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On returning 

to minaret lake 

after two years  

High on rigelheuth minaret 
snow rests in a branching couloir, 
almost indistinguishable from the rock 
in the last minutes of the day. 
its four arms show me 
the crucifixion of first-hopes. 
old plans and new are nailed 
forever to these mountains 
that have rejected me at twilight, 
and though I will never return 
to this place so dead to me now 
I am leaving my soul 
on that snow cross above the lake. 
my last sight is the reflection 
of red rock and white snow 
sinking deeper in darkness beneath the water, 
calling to me 
you are foolish 
foolish 
go away 
go away 

away. by lito tejada-flores 

For two hours I sat by the lake. 
for two years, its memory 
had grown beige with forgetfulness. 
but in the spreading shadows of evening, 
my back straight against a granite block, 
and my feet crossl egged 
on the glacier-polished slabs, 
dull memories flashed bright 
and faded to dull wounds. 
and they will outlast by far 
the next two years. 

The peaks of the Minarets, 
silhouetted at evening 
against the western sky, 
are as old friends, long dead, 
companions of another summer 
and another young man. 
tomorrow we will climb 
these same summits 
it will be a pilgrimage; 
I want it to be a home-coming. 
but already I know 
that these lost-summer friends 
have turned their backs, 
that my offering will be rejected. 

The lake, my lake 
has no back to turn. 
but its slow ripples move away 
from the shore where I sit. 
even here close to the water, 
as well as high in the sky, 
something seems dead, 
as surely as the scrubby grass 
in the couloirs on volcanic peak 
is now yellow and trembling 
in the sierra's early fall. 
for me, though, 
it is already winter, 
and a gust colder than the steady breeze 
hits me with every thought, 
and each glimpse of the old campsites 
empty, and strewn with pine-needles, 
that refuse to form the old faces 
and will not kindle an old, remembered 
campfire within me. 
it is two years too late 
to fling slipping-stones across the water. 



PHOTO BY LOUISE WERNER 

Know your mountains, no. 18 
(a) What is the name of this granite splinter? (b) What is the name of the lake? (c) In what area 

of what mountain range are they? (d) Of what mountaineering group is this a favorite training 
ground? 

ANSWER 
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Summit Photo by Bill Dixon 

Members of this climbing party watch storm clouds gather behind 18,800-foot Uruashraiu from their glacier camp in the 

Cordillera Blanca range in Peru. These mountains are part of the second highest chain of mountains in the world. 

You don't need a fortune to climb in Peru 
November, 1957 Summit 3 



Summit Photo by Bill Dixon 

Leaving base camp, the party set out with heavy packs to establish Camp II on the glacier above. Storm clouds were always 
boiling up from the east side of the range to threaten the day's activities. 

Continuous mountain ranges and chains stretch for 
5,000 miles along the western side of South America 
to comprise the longest unbroken mountain region in 
the world. In height, the "Andes" is second only to 
the mountains of central Asia. Highest is Aconcagua 
which rises to 22,834 feet between the frontier borders 
of Argentina and Chile. 

Near the center of the Andes is the Cordillera 
Blanca range in Peru. This mountain range is 120 
miles long and has 30 peaks exceeding 20,000 feet. It 
is a popular area for small climbing expeditions be- 
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cause of its accessibility and the ease of obtaining 
burros, porters, supplies, etc. Also the Cordillera 
Blanca chain of ice and granite peaks is non-volcanic 
in origin, abounds in rock-spires, precipices and glac-
iers, and more closely resembles the great ranges of 
the Alps and Himalayas than any other mountain 
district in South America. 

Highest in Peru, and fourth highest in South Amer-
ica, is 22,200-foot Huascaran, which towers promi-
nently above the town of Yungay, elevation 8,000 feet. 
Huascaran holds a unique place in mountaineering 



Summit Photo by Bill Dixon 

This crevass was one of the many obstacles encountered by the climbing party in the Cordillera Blanca range in Peru. 

history because it is one of the few major peaks any-

where in the world to be first ascended by a woman. 

Its conqueror was Miss Annie S. Peck, a remarkable 

and indefatigable lady from Providence, Rhode Island, 
who for nine months of the year taught Latin at Smith 

College and Purdue University and during the other 

three went big-mountain hunting among the far-flung 

ranges of Europe, Mexico and South America. In 1908, 

at the age of over fifty, she fought her way success-

fully to the northermost of Huascaran's formidable 

twin peaks. 

You can reach any section of the Cordillera Blanca 

Range from Lima, Peru. Best time of the year is June 

through October because, even though it is winter 

it is the dry season. 

Among the mountaineering groups visiting the 

Cordillera Blanca range last August were four Sierra 

Club members: John and Bill Dixon, Fred Martin and 

Jac Lasner. Bill Dixon's account follows: 

"Wasting no time after arrival in Lima via plane, we 

hired two taxis (cost $75) to take us to Huaraz, 250 
miles north. At Huaraz, we bought last minute food 

November, 1957 Summit 5 



Summit Photo by Bill Dixon 

Crossing the deeply-crevassed glacier just below Camp II. It was on this glacier that the party heard a resounding crack during 
the night and next morning discovered that a "baby" crevasse had been born under their tent! 

and supplies, made arrangements for burros and port-
ers, met and consulted with members of the local 
climbing group, 'la Club Andinista de la Cordillera 
Blanca'. The president of this club, Jose Patino 
Camones, was very helpful and cordial to us. 

"From Huaraz, a pickup truck (S6) took us to 
011eros. From there, seven burros and one horse ($14) 
hauled our 600 pounds of gear to base camp at the 
head of the Ouebrada Rurec, 15 miles east. The ani-
mals and their handlers returned to 011eros and came 
back for us three weeks later. 

6 Summit November, 1957 

"We kept two porters with us — they did most of the 
cooking, butchered the sheep which we had bought for 
food, gathered firewood (yes, at 14,000 feet) and 
carried the heaviest loads when we established higher 
camps up on the glaciers. Their salary was $1.50 each 
per day. 

"We set up base camp in pasture land at 14,000 feet 
at the had of a deep, glacier-cut valley which re-
sembled Yosemite. Four peaks ringed our base camp: 
Nevado Cashan, Huantsan Chico, Nevado Rurec and 
Uruashraju, all between 18,700 and 18,800 feet. Only 



Summit Photo by Bill Dixon 

Rappelling down a steep ice slope in the Cordillera Blanca range in Peru. 

Nevado Cashan has been climbed. We made a strong 

attempt on Uruashraju, but were turned back within 

100 feet of the summit by severe cornices and an 

approaching storm. 

"Usually the weather was mild — temperature ranged 

from 5 degrees F. at night to 50 degrees during the 

day. When the sun was shining, it was very pleasant. 

One storm kept us huddled in our tents for two days 

while it snowed continuously — on four other days 

storms lasted only for a few hours. 

"Though we were unable to speak Spanish and our 

porters English, we were able to make them under-

stand what we wanted. Their method of cooking was 

to boil everything, but occasionally we were able to 

rescue a few potatoes and sheep meat for roasting 

over the fire. 

"Total cost of our five-week trip to the second 

highest mountains in the world was approximately 

$1000 per person, and that included plane fare from 

Los Angeles to Lima." 
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High on the Nisqually Glacier, on the south slope of Mt. Rainier, camp will have only such luxuries as you have carried 
there. But maybe you'll find it a luxury to be able to see your own marks on the clean, white world around you. If the weather 
favors, the 12,307 foot summit of Mt. Adams may pose for you on the horizon. Photo by Bob and Ira Spring. 
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MOUNTAINEERING BOOKENDS OF HAND-CARVED LEATHER 

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

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

Mountaineer's 
Bookends — 

A Pair — $7.50 

HERB & JAN CONN — CUSTER, SOUTH DAKOTA 

44/ve Vtiotai 

feta 97%6, and Warn/eta 

by bob & ira spring 

Why shoulder a pack and struggle up 
over the ridges to where powder snow 
lies unbroken when you can ride a lift 
and slide down a packed slope? What's 
wrong with the fisherman who trudges 
upstream and over an icy pass to a 
solitary lake while his companions 
stop at the second or third pool with a 
dozen other fishermen? Do these people 
who push on past the easy and the 
obvious find it worth the effort? We 
think so. 

It's great to make camp with a small 
party in a snowstorm, a whole day's 
trek from the car; to experience the 
sense of self-sufficiency that comes 
when you have stripped your needs to a 
bare minimum and have found it adequate; 
to hear the wind swishing the snow 
against your tent at night; to awaken in 
the morning and look out on a clean 
white world with brilliant sunshine 
reflecting from a million ice crystals; to 
warm your hands on a tin cup full of 
steaming cereal; to ready your camera 
with your head full of schemes as to 
how to capture on film some of the 
sparkle of the passing moment; and 
as the final payoff, the thrill of floating 
on skis down virgin slopes. 

The mountains of our Pacific North-
west lie buried under snow for about 
three-fourths of the year. We take to 
skis because we can't stay out of the 
mountains for nine months of every 
year. Neither are we satisfied to play 
around the edges, going only as far as 
our car and the ski lifts will take us. 

When we chose photography as our 
profession and decided to specialize in 
capturing on film the beauties of our 
Pacific Northwest, ski touring became 
our business as well as our pleasure. 
With mountains making up so large a 
percentage of our area and these moun-
tains under snow most of the time, ski 
touring became a necessity if we were  

to give more than a superficial interpre-
tation of our chosen subject. Presenting 
only such areas as are visible from the 
highways and ski lifts would be like 
serving only the edges of a steak and 
throwing out the choice filet. 

Unpredictable weather makes ski 
touring with a camera a bit of a gamble. 
At times we have carried cameras on 
long tours without ever taking them out 
of their cases. There are exceptions to 
every rule, but generally, bright sun-
shine is needed for snow pictures that 
capture interesting patterns and con-
tours. Even on a level field there are 
small shadows between the snow crys-
tals. Good snow pictures rarely result 

when taken with the sun directly behind 
the camera as all shadows are lost. The 
photographs are best when the sun is 
low and at right angles or even in front 
of the camera. 

When the temperature drops to zero  

American-made shutters have a ten-
dency to stick. Before a cold weather 
trip we have them winterized by a 
camera repair shop. Our black and white 
pictures are made on film pack because 
film becomes brittle at low temper-
atures and roll film may break when 
turning up the next film. A break is not 
usually discovered until all twelve 
pictures have been exposed and then 
everything beyond the break is ruined. 
We keep the packs warm by carrying a 
day's supply in our shirts and the extra 
ones we roll up in a sleeping bag. 

Your chances of coming home from a 
ski tour with a satisfying collection of 
photographs is somewhat slimmer than 
with summer mountaineering, but when 
you do hit, it will make up for a good 
many misses. If you harbor a little 
gambling blood in your veins, the prob-
lems of ski touring with a camera will 
intrigue, rather than discourage you. 
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• 
Zillertal rockclimbing boot. Sturdy 
cut of grey suede leather. No sole 
overhang. One piece MARWA rubber 
lug sole. Without heel. For men or 
women $12.00 

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

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

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

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

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

Those Rock Climbing Farmers of Utah 
by peter farquhar 

(Reprinted By Permission of the Dartmouth Mountaineering Club) 

The New England farmer is mighty 
particular about these young college 
fellers trespassin' on his land, and 
he's even more wary of those damn 
fools who climb all over his cliffs up 
in the north pasture. Well, sir, last 
summer I ran across a different kind of 
farmer out in Utah who showed me a 
few things about rock climbing, and 
quite an experience it was! 

I met these four Mormon farmers, Dan, 
Dave, Bruce and Rass, out on the 
Green River in Utah where we were all 
working for Hatch River Expeditions in 
the canyons of the Green and Colorado 
Rivers. When they found out that I had 
done some rock climbing, they showed 
great interest and soon asked me if I 
would give them a bit of assistance in 
climbing one of the canyon walls next 
time down the river. I agreed, but said 
that if it were a difficult cliff we would 
need a rope and pitons. They said that 
they would provide the equipment, and 
I soon forgot about the matter. 

A week later, after camp was set up 
for the night, Dave came up to me and 
asked if I was ready. 
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"Ready for what?" I replied. 
"To climb the cliff," said Dave, 

pointing to a sheer canyon wall across 
the river, hundreds of feet high. 

"Is THAT what you want to climb?" 
I asked in horror. 

"That's it. I have the rope right 
here," and he produced a sixty-foot 
hemp rope, which I had noticed lying 
in the bilge water for the past two days. 

I began to protest strongly, saying 
that the cliff was impossible and that 
we didn't even have pitons. However, 
Dan ran up to say that he had the 
pitons and that there was an easy chim-
ney around the side—so, doubting our 
sanity, we started off. 

After a few rock scrambles and sev-
eral hundred feet of friction pitches on 
sandstone, which I swear provided no 
friction at all, we arrived at the foot of 
the chimney, four feet wide on the face 
of the cliff and narrowing down to a few 
inches some twenty feet inside the rock 
wall. 

I tied in and began to jam my way 
up, planning to belay the four Mormon 
farmers at the first practicable chock- 

stone. I had almost reached the end of 
my rope (in more ways than one) when a 
shadow fell across me. Turning around 
I saw Dan and Rass spread-eagled 
across the chimney, smiling benevolent-
ly at me, oblivious to the three hundred 
feet of exposure below them. 

"But you can't do that," I said. 
"Why not?" asked Dan, "it's easy." 
I tried to explain that one simply did 

not climb like that unroped, but they 
just couldn't understand why and con-
tinued climbing toward the top, while 
Dave and Bruce followed. Spread-eagled 
across the chimney, all four were inch-
ing their way onward; there was nothing 
I could do but follow, and after half an 
hour we emerged at the top. 

Realizing that if these boys could be 
taught proper technique, they would 
make good climbers, I asked them if 
they would like to learn some good 
climbing methods and how they enjoyed 
the climb. 

"Oh, we didn't come here for the 
climb," said Dave as we walked over 
to the side of the cliff which overhung 
the river. Then Bruce pulled a stop-
watch from his pocket. 

"We had an argument last week as to 
how high this cliff really was," he said, 
producing a large sack and filling it 
with rocks. "You see, if we time the 
fall of this sack of rocks, we can find 
out the height of the cliff," and he 
pulled out a chart with some equations 
written on it. Then Bruce clicked the 
stopwatch as Dan and Rass dropped the 
sack of rocks over the edge; five point 
three seconds later the sack hit the 
river, and computations were made. 

I have often thought about the rock 
climbing farmers of Utah and have come 
to believe that I would rather be shot at 
by a New England farmer than climb 
with one from Utah. By the way, if 
you're interested, the height of the 
cliff turned out to be eight hundred and 
ten feet, which might be useful infor-
mation if you want to know how long 
you have to live if you should ever fall 
from that height. 



"High Hell !I 

If you were overly broad-minded, you 
could forgive the movie industry for the 
unrealistic scenes in "White Tower" 
and "The Mountain" fiasco with Spencer 
Tracy, but NOW THEY'RE SHOOTING A 
COLORADO ROCKY MOUNTAIN PIC-
TURE IN SWITZERLAND! Not that we 
don't enjoy seeing pictures of the Swiss 
Alps (we do — they're beautiful), but 
they just don't look like the Colorado 
Rockies! 

The picture is "High Hell", and it's 
about the struggle for a gold mine in the 
Rocky Mountains with adversaries, a 
snow storm and a beautiful blonde. It is 
presently being filmed at the Jungfrau-
joch by Paramount Studios. 

With Swiss scenery in the background, 
this picture should be as realistic as a 
fishing scene on the Sahara desert. 

For one thing, with the price of gold 
still frozen at the 1934 prices, no one in 
his right mind would "struggle" for a 
gold mind these days. And, if the set-
ting took place back in the gold-fever 
days of 1850 - 70, then the clothes of 
the cast shown here are not in keeping 
with the times. Of course, since the 
guide is only leading these members of 
the cast back to the hotel at the Jung-
fraujoch, maybe they changed clothes 
out on the snowfield and dispensed with 
modern rope, ski poles, ski caps, etc. 
But they still can't show me a picture of 
the Swiss Alps and have me believe it's 
one of the 14,000-footers of Colorado. 

Is it too much, in these days of fast, 
economical travel, to expect the movie 
industry to film Swiss scenes in Switzer-
land and Colorado scenes in Colorado? 
Let's have more authenticity in our 
"mountain" movies. 

Swiss National Tourist Office Photo 

For want of a flashlight. . . . 
Eugene Todd, an experienced climber 

and member of both the Mazamas of 
Oregon and The Mountaineers of Wash-
ington, lost his life in an accident on 
September 15, 1957. 

Todd and two other Mountaineers, Earl 
Doan and Tina Hess, were returning 
down the Denny Creek Trail from an 
ascent of the West Face of The Tooth in 
Washington. The party had been delayed, 
none of the three carried lights, and it 
was foggy and dark when the accident 
occurred about 8:30 p.m. 

Enroute down the trail, the Todd party 
had met Stuart Ferguson, Donna Lotz 
and Stewart Redfern, members of another 
party that had climbed Mt. Roosevelt. 
All three of the Roosevelt climbers 
carried lights and, for awhile, tried to 
guide Todd's party. However, after a 
rest stop, Todd took the lead, a few 
steps ahead of Ferguson. Without a 
light, Todd wandered off the trail fol-
lowing what he thought was a switch-
back. He took about three steps, then 
slipped over a sheer precipice. 

The accident took place 2-1/4 miles 
from the Denny Creek Trail parking lot. 
After surveying the situation and mak-
ing sure help would be required for the 
rescue, other members of the party 
agreed that Donna Lotz should hike out 
to give the alarm. After her departure, 
other members of the party tied two 
climbing ropes together and added 
enough 1/4-inch sling rope, doubled for 
extra strength, to give them about 270 
feet of rope. Ferguson volunteered to be 
lowered down the cliff at the end of this 
rope, trying to find the missing man by 
flashing his light along the rocks. 

At the end of the rope, the cliff lev-
eled out enough for Ferguson to unropc 
and descend another 20 feet to where 
Todd lay unconscious. Ferguson tried 
to ease Todd's position and stop the 
flow of blood from many wounds. Fergu-
son gave Todd as much relief as he 
could from his first aid kit, then covered 
him with his sleeping bag. 

After making Todd as comfortable as 
possible, Ferguson climbed and was 
hauled back up the cliff. There the 
party agreed that Ferguson and Redfern 
should hike out to let the rescuers know 
that blood was needed. Doan and Hess 
remained at the scene. 

Mountain Rescue Council members 
arrived at 4:30 a.m. and shortly after 
dawn found a route down to where Todd  

lay. However, he had suffered a frac-
tured skull and broken neck and was 
dead when they reached him. 

This accident emphasizes the need 
of carrying a light and some emergency 
supplies on all outings. A flashlight 
could have prevented Todd losing his 
life. 

HFREE '57 CATALOG 

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

Tent — 328.51/2  lbs., 
S'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 4%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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Although exiled here in the Middle 

West while the heart longs for land-

scape that leans a little, mountaineers 

(if the term may be employed) of Wis-

consin and surrounding states have not 

totally given up hope. Climbing goes 
on, though of a highly restricted sort, 

leaving much to be desired, especially 

if one happens to prefer ice and snow. 

It is all rock, straight up and down—

not very far, in either case—and the 

tourists abound; nowhere can you go up 

for an uninterrupted thirty minutes, 

underbrush is more of a hazard than 

exposure, and thus far no one has even 

bothered to do a guidebook for the area. 

It's Devil's Lake State Park, and for 

all its limitations it will just have to 

do until somebody gets around to grow-

ing a mountain for us. 

Devil's Lake is located forty miles 

northwest of Madison, the state capitol 

and home of the University of Wisconsin. 

The Wisconsin Hoofer Mountaineers, 

between trips to the Tetons and the 

Selkirks, spend most of their Sundays 

at the park, and while they occasionally  

may share it with the Chicago Moun-

taineers or the Iowa Mountaineers, they 
are in the main undisputed sovereigns 

of all the vertical scenery they survey. 

From October to May the Hoofers pretty 
well have the entire 2500 acres, the 

lake and the bluffs to themselves; from 

May to October they tolerate the tour-
ists. 

Geologically, Devil's Lake is red 

quartzite, spewed out a few million 

years ago when things were in a 

slightly more fluid state. The last time 

the glaciers passed this way they 

gouged out the boomerang-shaped 

valley between the bluffs. As thawing 

proceeded the lake itself appeared, 

nestled down between the cliffs of the 

strikingly lovely Baraboo Bluffs coun-

try. The bluffs themselves tower four 

to five hundred feet above the lake,  

jutting up from the head of the steep 

talus slopes which rise from the lake 

shore. The talus provides good boulder 

hopping, and some interesting route 

finding practice. After the glaciers 

waned not much happened until Pres-

ident Roosevelt sent in the C.C.C. boys 

to lay out some campgrounds, and carve 

out a trail system. 

Climbing at Devil's Lake ranges from 

easy uphill strolling to iron-all-the-way 

sixth class pitches. It has been said 

that the climbing to be found here is as 

good as anything of its kind in the hem-

isphere, which may or may not be an 

accurate appraisal of the situation. In 

reality, the only thing markedly lacking 

are respectable slabs, and the slab 

advocate may presumably find something 

to his liking on the talus. (Not so the 

disgruntled masochist who darkly men- 

John Behrendt leads an exposed traverse to reach the top of the cliffs in Devils Lake State Park. 
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;he PIlatlapn.cis by robert I. keyes 

tioned the fact that no seventh class 
climbs—overhanging sand dunes—are to 
be found.) And while the lichen-grown 
rock—nasty when wet—is hardly to be 
compared with the gabbro at Skye for 
ease of clinging, there is a reassuring 
stability and soundness about the place 
which is friendly even to the rankest 
beginner. 

Because Devil's Lake is fairly close 
to most of the population of Wisconsin, 
and is, moreover, the most heavily used 
park in the state, it boasts a charming, 
if somewhat disquieting, European qual-
ity about its climbing. The top of the 
bluffs may be easily reached by elderly 
ladies pushing baby carriages, thanks 
to the trail system, and since the view 
of the Wisconsin River valley to be 
gained is truly magnificent, elderly 
ladies and their younger relatives 
swarm about the place. It is indeed a 
rare climber who during the warmer 
months cannot look up (usually while 
about to run out of holds) and see a 
touristish face peering gingerly over 
the brink. The tourist walked up com-
fortably, and if he doesn't dislodge a 
rock or drop a beer can, he is likely to 
inform the climber that there is an easy 
way to reach the top. This is where the 
European quality comes in, as well as 
the pressing need for toleration. 

Even more nerve-wracking than the 
foregoing problem, however, is the oc-
casional band of Sunday visitors who 
somehow misplace the trails and set 
out to descend the cliffs and scramble 
back to the parking lot via the talus. 
These bold safaris seem usually to 
consist of large, overstuffed women, 
panting males wearing leather soled 
street shoes, babes in arms, youngsters 
of six possessed of an overpowering 
death wish, and, like as not, the family 
pooch who, having more sense than his 
owners, is yipping in terror. Faced 
with this awesome display of sheer, 
blind, cold-blooded guts, the weekend 
mountaineer perched on his pinnacle, 
wearing handmade boots, festooned 
with sling ropes and assorted hardware, 
and securely roped to his belayer, is 
apt to feel just a little bit foolish. Yet 
somehow he cannot dispel an overpow-
ering sense of foreboding when he 
contemplates having to help haul one  

of these strangers, somewhat mangled, 
to the valley. 

Climbing with the Hoofers is, in the 
main, a relaxing experience. Granted, 
they leave Madison early on Sundays-
7:30, or thereabouts—but they are 
reasonable people, for they temper this 
shock to their systems with a stop at 
Sauk City for a rather leisurely break-
fast. There have been times when the 
more exuberant elements in the organi-
zation have attempted to step up the 
pace, but they have been voices crying 
in the wilderness. 

Not long ago, one of the members, 
having grown impatient with eight 
o'clock departures (popular this past 
spring), posted an acid note on the 
bulletin board. In this note he quoted 
several English writers on climbing 
mores to the effect that the key to good 
mountaineering lay in early rising and 
early departure, backed up by early 
retirement the night before the expedi-
tion. The author of this note allowed 
that if anyone was of like conviction 
he could sign his name at the bottom of 
the page and prepare to leave at the 
crack of dawn the following Sunday. 
While this may be excellent tactics  

They persist in sprawling happily about 
on the sun-warmed rocks—"like liz-
ards"—munching lemon drops or aged 
gorp and shouting advice to their hyper-
active colleagues. (The author will 
admit, under pressure, to being active 
in this movement; after all, Devil's 
Lake is hardly the Himalaya!) By 4:30, 
it's back to the cars, on to Sauk City 
for malts, and home. 

So much for Climbing in the Flat-
lands, an activity not without its diffi-
culties, nor its rewards. Presumably it 
will continue for sometime to come. At 
least, that is, until someone gets 
around to growing that mountain for us. 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

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

523 Pike Street, Seattle 1, Washington 

when dealing with Alpine snow condi- 
tions, it is somewhat out of place in 
prosaic old Wisconsin. In any case, it 
was not names which appeared on the 
signup sheet, but the simple observa- Vibram Soles or Edge Nails 

tion: "You're bitter!" $28.50 to $40.00 

Most Hoofer climbing is done before 
two o'clock in the afternoon, which is 
the customary lunch hour. All hands 
gather at some predetermined spot— 

Write for folder and measuring chart 

Balanced Rock, the Devil's Doorway, 
Leaning Tower or the Guillotine. An 
hour is whiled away with cheese, choc-
olate and canned sardines; good con- 
versation comes easily. After lunch 
really serious climbing is regarded as 
rather a poor show. It is permissible 
for those with excess energy to try 
some of the routes to be found close to 
the lunch spots; newcomers may be 
taught to rappel or encouraged to at- 
tempt the chimney in the Doorway; 
really intrepid individuals may even 
pioneer a new route. But there appears 
to be a growing faction for whom the 
post lunch period is meant primarily as DAVIS MAIL ORDER 

1150 NORTH 205th STREET 

a break before descending to the cars. SEATTLE 33, WASHINGTON 
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Mei cILIcI  

I stood 
for several minutes watching the stationwagon bounce 
down the winding road and disappear from sight around a corner. Then 
my eyes climbed slowly out of the canyon 
and scaled great, snow-streaked slopes of scree to 
a lonely gray summit and the pale blue sky. They traversed 
along the skyline to a strangely patterned black and amber pyramid and 
then focused on distant, jagged peaks 
resplendent with gleaming ice and snow. Quickly, 
they descended to the trees conversing in scattered groups 
amidst the jumbled, rocky hillocks, passed by a pair of silvered lakes 
sunbathing in a secluded meadow, and 
met the trail wending its dusty way to my feet. 
I turned 
around, and the trail became the road. Rows of 
fishermen's automobiles, tents of curious shapes and colors, 
assorted stoves on rickety stands, and tables strewn 
with countless sundry items 
flanked a stream that raced unconcernedly through a long-suffering 
meadow and tumbled down the canyon. Strains 
of music from a radio blended incongruously with the glad melody 
of the stream, and a small boy suddenly, 
furiously beat the horn of his father's automobile. 
I deposited 
my rucksack behind a jeffrey pine in the care of 
two mischievous chipmunks playing tag with a fat, gray coney 
and followed the trail toward the distant peaks. I 
tramped along absorbing the ever-changing vistas of lakes and 
meadows, fascinated by the playful antics of the stream, 
and noting the multi-colored, streamside and trailside wildflowers, 
particularly admiring the profusion of columbine 
and rhododendron blossoms bobbing just perceptibly in the breeze. I 
could not avoid noticing, too, an occasional discarded 
gum wrapper or orange peel. 

As the 
trail climbed out of the valley and high on the mountain wall 

that formed its west side, I slowed 
to a deliberate, but rhythmic pace. Soon the 
lake-strewn valley spread out below me, and I spotted 
the tiny figures of fishermen motionless beside a lake or moving 
along a trail. The trees faded away except for a 
hardy albicaul is here and there entrenched in the rocks, 
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and only the trail clung to the steep slope. It swung 
abruptly north and began climbing directly into a tremendous gap. 
Trickles of crystal water crossed the trail 
at every few steps. Ahead fields of deeply pitted snow 
spanned the gap in the protecting shadows of sheer walls 
that rose hundreds of feet above the pass. The 
trail gave way to a deep groove in the snow carved by packers' 
shovels and a thousand relentless hoofs and feet. Across 
the pass the cliffs became slopes of talus and scree 
and drew back to surround a sandy flat and 

a shallow, murky lake formed from the melting snow that filled the pass. 
A conspicuous 
sign proclaimed that the weary traveler stood at Mono Pass, 
elevation 12,000 feet, and welcomed him to the Sierra National Forest. 
A few feet beyond, paused by an oddly shaped granite boulder, 
three brightly-clad hikers offered their welcome. They 
ate orange sherbet made from snow and jam 
out of shiny tin cups and peered intently at the west slope of 
Mt. Starr, rising 900 feet above the pass. Three tiny specks 
climbed ever so slowly up the steep, loose talus 
to its summit. The specks moved a few feet higher, paused for 
a minute, and moved higher again. 
The summit 
promised an unexcelled vantage point, and I set it as my goal. I 
circled southward skipping across the hummocked snow fields, my 
uncovered eyes squinting from the brightly reflected sunlight, 
and then eastward up gentle slopes. In a few minutes 
I gained the crest of Mt. Starr. I worked upward 
among the gendarmes and soon was directly above 
the three climbers. As they toiled upward I could see that 
they were a woman and her two young daughters, not older than 
eight and ten. We exchanged cheery hellos and 
traded comments on the view, which had assumed impressive 
proportions, as the two girls stopped for the hundredth time 
to rest their tired legs. Finally, I skipped off from talus block 
to talus block toward the summit. I looked back once, 
noted their slow, but persistent progress, and 

continued to the cluster of smooth blocks that marked the summit. 
A particularly 
smooth, steep-sided pinnacle appeared to be 
the highest point. After a reconnaissance of its four sides 
and a moment's hesitation, I climbed 



An Ideal Gift For That Very Special Person! 
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GRAND CENTRAL STATION 

GLENDALE, CALIFORNIA 

by michael loughman 

to the top of an adjacent boulder, stretched across the five-foot gap 
to its side, found adequate handholds, and 

with a few grunts scrambled up and stood shakily 
on its crowded summit. Then I retreated to a less strained perch 

to contemplate my surroundings. 

The eastern 
side of the mountain dropped off with appalling suddenness 

to Little Lakes Valley, the trail, the campground, and 

the road winding down the canyon. Beyond 
lay miles of parched desert obscured by a dull white haze. To the south 

row upon row of splendid peaks split the sky, a few familiar 

outlines recalling memories of previous summers' 

excursions and adventures. Westward, rising in somber, gray, 

fluted walls culminating in ragged, ice-draped crests  

were the peerless Mt. Abbot and her ladies-in-waiting, 

Mt. Mills and Mt. Dade. How many weeks of grand experience 

I spent among those peaks during my first two Sierra 

summers! Finally, beyond the heavily forested basin of Mono Creek 

and the fantastically 
black and red-hued peaks of the 

Red Slate group stood the twins, Banner Peak and Mt. Ritter. 

From the 
depths of a parka pocket I pulled 

out an orange, peeled it, and tasted its juicy 

sections like a rare champagne. Carefully, 

I deposited the peels under a heavy block and started light-heartedly 

down a scree gully toward the lakes, the roadhead, 
and the rows of fishermen's automobiles. 
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We lived in a truck when we alternately climbed and 
worked our way from coast to coast. One section of the 
bed folds onto the other during the day, making 
a bench along the wall and an aisle down the center. 
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WE WORK IN OUR SPARE TIME  

It's a simple matter of mathematics—
two people working six months a year 
are just as good as one person working 
twelve months to support two people. 

For five years (since Herb's discharge 
from the Army in 1946) we had operated 
successfully on this principle. During 
our annual six months vacation we had 
uncoiled our climbing rope on about 
every piece of up-ended rock we could 
find from the sandstone mesas of the 
southwest to the glacier-scoured granite 
of New England, with short forays into 
both Canada and Mexico. 

Our home was a small panel delivery 
truck, which we equipped with cabinets, 
drawers, and cooking and sleeping 
quarters—a kind of permanent tent or 
overhang on wheels. 

The jobs we had held during the 
period were as varied as the climbing 
we had done. Frying "fish and chips" 
in Denver, shoe repairing in Kentucky, 
and bookkeeping for an ice cream com-
pany (with the advantage of buying ice 
cream wholesale) were just a few. 

But now we felt that a change was in 
order. Two things urged us to this de-
cision. The seasonal work which we 
found easiest to obtain and most lucra- 

tive was resort work. However the same 
quality which made us love the lone-
someness of the mountains made us 
dislike the continual fever pitch of 
activity we learned to associate with a 
resort, whether it be a dude ranch in 
Arizona or a ski resort in New Hamp-
shire. 

Also we had discovered the Needles 
near Custer in the South Dakota Black 
Hills. Here we decided was enough 
vertical rock to keep us happy and 
black-and-blue for the rest of our lives. 
In a daze of elation we sank some of 
our savings in twenty acres of fields 
and jack-pines just four miles (through 
the woods) from the highest and most 
rugged of the spires. 

This was a powerful incentive to 
settle down, and the idea of living the 
year around in such a wonderful setting 
was more than we could resist. We built 
a semi-circular stone wall against a low 
cliff on our land, put a roof on the re-
sulting enclosure, and moved in. Total 
cost for the "Conncave" was $75. A 
wood stove and an axe solved the heat-
ing problem, and a couple of rain barrels 
to catch run-off from the roof kept us 
in wash water. It was a simple matter  

to bring drinking water every few days 
from a spring in the Needles. 

Our only unsolved problem was get-
ting cash for food, jeans, and an oc-
casional new climbing rope. (Pitons 
could be scrounged from the cracks of 
Devils Tower nearby!) 

Getting a regular job in Custer was 
out of the question. It wouldn't allow 
us the freedom to climb that we wanted. 
Our dream was to do our work at home 
and to choose the hours we worked. We 
had no objection to working long and 
hard on a cold rainy day—but when the 
sun came out we wanted to be off for a 
day of climbing. That we have actually 
found a livelihood which gives us all 
this and more is still a continual sur-
prise to us. 

The hand-carving of leather, we dis-
covered, can be done without a huge 
investment, in a small space (the Conn-
cave is not spacious), and does not 
require electricity or great quantities of 
water. What's more, we found that in 
this age of plastics and automation, 
goods of hand-carved leather are novel 
enough yet practical enough to appeal. 

At first our line included just the 
conventional handbags, belts and wal-
lets that most leather workers offer. 
Then a climbing friend remarked, "I 
need a belt, but I'm not sure a flower 
design is what I want. Could you carve 
pitons instead of flowers?" The design 
later developed to include ice axe, rope, 
pitons and a mountain range in the back-
ground, and so was born our "Moun-
taineer's Belt." It was then an obvious 
step to adapt the climbing motif to 
other items we make—wallets, key 
cases, bookends, etc. 

Our leather goods will, of course, 
never match the Needles and Devils 
Tower as attractions for the many 
climbers who pass through this area in 
the summertime. But whatever the 
reason that brings them here, the good 
times we have with visiting climbers 
rank high among our blessings. 

Don't look for us in a shop by the 
road. We are back in the woods where 
life is more primitive and serene. How-
ever, as one of the minor curiosities of 
the Hills, the Conncave is probably 
worth the bumpy side trip, and we will 
certainly enjoy meeting any climbers 
and "Summit" readers who visit us. 



by herb & jan conn 

Herb leads a chimney in the Needles about 

five miles from our home. The rock is a coarse 

granite, much firmer than it appears. 

The "Conncave" in winter—a good day 

to stay home and work! The snow on the picnic 

table will be melted for drinking water or made into 

snow ice cream. 
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Route Followed by Petersen Family 
Emerald Lakes 

Ruby Lake 

/ San Joaquin Mtn. 

_ Mt. Davis 

Banner Peak Nythyer Lakes 

Ed isa Lake 

W.Zt 

am' 

Shadow ,Olaine Lake 

Agnew Meadows 

Minaret Creek 
Johnson Lake 

Iceberg Lake 

Cecile Lake 

Minaret Lake , 
s'y 

Deadhoise Lake 

A topographic map of this area may be obtained by sending 
30 cents to Distribution Section, U.S. Geological Survey, Devils Postpile 

Federal Center Bldg. 25, Denver, Colorado. Ask for Devils 
Postpile Quadrangle of California. 

Questions & Answers about Family 

Dear Mrs. Werner: 

The article you wrote for SUMMIT was 
informative, humorous and well illus-
trated, but how on earth could you get 
along with one pound of food per man-
day? Or did only the children consume 
a pound a day while the adults ate 
around two pounds each. I haven't been 
able to dope out a menu that weighs 
less than two pounds per man-day, and 
yet gives 4000 or more calories and the 
necessary protein. 

A note on your gear — your Logan tent 
has 56 square feet and weighs 12 
pounds. How about using two Holubar 
Royalight tents at 21/2  pounds each, giv-
ing you 60 square feet for five pounds 
of weight. We have one and find it ideal 
for two adults. 

Fishing gear, 7 pounds — shouldn't 
weigh over 2 pounds. Camera, 61/2  
pounds — shouldn't go over 2 pounds 
for a good 35mm. Much better put this 
weight into several one or two-pound 
air mattresses. 

Much thanks for your good article. 
Lyn R. Wright 
Berkeley, Calif. 

(The following answer also contains 
information requested by several other 
potential family knapsackers.) 

FOOD 
The menus mentioned in the article 

(additional menus may be found in the 
May '57 issue of SUMMIT Magazine) are 
examples of how well an adult can eat 
out of a knapsack on one pound of food 
per day. By carrying five pounds of food 

for each day, the Petersen family (two 
adults and three small children) actual-
ly had a small amount left at the end of 
the week; yet there were no signs that 
anyone had developed any special hung-
ers, though Jack had lost some weight. 

The question of the calorie content of 
dehydrated food is one on which some 
research might be in order. We would be 
glad to hear from anyone with profes-
sional advice on this subject, so we 
can pass the information along to 
calorie-conscious backpackers. 

Nearly all the proteins are in forms 
adapted to knapsacking. Some of the 
food lists put out by the firms listed 
below, contain dehydrated beef. Im-
provements in methods of processing 
are underway (see "Backpacker's Diet" 
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SUMMIT, June, '57), especially by Dri-
Lite Foods, whose nutritionist is work-
ing with various processors in the 
interest of developing a dehydrated beef 
with superior flavor and quality. We've 
heard of knapsackers who jerk their 
own beef. Anyone with a tried and test-
ed method for jerking beef is invited to 
send it in so we can pass it along. 

Many consider solid meat in cans 
worth their weight in a knapsack. Roast 
beef, corned beef, canned ham, boned 
chicken and turkey add a great deal of 
taste appeal as well as food value to 
one-dish dehydrated meals. On one 
pound per day, you can have up to three 
ounces of canned meat with your dinner. 
Very dry, hard sausages like Cervalot, 
keep well for a week in the mountains; 
an ounce or two, along with cheese and 
nuts, can make your lunch highly pro-
tein, without going over a pound per 
day. Improved dehydrated milk is tasty 
whether used plain, in cocoa mix or in 
fruit-flavored milk shakes which you 
can buy all prepared with nothing to add 
but water. Other protein sources are 
jello, bouillon cubes and dehydrated 
eggs. Although much improved since the 
wars, dehydrated eggs need an imagi-
native cook to create recipes that make 
them appeal to children. 

"If you want your children to look 
forward to next year's knapsacking 
trip," says Dorothy, "consider their 
tastes while you're planning this year's 
food and equipment." Every item is 
weighed, not only literally on a scales, 
but also mentally, for its taste appeal 
and food content. 

"Remember, while you're packing," 
says Jack, "that one ounce lifted a 
thousand feet represents 621/2  foot-
pounds of effort." 

Probably no two families would be 
happy with exactly the same menus. 
With the variety now available, each 
family can have the fun of planning 
knapsacking meals suitable to its in-
dividual tastes. The Petersens send 
each year for new catalogs containing 
food lists. Then, with last year's menus 
before them (on which they've made 
copious notes about how the foods went 
over, especially with the children), they 
make their new list, discarding some 
items they have found not worth carry-
ing, and adding a few new things to try 
out. 

They augment the supply of dehydrat-
ed foods with solid meat in cans and 
other staples from the grocery store — 
sugar, cereals, hard, dry sausage, nuts, 
hard candy, tea, etc. When all the foods 



"for the hiker, mountaineer, scout, fisherman, hunter" 

CHRISTMAS GIFT PACK 

of DriLite Foods 

Containing — 

Applesauce  
Pitted Prunes 

Pitted Date Bits 
Malt Crunch 

Fruit Salad 

knapsacking by louise top werner 

on their new list have been assembled, 
they re-package some of the bulk items 
into one-day quantities, weigh a number 
of one-day menus to see how nearly they 
fit the one pound per man-day limit, and 
jockey things around until the entire 
food supply for the week averages one 
pound per person per day, including the 
packaging. They admit it takes a little 
doing, but that, they say, is part of the 
fun of knapsacking. 

Following are some of the firms from 
whom you can purchase dehydrated 

foods: 
DriLite Foods, 8716 Santa Fe, South 

Gate, Calif. LO 7-1723. 
The SKI Hut, 1615 University Avenue, 

Berkeley, Calif. TH 3-6505. 
Recreational Equipment, Inc., 523 

Pike St., Seattle 1, Wash. 
Holubar, 1215 Grandview Avenue,  

Boulder, Colo. 
TENTS 

In their choice of the Logan tent, 
weighing 12 pounds, the Petersens had 
in mind keeping the children happy in-
side the tent during rainy periods. They 

have tried this with other type tents and 
decided they wanted more headroom and 
more opportunity for moving around in-
side. The Royalight you mention un-
doubtedly fills the bill fine for adults, 
though, as Jack Petersen observes, two 
Royalights with poles and stakes would 

weigh 8 pounds 8 ounces. The 12-pound 
Logan tent includes pole and stakes. 
The Petersens consider these tent ac-
cessories worth carrying so they can 
stop anywhere should the children tire 
or become sick or injured, and then, 
too, they relish an occasional above-
timberline camp. 

CAMERA AND FISHING EQUIPMENT 

Many knapsackers will agree with you 
that a 2-pound camera ought to suffice 
on a knapsack trip, but how about film 
and meter? jack and Dorothy Petersen 
took a course in photography last winter 
so that they might document these trips 
with the children in black and white, as 
well as color. Dorothy also developed 
an urge to experiment with infra-red 
film, various filters and close-up lenses. 

Most families may find it possible to 
cut down on the fishing tackle, too, 
since Jack carried four rods. This sum-
mer the children learned to use spinner 
and reel, so it looks as if their fishing 
gear may be increased next year instead 
of decreased. It's no accident that the 
Petersen children look forward to these 
knapsacking trips; Jack and Dorothy 
have planned it that way. 

$3.85 

Postpaid in the West —  east of the Mississippi, add 25 cents. 

Order From: DriLite Foods 8714 Santa Fe Avenue, South Gate, California 
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SUMMIT REGISTER by muir dawson  

"E".4Cr1L11.3V 
Many of us would like to visit all the 

mountain, wilderness and scenic areas 
of our country, but, unfortunately, we do 
not have the time. We can read about 
them though and plan to visit as many 
as possible. Several books have been 
published recently which sharpen the 
appetite and contain specific informa-
tion for those who can travel. 

One of these books brings out the 
joys of hiking and camping in the 
Adirondack Park of New York. The 
"Guide to Adirondack Trails" has re-
cently been issued in its sixth edition 
by the Adirondack Mountain Club. (Gab-
rids, Franklin County, N.Y. $3.25) 
This guide covers the High Peak region 
in the northeastern part of the Adiron-
dack Park. The Park itself embraces an 
area as large as the combined areas of 
Yellowstone, Yosemite, Grand Canyon, 
Glacier and Olympic National Parks. A 
great deal of private land is included, 
but about one-third is in the State-
owned Forest Preserve to be preserved 
"forever wild". The 2,163,000 acres 
in the Forest Preserve alone is a huge 
area, especially when you realize that 
the entire area set aside in the United 

These "Mountain Knickers" are now 
available from The SKI Hut in Berkeley, 
California. A good sturdy pant that 
neither binds nor wears out as soon as 
it scrapes a rock has long been needed 
by the mountaineer, especially the rock 
climber. Those stock of G.I. mountain  

States for National Parks, State Parks, 
historical sites and recreation areas 
only totals something under 5,000,000 
acres. 

This guide is a tightly packed paper 
covered volume with loose leaf fasten-
ings to enable a person to remove the 
wanted sections and carry them along 
in special envelopes or covers sold by 
the club. It has been actively worked 
on by many devoted members of the 
Adirondack Mountain Club since 1934 — 
with the latest edition mainly the work 
of L. Morgan Porter, who did most of 
the trail measuring (with a wheel) and 
the writing. Each section contains its 
own numbering so that additions or cor-
rections can be added later. A card is 
enclosed in each copy which is to be 
filled out by the purchaser so that 
notices of additions can be sent. 

There is only one picture (of a trail 
scene) so that a person unacquainted 
with the area must gain his impressions 
through a study of the maps and text. 
General notes on camping and travel 
and historical notes on names and 
places are included besides the trail 
mileages and descriptions. 

trousers can't hold out forever! 
These knickers are imported from 

England and are made of heavy, durable 
whipcord. They are ideal for rock climb-
ing, but for mountaineering, a good wool 
and dacron whipcord would be better. 
These retail for $18.75, and are avail-
able from The SKI Hut, 1615 University 
Avenue, Berkeley 3, California. 

* * * * * 

Heavy, bulky wool sweaters are the 
latesi fashion for this season's ski 
wear; however, if you dress for that less 
practical reason of staying warm, you'll 
still find that two lighter weight wool 
sweaters will keep you warmer than one 
heavy, bulky one. In any event, you'll 
need a water-repellant parka of closely-
woven material over the sweater to stay 
warm. 

* * * * * 

Keep your boots from freezing or get-
ting stiff from the cold by taking them 
into your sleeping bag with you. Take 
along a lightweight plastic bag to slip 
your boots into before placing them in 
your bag. 

EQUIPMENT TIPS . 

Dear Editor: 

The Conns' article on Ethics and 
Climbing is a valuable contribution on a 
difficult and controversial subject. The 
statement that Mr. Loughman criticizes, 
"anything for safety, nothing for direct 
aid" is a good rule for those who wish to 
climb sensibly, and still get the satis-
faction of having made the climb without 
help. Climbing within one's proficiency 
or not at all would be a fine rule if climb-
ers were infallible, but that is what the 
rope and pitons are there for. 

Whether or not an excessive number of 
pitons are used is a matter of personal 
judgment, and the ethics is concerned 
only with how they are used. Putting in 
more or fewer pitons on a given route 
may alter the psychological effect, but if 
they are not used for aid, they can hardly 
reduce the level of the climb. It is the 
same old rock still and takes just so 
much ability to get over. 

When you come to Perseus in your star 
charts, the periodicity of the eclipsing 
variable Algol, and a little of its history 
would make an interesting footnote. 

I would agree with the letter from Mr. 
Ritterbush that the articles could stand 
more specialization, but it is a fine mag-
azine just as it is. 

William F. Gilson 
Rapid City, So. Dak. 

* * * * * 

Summit Magazine: 

In reading your sample copy over, I'm 
impressed. But you need more copy aimed 
at the trail backpacker. For every rock 
hound, there's a thousand who never get 
far off the trails and never climb anything 
a burro couldn't. Many of these need 
experienced advice, such as the quality 
of the various sleeping bag materials, 
packs, footwear (in my estimation, the 
most important items on a backpack trip), 
food, and what not to take — when I think 
of the things I used to carry, it makes my 
back ache — and where to get them. The 
usual sporting goods stores don't carry 
the things we need and will load the 
unwary down with junk. 

R. H. Bosworth 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
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Dear Sirs: 

Please accept my hearty congratula-
tions on your magazine. 

I believe the varied articles, from 
back-country hiking to summit climbs, are 
generally of a high caliber, and I hope to 
enjoy' your publication even more in the 
future. 

Yours for more and higher "Summits". 
Don McCormick 
Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Editor: 

It was a joy to read the excellent arti-
cle on family knapsacking by Louise 
Werner in the September-October issue of 
Summit. As parents of child-knapsackers-
grown-up, may we offer encouragement to 
other parents who may consider trying it. 
We know of no experience more rewarding 
for both parents and children. 

The parent who is willing to slow his 
pace to the footsteps of children and to 
the extra camp responsibilities will soon 
be rewarded with capable camp compan-
ions whose eager enthusiasm adds zest 
to any trip. We find that this continues 
after the children are grown and married. 
They, in turn, lead their parents toward 
ever broadening horizons. 

As for the children, knapsacking fur-
nishes a medium for developing the most 
desirable of traits in an atmosphere of 
fun and cooperation. They become amaz-
ingly resourceful, and develop an aware-
ness of all natural things which will 
enrich their future years. They will be 
healthier for having learned to value 
soundness of body, and happier for hav-
ing learned the art of adjusting to limited 
material things. Needless to say, they 
become ardent conservationists. 

Knapsacking with children should not 
be done to set records. However, it is 
surprising what children can do when 
they become mountain-wise. Every child 
enjoys a challenge. Family camaraderie 
reaches an all high on these trips. 

Congratulations are in order for the 
Petersens for working out their well-
planned family trip. We consider this a 
worthy form of mountaineering. 

Mary DeDecker  

Dear Editor: 

Harvey T. Carter's bombastic letter 
(July issue) seemed too ridiculous and 
pointless to warrant a reply. His con-
fused article in the October issue de-
mands a reply, however, if only to pre-
vent other climbers from being misled. 

Aside from offering little enlightening 
explanation of his own system, Carter 
makes two grossly erroneous statements 
about what he calls the "Sierra -Wilts 
Decimal System". This classification 
system was originated at Tahquitz Rock 
in Southern California (where I have 
climbed frequently for four years) and is 
based on a set of standard routes there. 
Contrary to Carter's statements, it is a 
comparative system, and it does not at-
tempt to arrive at a mean average for an 
entire route. A route is ordinarily rated 
on the basis of its most difficult pitch, 
though there are often ratings for other 
pitches. 

Carter's article is, I think, the most 
pointless and the most poorly written 
article that has appeared in "Summit". 
As has been suggested in a letter in the 
October issue, he could well benefit from 
a course in the fundamentals of English 
composition. And "Summit" could well 
benefit from a policy of greater selectiv-
ity in choosing its material. 

Mike Loughman 
* * * * * 

Dear Sirs: 

Here's payment for my one-year sub-
scription, but I'm disappointed that the 
magazine is designed only for teenagers 
doing their first climbing. 

W. B. Hamilton 
Lakewood, Colorado  

Editor: 

Your September-October issue merits 
praise for, (1) the notable improvement in 
literary quality, (2) the generally serious 
tone of the writing, and (3) the scope of 
the articles included. 

It was indeed a pleasure to not en-
counter the usual egotistical, melodra-
matic climbing article by some "look, 
Ma, no hands" type. 

Lyn R. Wright 
Berkeley, Calif. 

* * * * * 
(The following letter was addressed 

to Jack and Dorothy Petersen.) 

Dear Friends: 
Yours is the first account of a pack 

trip that smacked of realism plus practi-
cality. I would like in detail your items 
of equipment, and in addition, where 
these items may be purchased. 

There are just two of us — my wife 
(over 40) and myself (48); we are going 
to tour the U.S.A. by knapsack. 

C. Brooks 
Saugus, Calif. 

Redwood trees sent in pots to England 
98 years ago now constitute Britain's 
heaviest stand of timber. The tallest 
are about 150 feet. Some of them grow 
60 feet in 18 years. 

Your baby loves to ride the 

NATURAL PIGGY BACK WAY in a 

GERRY KIDDIE CARRIER 
Shopping, hiking, skiing, or while 
doing housework Keeps baby happy 
and content. 

ORDER TODAY $ 25 NOT SOLD IN STORES 
\‘? Money Back Guarantee post- 

GERRY Box 128 N — Ward, Colorado paid 

"A thoughtful gift for the mountaineer" 

The Mountain World  $6.00 

A Picture History of Mountaineering  $5.95 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 

sso South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 17, California 
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THE STARS, series three 

Assuming that you can now locate the Big Dipper and by follow-
ing a straight line from the outer edge of the bowl you can locate 
Polaris, or the "North Star", we will use these stars to locate 
other constellations. Polaris, as explained before, is the ONLY 
star which will be found in the same location. All other stars 
appear to revolve, counterclockwise, around Polaris, making the 
complete circle in 23 hours and 56 minutes. Cassiopeia is easily 
located by following a straight line from the star where the 

handle joins the Big Dipper's bowl to Polaris and beyond. 
GREAT SQUARE is one of the landmarks of the sky and is 
formed by four bright stars. It is not a constellation in itself 
(just as the Big Dipper is only part of the constellation Great 
Bear), but belongs part to Andromeda and part to Pegasus. To 
locate the Great Square, draw a straight line from Polaris to the 
last star in Cassiopeia's W and beyond. 
ANDROMEDA, the chained lady, makes use of one of the Great 
Square's stars as her head. Then spot the three bright stars 
which form one side of her body and foot. The other leg is formed 
by dimmer stars. At the bent knee, you will see a small hazy 
spot, if the night is perfectly clear and moonless — this is the 
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famous ANDROMEDA NEBULA, the most distant object the 
human eye can see unaided. It is a GALAXY like our own, com-
posed of some hundred billion suns. 
PEGASUS, the winged horse, uses three stars of the Great 
Square as its triangular wing. It is fastened in an unorthodox 
fashion to the Horse's rump. 

There is a myth about these constellations which will help you 
to remember them as being together in the same section of the 
sky: Cassiopeia and Cephus (see Summit, Oct. '57) had a daugh-
ter, Andromeda. Cassiopeia's boasting about Andromeda's beauty 
so angered the sea nymphs that they prevailed upon the sea god 
Poseidon to dispatch a sea monster, the Whale, to ravage 
Ethiopia's coast. To appease the Whale, Cephus had Andromeda 
chained to a rock to be devoured by the monster. Fortunately, the 
hero, Perseus, happened to pass by. He killed the Whale, liberat-
ed and married Andromeda, and the two made off on Perseus' 
winged horse, Pegasus. 

When Cassiopeia is high up in the sky, in late fall and early 
winter, Cephus, Andromeda, Perseus, Pegasus and the Whale 
can also be seen well. 
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And Receive Our Free Gift! 

A beautiful Christmas Card signed with your name will be 

sent to the recipient with the December issue of SUMMIT 
just a few days before Christmas. We'll send you NOW 

your free gift box of DriLite Foods and, if you wish, we won't 
send you a statement until after January 1, 1958. 
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KNOW YOUR WILDLIFE series number five 

RACCOON: It would be difficult to mistake this animal for any other because of its prominent black and white stripes on its 
face and tail. Its body is two to three feet in length, not counting the long bushy tail, and because it is nocturnal, will only 
be found at night. The raccoons, above, were snapped on the steps of a mountain cabin in California. 

—Photo by Tom Ross 




