicular wilderness of the Great 
East Face. After three hours of 
climbing, we stopped between my 
difficult lead down and up an over-
hang and where Bennett had finished 
his splendid 100-foot ledge traverse. 
The plan was to go straight up to 
the topmost ledge. Woodford com-
menced the next lead up a short 
crack. He was working on some 
small stuff five feet up and to my 
right, and I watched as he edged 
one of his boots on a nubbin. He was 
trying to locate a place for his other 
foot when his boot slipped off the 
nubbin, and he plummeted downward 
in a blur of falling motion! He hit 
the ledge with a thud where I was 
belaying and miraculously held his 
balance. 

Woodford had complained earlier 
about not feeling to sure on the rock 
and now he was certain that his  

'standard of the day' was very low. 
So, he wisely asked me to do the 
rest of the leads. The same feeling 
of insecurity had touched me on a 
pinnacle climb earlier in the sum-
mer on which Woodford had to do all 
of the leading. 

The next lead was difficult 5th 
and 6th class. I did a vertical lie-
back up a six-foot crack, tensioned 
on four pitons, then traversed across 
a void and chimneyed up to a belay 
platform. After Woodford came up, I 
moved to the left around an over-
hang, then balance climbed, stemmed 
and chimneyed my way up a 40-foot 
vertical section to the top ledge. 
The next two leads were long tra-
verses, one including a 30-foot hand 
traverse around a corner to a small 
belay spot. 

Above our heads and extending to 
Broadway was a 25-foot impossible-
looking crack that grew into a 75-
foot chimney. This was to be it... 
the last lead, and the crux of the 
climb. 

We had hit a perfect day in the 
high-country. It was beautiful, serene 
and clear. We could see a few clouds 
lying lazily in the lowlands far be-
low. A few rocks poured down a 
route way over to our left. Their 
sound carried to us like the muffled 
explosion of distant drums. 

Once again there was no place to 
put badly needed pitons, and the 
beginning of the crack looked awful. 
Then I spied a rock nubbin to the 
left and at the top of the 25-foot 
crack. After five unsuccessful toss-
es, the rope looped over the project-
ion to give me an overhead belay. 
Even with this kind of protection, 
the crack was delicate and frighten-
ing. I retabled up to a grassy plat-
form and 'started up the chimney.Half 
way up was a huge chockstone that 
projected out of the chimney like the 
point of a dagger. I pounded in a 
piton, chimneyed up beneath it, 
grasped the point of the overhang 
and wriggled up; then I reached in 
back for one of those 'thank God its 
there' handholds and pulled myself 
up. 

I was breathing hard from the ex-
citing effort. I looked down at Wood-
ford belaying intently below, and  

then past him to the dizzy depths. 
Lead after lead, Mills Glacier had 
been getting smaller in size...decay-
ing as we climbed higher, until now 
it appeared as a diminutive white 
blot far below. And Chasm Lake 
seemed like a washbasin full of 
scintillating water. 

From my awkward stance in the 
chimney, I studied the remaining few 
feet. The chimney widened and a 
huge block choked the exit. It was 
only twenty feet to the top, or was it 
twenty miles? The chimney was too 
wide to chimney in, and the block 
offered only a seemingly hopeless 
lieback. And my piton (in the only 
crack I could find) was fifteen feet 
below me. 

I imagined and tried to foresee the 
combination ahead as quickly as 
possible, because I was starting to 
get nervous. I abhor continual lead-
ing and its result was beginning to 
affect me. By curling my arm around 
the left side of the block and my 
right hand on a flake-edge with both 
feet against the wall, I was able to 
do a slithery, one-handed lie-back 
up the exhausting and horrifying 
twenty feet. 

Woodford was feeling better, and 
he climbed up the difficult section 
in perfect rhythm and balance. He 
was up in a matter of minutes, and 
we shook hands. The eight-hour as-
cent was finally at a climax. The 
nervous strain drained from our 
bodies like a fever, leaving tired 
and fatigued muscles in its place. 
But dominating our feelings was the 
overwhelming and delightful sensa-
tion of achievement. 

And so, a new ascent was made on 
Long's East Face. The name of the 
route - `Tip-Toe'. Eighteen pitons 
were used on eleven leads. The 
sharing climbers were Ron Bennett, 
Dick Woodford and myself. 

People may wonder why we throw 
seemingly wasted efforts on such a 
lifeless thing as a mountain. But I 
have only to see its picture, or catch 
its image in a memory, and I have 
the same feeling renewed again. For 
me, Long's Peak is alive in all the 
past companionship, struggles and 
difficulties attained in that fantastic 
chase up Tip-Toe. 
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Ot all the equipment that you 
might need for camping or backpack-
ing, the sleeping bag is the most 
important. Unfortunately, it isn't 
possible for you to walk into just 
any sporting goods store, tell them 
what you want and get it. Too much 
depends on your individual needs 
such as your size, whether you're 
going to use it mainly for backpack-
ing, how warm you normally sleep, 
how much weight or bulk you're will-
ing to carry during the day for com-
fort at night, and how much money 
you can afford for a bag. 

Probably the bag that you buy will 
serve you for several years, so be 
careful in your selection. Here are a 
few tips that might help you. 

Insulation is the first considera-
tion. Five popular types are avail- 
able: waterfowl down, down-and- 
feather mixtures, wool, kapok and 
dacron. Down should always be se-
lected for sleeping in very cold 
weather and for backpackers where 
extra pounds of gear means more 
work and less fun. Down springs 
back into its former bulk more quick-
ly after compression. It also is not 
so readily dampened by body mois-
ture. Bags insulated with down are 
very soft and hug the body snugly. 
It won't absorb odors. 

Sleeping bags filled with mixed 
down and feathers are practical 
if enough material is supplied to 
keep you warm. One factory figures 
that 3 lbs. of 40 percent down and 

RECREATIONAL 
EQUIPMENT, INC. 

A cooperative specializing for 18 years 
in mountaineering and skiing equip-
ment. Run by those who use the equip-
ment. Mail orders filled promptly. 

523 Pike Street Seattle 1, Washington  

60 percent feathers equals 2 lbs. of 
pure down in protection against 
cold. This means the bag is heavier 
and more bulky, but unless maximum 
lightness is imperative, the mixture 
bag can be chosen for use in temper-
atures down to about 20 degrees 
above zero. 

Wool and kapok insulations are 
moderately priced, but a warm bag 
with these materials is very heavy 
and bulky. It is not suited for a 
backpacker's sleeping bag. 

Dacron as a filler for sleeping 
bags is somewhat exaggerated. It 
makes a good showing when tested 
for thermal conductivity in a labor-
atory, but different conditions can 
and do exist in actual use. Field 
tests on dacron bags indicate they 
retain more body moisture than down. 
This means that in sub-freezing 
weather the bag must be well-dried 
nightly or it will become damp, with 
the user sleeping progressively 
colder. 

Dacron will work best when facili-
ties for drying exist, as in a stove-
heated tent or cabin. Also, more 
insulation is required under dacron 
because it seems to compress more 
from the sleeper's weight. 

Your second consideration in se-
lecting a sleeping bag is the way it 
is put together. A mummy-type, de-
veloped for the Army during World 
War II, is generally preferred by 
backpackers, but if most of your 
sleeping is going to be in ski huts, 
cabins or cots, then you might pre-
fer the rectangular shape. 

A sleeping bag acts as a trap for 
your own body heat. In down, down-
and-feathers, or dacron bags, it is 
important to keep the insulation ex-
panded as much as possible. A well-
shook up bag is much warmer than  

one that is just rolled out. Because 
it does act as a heat trap, check a 

bag before you buy it for places 
where the heat might escape. Zip-
pers should have a flap under them 
and the seams should be reasonably 
far apart and not stitched through! 
A good bag will have inner panels 
or overlapping tubes to hold the in-
sulation in place. For the same 
reason, don't buy a bag that is too 
large or too small for you. You'll 
only be heating up unnecessary 
space, or you might cause your in-
sulation to compress if the bag is 
too small. 

When buying a sleeping bag, you 
can't always depend on the reputa-
tion of the manufacturer, either. 
There's one firm that puts out a 2/2  
pound bag with 1 pound of down in-
sulation that is warmer than another 
more expensive 41/2  pound bag with 

pounds of down. This is because 
the smaller, lightweight bag is built 
with box construction to hold the 
down and is just large enough to fit 
the body with no waste space. Also, 
the shell is of lighter weight mater-
ial that doesn't tend to compress the 
down. 

Usually 2 pounds of pure down is 
sufficient insulation to keep you 
warm down to freezing. With 21/2  
pounds, you will be warm down to 
10 degrees above zero, but you'll 
need 4 to 5 pounds at 10 degrees 
below. 

The cover of your sleeping bag 
should be moisture resistant, not 
waterproof, because this would pre-
vent body moisture from working on 
through and outside. Nylon lining 
and covers are non-absorbent and in-
clined to trap too much moisture 
within the bag unless the fibers are 
combined with cotton. 
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Stuffing a sleeping bag 

can be a lot easier  
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into a small sack  

than rolling it  
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"Stuff" Your Sleeping Bag 

You can almost never roll your 
sleeping bag as tight and compactly 
out in the open as you did on the 
living room floor before you left on 
your trip. This oftentimes proves 
quite difficult, especially if you 
have allowed just enough room for 

each item. Here's a method of assur-
ing the same roll each time. 

Start out by rolling your bag just 
as tight as you possibly can. Mea- 

sure the circumference and the 
length and sew up a bag to that 
exact size. Put a drawstring at the 
top. 

With this bag, it becomes a simple 
project to stuff your sleeping bag 
into it in the morning, and you'll al-

ways come up with the same size 

roll. You can even make the bag just 

little bit smaller than your roll as 
you'll find that you can 'stuff' it in-

to a smaller unit than you can roll it. 

long, 

long 

ago 

(Great strides have been made in 
the development of sleeping bags 

during the last half century, obvious 
from the following article which ap-

peared in the "Mountaineering" 

book of the Badminton Library in 
1892.) 

Sleeping Bags: A simple bag 6 
feet long, made of striped Austrian 
blanket having a circumference of 
90 inches, will suffice, with a string 
round the neck to draw it up close 
round the head. These bags, how-
ever, are very bulky when rolled up, 

awkward to carry, and in case of wet 
are useless. The best form of bag, 
weighing only 7 pounds is that 
devised by Mr. Tuckett. It is made 
partly of mackintosh lined with blan-

ket felt, but Jaeger's woolen mater-
ial answers much better as a lining, 
as it is lighter and packs in a smal-
ler compass. In default of a sleeping 
bag the ordinary shepherd's plaid is 
much more portable, much warmer, 
and adapted to many more purposes 

than the miserable blankets the inn-
keepers of Switzerland are prone to 
hire out to travelers. It is desirable 
to take a lesson from some well-
informed person of the various ways 
in which a shepherd's plaid can be 
put on. 
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(A word of Explanation: Herb said 
that no one would be interested in 
something that happened ten years 
ago. But I argued that ten years isn't 
long in the life of a mountain, and 
too few people realize that there is 
interesting mountain country in Tex-
as. 

Also it might be well to mention 
that the trips described were off the 
beaten track and not the usual 
sights seen by visitors to the Big 
Bend country.) 

PT la s is 

The road became steeper and 
steeper until our travel-weary little 
truck demanded a rest. Obligingly, 
Herb pulled off to the side of the 
road and parked. As we climbed out 
to stretch we blessed our old truck 
for once again forcing a halt in such 
a rugged mountainous spot. 

Looking back down the road we 
could see none of the flat desert 
country so characteristic of western 
Texas. The country was dry all right 

0 
-C 

The upper "pour-off" in Cattail 
Canyon. The stream drops 400 feet 
and continues its course in a nar-
row rock gorge below. 

with cactus and sagebrush a-plenty, 
but the horizon was a ragged circle 
high above our heads. The air had 
the clear sharp tang of mountain 
country. We were in Big Bend Na-
tional Park. 

The Park contains almost 700,000 
acres of desert and desert mountains 
lying in the big bend of the Rio 
Grande in western Texas. High point 
is 7,835-foot Emory Peak in the 
centrally located Chisos Mountains. 
In the high valleys of the Chisos 
are stands of pine, juniper and moun-
tain oak. Whitetail deer are numer-
ous, and mountain lions are present 
but seldom seen. From this high 
country the land drops sharply sev-
eral thousand feet to a wild area of 
low jagged peaks and arroyos that 
extend to the Rio Grande. Even the 
peaceful and sluggish Rio Grande 
changes character here and tumbles 
through limestone canyons with ver-
tical walls close to a thousand feet 
high. The country is unspoiled by 
highways as it was years ago when 
smugglers made use of this dry in-
hospitable land for their own ends. 

To the smugglers the mo,untains 
afforded a safe hiding place from 
border patrols. Later settlers used 
to hunt here. In 1944, the area be-
came a National Park, which now 
provides a welcome place to live 
close to unspoiled scenery and far 
from the troubles of humanity. 

Herb had received his discharge 
from the army only a few days be-
fore, and for us this was to be the 
beginning of a new life. We had 
saved enough money to last us half 
a year without working. We intended 
to spend most of that time 'in the 
mountains'. But it was mid-November  

and most mountain areas were deep 
in snow. Our map showed that Big 
Bend Park has a 5000-foot difference 
in elevation between the Rio Grande 
and the high point. That could only 
mean 'mountains', so we decided to 
have a look. We stayed four months. 

A more detailed map showed a 
small store, cabins, and a camp-
ground in the Basin, a mile-high val-
ley right under Emory Peak and the 
picturesque Casa Grande. We moved 
into the campground, pitching our 
tent under a juniper tree where we 
could see the peaks above us and 
the desert far below. 

Our first all-day hike taught us 
much about the country and the diffi-
culties of getting around in it. From 
a small summit we had looked down 
into a most intriguing rockbound val-
ley that twisted and turned far below 
us. Our map called it Cattail Can-
yon, and the many contour lines it 
crossed indicated that it might be a 
good idea to take our rope along on 
our exploration. Early the next morn-
ing we set out. 

A trail took us near the head of 
the canyon. Leaving the trail at the 
closest point we cut over a ridge 
and into the upper reaches of Cattail 
Canyon. At this point the 'canyon' 
looked like any dry stream bed in 
the southwest, gravelly under foot 
with desert growth pressing in close 
to the sporadic water course. 

As we followed the valley down-
stream the gravel gave way to rock, 
and the walls began to rise on either 
side. Finally, water appeared. Herb, 
noting the gentle gradient, wondered 
when we would start losing the ele-
vation we surely must to reach the 
bottom of the canyon. 
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Our valley soon lived up to the 
Texas tradition of doing things in a 
big way. There was no messing 
around with losing a few feet of ele-
vation here and a few more there. 
The stream made a sharp turn and 
without further adieu plunged to the 
lower section of the canyon. We had 
heard folks talk about 'pour-offs', 
the sudden vertical drops character-
istic of the streams in these moun-
tains, but as with so many things a 
pour-off has to be seen to be apprec-
iated. We gaped at the 400-foot drop 
below us and felt a little foolish 
with our 60-foot rope. The view was 
awesome, with cliffs running down 
into the depths of the canyon and 
more rock running up several hund-
red feet above us. More than ever we 
wanted to get down into the bottom 
of the canyon. 

We backtracked a little and cut 
over the wall on our right. Here we 
found our way into a steep talus 
chute that took us easily down into 
the lower part of the canyon. The 
canyon was narrower now and twist-
ed this way and that. We wondered 
how long it would be before it might 
again drop from beneath our feet. It 
wasn't long. Soon we found our-
selves looking down thirty feet of 
slick water-worn chute too wide to 

chimney. 
From this point on we had to al-

ternate between traversing the can-
yon wall, wading through pools, and 
in some places where the entire can-
yon was only a few feet wide, strad-
dling the stream with a foot on 
either wall. In one spot we had to 
resort to a rappel. The bottom of the 
canyon was a deep pool and our 
traverse above had petered out into 
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nothing. Unfortunately, the only spot 
to attach the rope was still over one 
edge of the pool. We had quite an 
exciting time on reaching water lev-
el to Manage a dry landing. 

We felt we must be near the spot 
where the stream drops off the edge 
of the Chisos uplift onto the desert 
below. We left our rope hanging at 
the pool, not daring to pull it down 
after us until we were sure we could 
find our way out of this lower sec-
tion of the canyon without retracing 
our steps. just a few hundred yards 
downstream we heard water falling, 
and soon we were peering over the 
waterfall. The water plunged seventy 
feet into a little pool about half way 
down the escarpment, and from there 
dropped again onto the desert. There 
was a strong wind blowing across 
the desert so that much of the water-
fall was thrown back into the can-
yon in a beautiful spray. The spot 
was impressive, but too wet for ling-
ering. 

Retreating from the edge we start-
ed investigating for an alternate 
route out of the canyon. Luckily 
there was a gully leading up be-
tween the final waterfall and the 
point of our rappel. Before pulling 
down our rope, however, we scouted 
up the gully some distance. Our en-
counter with pour-offs in the main 
canyon had been sobering, and we 
wanted to be sure we wouldn't find 
ourselves stranded at the bottom of 
another. But the gully proved to be 
nothing more than an easy scramble 
and except for a wicked bit of prick-
er pushing (bushwhacking through 
cactus) we reached the ridge without 
difficulty. A long, wonderful scree 
glissade down the other side brought 
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us to a familiar trail and our Basin 
campsite. 

The day's adventures had taught 
us much of what to expect in this 
desert mountain country. We found 
the country thick with cactus, cer-
tain varieties of which could slow 
progress to a crawl, even on level 
going. Also the most innocent stream 
could drop a few feet or several 
hundred, necessitating a long detour 
or a complete retreat. We had also 
learned that the country had a wild 
desolate beauty that made the strug-
gle of moving around in it more than 
worth the effort. 

Eventually our hiking took us to 
the summit of Emory Peak, the high-
est point in the park. From here we 
could see almost the entire park --
flat desert to the north, and to the 
south low jagged mountains reaching 
to the Rio Grande. Beyond that in-
ternational boundary more arid flats 
and peaks in Mexico were visible. 
We could see the three limestone 

At the final "pour-off" a strong 
wind tossed much of the waterfall 
back into the canyon. 
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Photo Courtesy of National Park Service. 

The Mule Ear Peaks from the air. This desolate country presents unique problems for hiker and climber. 

from preceding page 

ranges through which the Rio Grande 
has cut deep canyons, and we won-
dered what it was like to traverse 
those canyons on a raft or an inner 

tube as we know has been done. 
Being hopeless land-lubbers, how-

ever, we were content to ponder the 

wonders of river travel from a dis-

tance and expend our energies on 

drier terrain. It was natural that as 
rock climbers we were immediately 
intrigued by the Mule Ear Peaks. 
They were no higher, if as high, than 
many of the other summits around 

them, but their bold outline and ver-
tical sides promised real rock climb-
ing, if indeed they were climbable at 
all. In fact, as we gazed down at the 
lonely, silent country, we began to 
feel that just hiking to the peaks 
might be challenge enough. 

Had we known the country better 
and had a reliable truck, we could 
have driven closer to the peaks. In-
stead, with provisions for three days 
on our backs, we climbed out of the 
Basin on foot. Striking Blue Canyon 
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at its head we began a long descent 

out of the Chisos Mountains into the 
lower country where the Mule Ear 
Peaks are located. In fact, we were 
dismayed to find that the summits 
we were heading for were lower in 

elevation than our Basin camp-
ground. 

The map, evidently made during a 
wetter season, indicated four springs 
on the route we had picked. We spent 
some time searching one arroyo after 

another where the springs were sup-
posedly located. There was no sign 
of the first two, and the third was 

dry except for water standing in 

holes made by pawing cattle. Our 

last hope, Mule Ear Spring, was a 
feeble one for we couldn't even tell 

from the map where it was. But we 
found it by following an old water 
pipe. It proved to be wet indeed, 
though a little white at the edge 

with greenish scum on the surface. 
At the end of our twenty-mile hike, 
however, it looked mighty good to 
us. Best of all it relieved our grow-
ing concern that lack of water would 
force us to return without having 
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time to investigate the climbing pos-

sibilities of the peaks which were 
now just a mile and a half away. We 
shook the dust out of our sleeping 
bags and set up camp by the spring. 

Next morning we scouted a route 
to the peaks. The country was deep-
ly cut by arroyos and piled high with 

volcanic debris. The Mule Ear Peaks 
are volcanic necks, and are com-

posed of the rotten rock so common 

in such formations. Although neither 
peak rises more than 300 feet above 
the notch between them, both are 
high-angle and imposing. 

We scrambled to the saddle sepa-
rating the two summits. From here 

the South Peak looked relatively 
easy so we tackled it first. The rock 
was loose and rotten, but not diffi-
cult, and we roped up only for the 
final hundred feet. There was no 
sign of a previous ascent, for what 
self-respecting rock climber would 
go to Texas on a climbing vacation? 

From the top we had a commanding 

view of the harsh, dry country around 
us. To the northeast we could see 
the sheer wall of the South Rim 
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which forms the abrupt southern edge 
of the main mass of the Chisos 
Mountains. Closer were the low dry 
hills we had trudged through in 
search of water the day before. To 
the south the land stretched away to 
the Rio Grande in a series of low 
peaks. 

The peak which held our attention, 
however, was our close neighbor, the 
North Mule Ear Peak. We had an ex-
cellent and unforeshortened view of 
the south face where we felt the 
route most likely lay. It looked like 
a real climb and we were anxious to 
try it. 

Back in the saddle once more, we 
roped up for the serious business of 
the day -- the North Mule Ear Peak. 

A crumbly thirty-foot pitch gave us 

a foretaste of what was to come. It 
was impossible for the leader to 

move without showering a steady 
stream of loose rock. If the belayer 
were lucky enough to be under the 

protection of an overhanging rock, it 
could be good sport to judge the up-
ward movement of the leader by the 

corresponding downward movement 
of loose debris. If, however, the be-
layer was of necessity in the line of 
fire his attitude toward the flying 
missiles was considerably altered. 
With agility, spurred by desperation, 
he dodged the onslaught as best he 

could. 
After the first pitch the rock be-

came firmer for a bit, an agglomerate 

with large chunks cemented firmly  

in place. We climbed up to a small 
ledge. The next pitch was a traverse 
around the corner. There was no 
crack for a piton, but Herb placed a 
bolt to protect the delicate step. 

Placing the bolt had delayed 
things somewhat and it was already 
late afternoon. We didn't plan to try 
for the summit, but went on around 
the corner to see 'what tomorrow's 
climb will be like'. I had taken the 
lead and found myself at the start of 
a crumbling ledge. The traverse of 
the ledge had one bad spot where it 
was necessary to go outside of a 
teetering pinnacle which occupied 
the ledge but was not sturdy enough 

to provide support. 
At the end of the ledge I still 

couldn't tell what sort of a climb lay 
ahead, but things looked rather dubi-

ous. If it wis a cul-de-sac it would 
be best to find out now and save 
ourselves the trouble of coming back 

tomorrow. A short gully led up to the 

base of a vertical crack. This crack, 
it appeared, would be the crux of the 
climb. Herb determined to find out 
whether it would 'go' or not. 

He led up twenty feet on an assort-
ment of crumbling holds and an-
nounced things looked better above. 
He placed a piton and continued up 
to a less awkward stance. An ex-
pansion bolt here would really 
clinch tomorrow's climb. The bolt 
was placed in record time. With just 
two hours to sunset, we held a hasty 

conference. The climbing ahead did  

not look too difficult. "What if we 
are benighted?" we agreed."Let's 
try for the summit!" 

The worst of the climbing was in-
deed below us, and we climbed on 
steadily to the top. The summit was 
a grassy island high above a deso-
late land. We celebrated the ascent 
by downing a can of fruit juice. Then 
we built a cairn and left our names 
inside the juice can on a slip of 
paper. We would like to have lin-
gered, but our earlier bravado about 
a night on the peak was waning. The 
lengthening shadows of the Mule Ear 

Peaks creeping relentlessly toward 

the horizon urged us to a speedy 
descent. 

Perhaps we should close our Big 
Bend adventure here with some 
phrase about the colorful desert sun-
set bringing a quiet peace to a land 
of stark and rugged beauty. We 
would like to mention, too, a camp-
fire at dusk with a cozy tent pitched 
nearby, and thick steaks sizzling in 
the frying pan. Actually, of course, 

sunset found us frantically pulling 
at half-jammed rappel ropes, and at 

dusk we were floundering down the 
talus. For the next two hours we 
thrashed through cacti without bene-

fit of a forgotten flashlight. On 
reaching camp we tumbled at last 
into our dusty sleeping bags where 
we munched contentedly on a hunk 
of cheese and a few slices of bread 
which had been overlooked at lunch 
time. 

Casa Grande, one of the peaks 
which encircle the Basin. 
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G WARM 

World's largest selection, everything for 
the camper at Sensible Prices! 

Send 20t for 136-Page 1957 Tent & 
Camping Eguiprrent Catalog-Handbook 

1B 50th Ave., Long Island City 1, N.Y. 
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Spring is a delightful time to camp 
at lower elevations in the mountains. 
However, it's apt to get pretty cold 
at night, so here are a few sugges-
tions for keeping warm. 

If your sleeping bag feels like it 
has been stored in the deep freeze, 
try pampering yourself with a hot 
water bottle. It can also be used as 
a water container during the day. 

Another trick of the old-timers is 
heating a rock in the evening camp-
fire. Select a smooth rock, about 
eight inches in diameter, and keep it 
in the fire until it is hot throughout. 
Wrap it in a newspaper or towel and 
place it inside at the foot of your 
sleeping bag. The heat will last for 
several hours. 

If you are camping near your car, 
newspaper will probably be avail-
able. Relative to its weight and con-
venience, it is excellent insulation 
and will help you sleep warm on a 
cold night. Try putting several lay-
ers under your sleeping bag or be- 

tween your sleeping bag and air 
mattress. 

You'll find sleeping on a cot is 
much colder than sleeping on the 
ground, but if you must, then insu-
late it with newspaper. If you are 
using blankets, pin newspaper be-
tween the blankets to keep it from 
slipping. 

If you are a backpacker, then you 
probably already know the advantage 
of building your evening campfire 
just far enough away from a huge 
boulder so that you can sit with your 
back to the boulder and enjoy the re-
flected heat. But did you know that 
you can find deluxe comfort in sleep-
ing on the spot where your evening 
campfire has been built? Rake all 
coals and burning embers away from 
the spot, being especially careful to 
remove every spark, and then use it 
as your bedsite. Almost as good as 
an electric blanket, (if you have a 
little imagination, that is). 

Another means of keeping warm 
where wood is plentiful is to build 
two fires, eight to ten feet apart, and 
stay between them. Only disadvant-
age is restoking the fires during the 
night. 

(Ed. Note: If you know of any other 
methods of keeping warm on cold 
nights, write it down and send it to 
Summit Magazine, 3041 E. Gage Ave. 
Huntington Park, California, for pub-
lication.) 
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Dear Sir: 

Your Magazine Summit was brought to 
the attention of our group The Altadena 
Mountain Rescue Squad and was accept-
ed with a great deal of enthusiasm. You 
may have heard of the work that we have 
successfully carried on in the local 
mountains. All of the group are interest-
ed in the continued success of your pub-
lication and look forward to the future 
issues. Enclosed please find check to 
cover the subscriptions on the nine en-
closed names starting with the January 
issue. 

While our area is not fortunate to have 
mountains that provide hard rock climb-
ing, still we use a great deal of the 
techniques that hard rock climbers use. 
I am enclosing a copy of a form letter 
that has the information on a movie that 
we produced showing rescue techniques 

that we use in rescue work and would 
greatly appreciate any kindly plug that 
your magazine might give to help along 
our work. 

I am interested in securing a set of 
back issues of Summit for my files that 
we can refer to.... 

Vance R. Yost 

Altadena, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

Your February issue strikes me as by 
far the best yet. Instead of tearing out 
only one or two pages per issue for 
future reference, I am saving the entire 
issue. 

I agree with the suggestions offered in 
Jim Fairchild's letter in your February 
issue (p. 18) that your articles, etc., 
should include more usable 'technical' 
information on techniques, geography, 
gear, etc. Even articles emphasizing the 
romance aspects of the topic can be 
seeded with useful ideas without de-
stroying the spirit of the articles. Actu-
ally, the February issue does a fine job 
in these respects. 

My best wishes for your success edi-
torially and financially. 

R. B. Terry 

Homewood, Illinois 
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Letters Tell "Cgs  
Dear Sirs: 

I was introduced to your magazine just 
a year ago and have become enthusias-
tic over its growth and future popularity. 
Since it is a relatively young magazine 
and still is 'feeling out' its scope, I 
would like to offer the following criti-
cisms. 

One of the goals I think Summit should 
have is to be a medium of exchange of 
ideas between the more experienced 
mountaineers and the novices. For ex-
ample, an expansion of your Solutions 
Pool articles would be desirable. I be-
lieve you should try to have at least 
one article each month which gives spe-
cific information that is useful for in-
creasing mountaineering skills. The fol-
lowing are some of your articles which 
illustrate my point and which I would 
like to see more of: 
Selecting a Sleeping Bag (Dec., 1955) 
The Happy Wanderer (July, 1956) 
The Versatile Runner (November, 1956) 
Taking Uphill Ascent in Stride (Sept., 

1956) 
The following are articles which I do 

not feel have any place in a magazine 
like Summit: 
Santa's Village (Dec., 1956) 
Clubfoot - Giant of the Grizzlies (July, 

1956) 
Dinosaur 29th National Park (july,1956) 

I hope my return address is not mis-
leading. I'm temporarily at the Graduate 
Physics Department of the University of 
Arkansas; but my normal abode is China 
Lake, California. Since I am particularly 
interested in winter camping in the 
Sierra, I have been collecting informa-
tion on various phases of it from avail-
able literature. However, there are two 
important topics which are usually inad-
equately covered, cold weather footgear 
and mountain stoves. I'm hoping that 
someday Summit will have an article 
comparing the merits of the different 
available stoves like the Primus, Svea 
and Borde. An article on the require-
ments of cold weather footgear in vari-
ous phases of mountaineering and how 
these requirements have been met on 
some of the professional expeditions 
would be appreciated by your winter-
enthusiast readers. 

Fred Koperski 
Fayetteville, Arkansas  

Summit Magazine: 

Bravo! Hurray! 
L.T. Werner's symposium "Introduc-

tion to the Swiss Alsp" (Feb. issue)was 
the most readable article about Never 
Never land that I have ever read. (Her 
husband must have helped her (?). Fast 
moving, interesting, detailed, climactic, 
and short (too short!). How could Louise 
get so much in so little? I am still out 
of breath scrambling up those alpine 
trails, soloing the Jungfrau, but not the 
neat little job on the Matterhorn, (and 
down the other side). 

You have a 'scoop' of a travel article. 
Wondered at first on your arrangement - 
thought it should have had the front 
portion, but now see you saved it for 
climax. Nice format! 

Your magazine with articles and ads 
is very good.,Admire your nerve for at-
tempting, when the "American", "Com-
panion" and "Colliers" have folded. 

Prater's article on snowshoeing in our 
country was good too, and informative. 

F. M. Hefferlin 
Spokane, Wash. 

Dear Editors: 

I sure enjoyed the story by Weldon 
Heald - "You're Never Sure About A 
Mountain" in your February issue. The 
enjoyment partly due to the fact that I 
know Weldon, and the other part that I 
made the same mistake on the same Vol-
canic Ridge, and unlike him, I was lucky 
and made the top without an accident 
but will always remember my mistake. 

The hike to the top of Volcanic Ridge 
looked easy and as it was a warm day 
I wore Keds as usual, but found that I 
was in a dangerous spot when we started 
crossing the snowfields, so I thought 
the cliffs looked safer. They weren't, 
but I made the top on a prayer. 

The article "Ski Touring in San Gor-
gonio Wilderness" was excellent and 
the photos made me feel very nostalgic 
because they were so typical that I must 
go there this Spring. 

You are putting out a great magazine, 
keep up the good work. 

G. Mellon 
So. Pasadena, Calif. 

Summit Magazine: 

I would like to apologize to all the 
authors and to Summit Magazine, for 
smugness that is attributed to me by Mr. 
Weldon Heald. I am not a writer myself, 
and my words were badly chosen, but I 
do have an undue reverence for well 
turned phrases. I am frankly envious of 
the writer that can capture a mountain 
scene in just the right words. I don't 
think you have to grade them as suggest-
ed by Mr. Heald as I think anyone can 
tell an artist in the arrangement of words 
from one who is not an artist. We don't 
all agree, but that is what makes life in-
teresting; but we all have our standards 
of judgement. 

Mr. Heald objects to having technical 
articles that would be more suitable for 
publication in one of the many mountain-
eering journals. My only answer to that 
is that all mountain lovers are not nec-
essarily joiners of clubs and do not 
necessarily have the chance to read 
those journals. I published a technical 
article by Murray and I asked some of 
my non-mountaineering friends to read it 
and they were very interested in it. You 
never can tell what will interest the 
public. Is not Summit magazine meant 
for all mountain lovers, or more broadly, 
nature lovers, or is it for the exclusive 
use of club joiners? I agree wholeheart-
edly with Mr. Heald, who. is interested 
in the valleys and in the people that in-
habit them, but I am interested in having 
articles well written, which is not a fault 
of most mountaineering journals. 

I am not as disinterested in the suc-
cess of Summit Magazine as Mr. Heald 
might think. I have gone out of my way 
to bring in articles. However, I don't 
think it is a service to just praise a new 
venture; I think some criticism is nec-
essary even if it makes some subscrib-
ers boiling mad and even if the criticism 
is slightly smug. I really want Summit to 
succeed, but I don't want just another 
ski or hunting magazine or conservation 
magazine. 

Edward C. Porter 
Chicago, Illinois 

tell your friends about 
summit magazine 
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summit register 
\ by rnuir dawson 

The dramatic and successful moun-
taineering expeditions of recent 
years have aroused a wider interest 
in mountaineering than ever before - 
as evidenced in one way by great 
activity among publishers of the 
books about these expeditions. An-
other way this interest is demon-
strated is by the number of lecture 
tours made throughout the country by 
members of various expeditions. 
Some that should be mentioned are 
Maurice Herzog of Annapurna, Ed-
mund Hillary and party of Everest, 

Dee Molenaar of K-2, Will Sin i of 

Makalu, Edmond Denis of Aconcagua, 
South Face, and just recently Jurg 
Marmet of Everest and Lhotse. 

There will never be anything quite 
as dramatic as the first ascent of 
Everest, but there certainly will al-
ways be interesting stories to be 
told and fine movies and slides to be 

shown. Since there are audiences in 
many cities to hear these lectures, 

and it seems probable that there will 
be more lectures to come - it may be 
of - interest to set down some things 
that have been learned in sponsoring 
some of these lectures. 

A basic fact is that the possible 
profits from sponsoring mountaineer-
ing lectures are so small that the 
professional managers do not care to 

undertake them. An exception to this 
was the case of the Everest climbers 
whose tour was rigidly governed by 
commercial considerations. While the 
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financial gain for all concerned was 

undoubtedly considerable, the tiring 

pace and commercialism was a great 
disappointment to the climbers and 
to those who had made elaborate 

plans for their enjoyment - only to 
see them canceled in favor of making 

more money. As a result of this, word 
spread quickly to prospective lec-
turers to avoid professionals and 
place their welfare in the hands of 
mountaineers. 

Both of choice and necessity then, 
the burden of organizing these lec-

turers has fallen on various moun-

taineering and outdoor groups and 
public-spirited individuals. 

Clubs can obtain excellent city, 
county or school auditoriums for 
very little money, and a bit of phon-
ing and visiting will determine the 
best one for location and capacity. 
One person will usually have to do 
most of the organizing as far as re-

serving a hall, contacting the speak- 

er, arranging for interviews, recep-
tions and seeing that all assigned 
jobs are done. It is very important 
that one person who knows projec-
tion equipment visit the hall and be 
responsible for a thoroughly profes-
sional presentation of the movies or 
slides. This person might also take 
care of providing an amplifying sys-
tem. 

If there are enough people to help, 

tickets will be an advantage in pub- 
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licizing the event and gauge the 
possible attendance beforehand. If 

tickets will not be sold it is well to 
state this fact on any publicity that 
is issued. Well-printed jumbo size 

post cards, with illustrations, have a 
tremendous drawing power, if mailed 
out to members of skiing and outdoor 
clubs. Experience has shown that 
even with the best of printing, a 
good lecturer and a good mailing 
list, a 10% response will be all that 
should be counted on. The sponsor-
ing group will have to decide on a 
budget based on the expected atten-
dance. Admission charge of 90¢ or 

less is exempt from Federal tax 
while over that amount is subject to 
10%. 

If the speaker is from a foreign 

country, and there happens to be a 
Consulate of his country in the area 
where he will be speaking, be sure 

and contact them as soon as a date 
has been set. They are more willing 

to help than one might imagine. Mail-
ing lists may be available, and as-
sistance on publicity or a reception 
might be offered. Looking after fel-
low citizens is one of their jobs, 
and it is a good idea, as well as a 
courtesy, to inform the Consul. 

There are undoubtedly many prob-
lems and ways of working that are of 
a local nature, and the lessons 
learned from one lecture should be 
remembered and put to use on the 
next one. 
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IF YOU STAND VERY STILL 

BY PATIENCE STRONG 

i F YOU stand very still in the heart of a woods, 

You will hear many wonderful things; 

The snap of a twig and a wind in the trees, 

And the whir of invisible wings. 

If you stand very still in the turmoil of life, 

And you wait for the voice from within, 

You'll be led down the ways of wisdom and peace, 

In a mad world of chaos and din. 

If you stand very still, and hold to your faith, 

You will garner the help that you ask; 

You will draw from the silence the things that 

you need— 

Hope, courage, and strength for your task. 

Jkk  



what is Summit . 

Summit is a symbol of success. To the climber 
it is the knowledge that once again 
man has gone beyond his supposed limits, and in the 
struggle has proved himself more worthy. 
Summit is also a symbol of success for this publication. A success 
because there are enough people "who love the mountains", and 
are subscribing to "Summit" and telling their friends 
about it, so they can subscribe, too. 


