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know your mountains - 
Our readers in the Pacific Northwest should be able to name this mountain right off. It is often called the "Fujiyama of the 

West." If you.still need more clues, it is located in Washington state and is often referred to as "the beginners' paradise" by 
climbers because of t he  comparative ease of the climb to the summit, which can be made in seven or eight hours. However, 
because of its reputation  as "an easy climb" many persons have lost their lives on this mountain, due mostly to carelessness 
and inexperience. 

ANSWER: Mt. St. Helens, 9,761 feet. See the article on Mt. St. Helens by David Eng in this issue of "Summit." This photo by 
Jan Fardell shows the north face with Spirit Lake at the bottom. To the left is Dogs Head, center is the Sugar Bowl (circular 
formation) and to the right is the Lizards. 
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Out of the thickening haze, two widely spaced figures 

stumbled slowly down from the upper slopes of Rakaposhi. 

As they neared Camp IV, where we had anxiously awaited 

word from them for two days, they signaled that they had 

successfully ascended the summit! This, in spite of winds 

so strong that the tent at Camp V had been ripped and 

blown flat, forcing abandonment by a support party. 

The successful assault was made by the British-Pakistani 

Forces Karakorum Expedition in June of 1958 on formidable 

Rakaposhi, 25,550 feet. For the record, it is the fourth 

highest peak climbed by Britains and the second highest 

climbed without oxygen. 

The story leading up to the ascent began in England, 

though members of the team were widely scattered during 

the planning stage: The provisioning officer, Capt. Jimmy 

Mills, in Germany, Lt. Cdr. Richard Brooke, survey officer 

in the Antarctic with the Trans-Antarctic Expedition, the 

Pakistani members, Capts. Shah Khan and Rajah Aslam in 

Gilgit and Rawal Pindi with the rest of us at various sta-

tions in the United Kingdom. This made the usually compli-

cated expedition office work, involving collection, packing 

and dispatching of equipment, obtaining funds, and the very 

tricky political permission all more lengthy than ever. 

However, with the help we received from our patrons, 

Field Marshal Sir Gerald W. R. Templer, and General Moham-

med Ayab Khan H.J., Chief of Staff of the Pakistan Army 

and many good service friends, we were able to leave the 

country by R.A.F. Comet on April 25. 

The Expedition had several aims: The basic one around 

which the others hung was to climb a major virgin peak in 

the Karakorum. One of the difficulties that had to be solved 

When we landed at Karachi was which peak it was to be: 

Several Expeditions had made application to the Pakistan 

Government to climb or explore in the area, and it was not 

clear who was to be allowed where. However, this was 

straightened out within a week. 

Other aims were to further, particularly on a personal 

service level, the good relations of Anglo-Pakistani friend- 

ship. To carry out, in conjunction with the Survey of Pakis-

tan, a scientific program in a little-known area of the 

Karakorum. This program was largely achieved through the 

keenness of a plane-table surveyor, Sahib Shar, who had 
been with several Himalayan expeditions and had been 

attached to this expedition by the Surveyor General, Mr. M. 
N.A. Hashmie. To produce a good-quality color sound film, 

two Bell and Howell 16 mm. turret-headed movie cameras 

and a tape recorder were taken. 

We landed at Karachi where more equipment and political 

problems were to be solved on April 26. Here we were in-

troduced to the warm hospitality of the Pakistan Ministry of 

Defense which solved our problems of accommodation and 

transporting men and equipment to the roadhead. We were 

flown to Rawal Pindi and then to Gilgit where the famous 

"Northern Scouts" saw to our every need. The landing field 

at Gilgit (5,000 feet) has influenced the climbing of all the 

Karakorum peaks in this area. 

After a few days repacking five tons of equipment into 

loads which could be carried and mobilizing mules and 

coolies, the team with six Hunza high-altitude porters set 

off by jeep for the rope bridge across the Huza River where 

our march began. From this bridge, one of our porters 

marched to Base Camp at 14,400 feet in one and a half 

days with a light load. We, with one hundred porters and 

mules, took seven days on this occasion, and were very 

pleased to have as long to accustom ourselves to the heat, 

the height and the heavy loads. 

Three of us were using Kelty packframes, one of which 

was made available through the generosity of Summit maga-

zine: For the first few days this pack was a mixed blessing 

to use for its design encouraged us to carry too much--

much to be regretted at the end of each day! 
The leader, Capt. Mike Banks, R.M., and the Doctor Lt. 

Tom Patey, R.N., had at this stage a slight advantage over 

the rest of us as Mike had had a month's training in Norway 

and Tom in the Cairngorms earlier in the year. These two 

forged ahead of the main party and made a reconnaissance 
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of the route to Base Camp while we rested in the conifer 
forests at 11,000 feet where the locals bring their flocks of 
sheep, goats and cattle for summer grazing. 

The camp site we used, called Durbar, was memorable to 
us for many pleasant things: It was the last grazing ground 
for the mules, and we were able to have enormous camp 
fires around which both sahibs and porters gathered for talk 
and song in the evenings; here we enjoyed the luxuries of 
fresh meat and flowing streams. There were groves of tall 
cedars and pines and ancient gnarled junipers, with alpine 
flowers to delight the senses on our return from the high 
places. Rain fell here on our outward journey and delayed 
our next march for it turned to snow above on the approach 
to base, but after a day's sun it was decided that the cool-
ies and the toughest of the donkeys could make the rough 
climb through snow and heavy scree to the top of the old 
lateral moraine of the Kunti glacier where previous Expedi-
tions had made their base. 

At base camp, we established on May 19 a permanent site 
with tents, stone walls, a signal detachment from the Paki-
stan Army, our servants and stores not immediately required. 
This camp was located under an enormous cairn built by  

two Americans, Bob Swift and Dick Irvin, who had been 
with our leader, Mike Banks, and Hamish MacInnes, on the 
last attempt on this mountain in 1956. 

We were lucky to be following on their shoulders, for with 
Mike's previous experience we changed the first part of the 
route to the ridge, and found a new site for Camp I which 
enabled us to reach the ridge at 19,000 feet, beyond the 
first obstacle which previous parties had climbed. Snow 
held us up for a few days, and we carried some loads up 
the moraine to a large boulder to help our acclimatizing. On 
May 261 made my first trip to Camp I at 17,400 feet. The 
route was straightforward but lay up a snow couloir, an 
obvious avalanche track which we always tried to avoid in 
the heat of the day. As an extra precaution, we established 
fixed ropes to speed the journey up and down as we must 
now carry all the equipment and food needed on the assault 
to this camp. The plan, as it worked out, tended to move in 
a series of jerks during our assault. 

During a few fairly fine days we would make a big effort 
to lift the load at each stage, one camp higher, returning to 
a lower camp for the night. This system was effective in 
getting the party acclimatized, and I don't think any of us 

The author pauses for a 

rest with a group of shepherds above 

the Chandra River Valley. In 

the foreground are Kelty Packs. 

ce Winds to Climb Rakaposhi.... 
By Flight Lieutenant J. R. Sims, Royal Air Force 
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Pakistani climbers, Hunzas swept 
after a couple of trips to Camp  I  with a load ever had any 

more trouble from altitude although most of the party suf-

fered from headaches at Camp I. Richard and Tom had been 

reconnoitering the route above the camp while the other 

climbers, Hunzas and even six of the coolies carried up to 

Camp I. On June 2, four climbers carried and fixed ropes up 

to the ridge and established Camp II on a rock island (just 
below 19,000 feet), perfectly protected with, at last, views 

in all directions. From here we could see, out to the north-

west, Tirich Mir (25,265 feet) in the Hindu Kush, nearly one 

hundred miles away; Nanga Parbat, the tenth highest moun-

tain in the world, at 26,620 feet towered to the south; a 

party of Austrians was climbing Haramosh (24,270 feet), 

"next door" to us; and a limitless array of peaks and val- 

leys were spread at our feet. 
Climbing in the Himalayas at least teaches patience, and 

it was useless to stay at Camp II eating the food that would 

be needed later, so after a day's heavy snow we returned to 

Base Camp with thick clouds dampening our spirits. 

Shar Khan, Rajah and the Hunzas had volunteered to stay 

the night at Camp  I  and carry up to II again, if possible, the 

day after; but again it snowed, and they came to base in-

stead with a thrilling story to tell. After two or three feet 

of snow had started to bury their tents and it was obvious 

that the next party to go up would have to be lightly laden 

because of the exhausting job of kicking steps, they de-

cided to retreat. On the way down the gully they had been 

overtaken by a very silent avalanche of soft powder snow. 

All had been swept away. There must have been quite a 

pressure behind this slide because Rajah, at 6 foot 3 in-

ches, was buried and had his hand burned while trying to 

cling to the fixed rope; but their luck was in and, with one 

Hunza, nursing a broken bone in his hand which gave very 

little trouble, they marched into camp, morale high. This 
was most heartening to us and a great tribute to Shar 

Khan's personality, for a one thousand-foot fall at 16,000 

feet is no light matter. We had a rest day. 

On June 8 the assault started, and on June 10 we climbed 

the most awkward obstacle on the route, — the Gendarme. A 

hump of rock and deep soft snow on the ridge at 19,000 feet 

where very little security could be offered, even with a 
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rope. I was pleased that it fell to me to lead this section 

which we roped, after digging several feet down to rock or 

ice where we could put pitons. 

The next few days were spent ferrying loads over to the 

Advanced Base, or Camp III (19,000 feet), at the foot of the 

Monks Head, a 21,000-foot monster of steep, and mainly 

soft, snow. 

It is above 20,000 feet that Himalayan climbing becomes 

unique. There is still a long way to go and the hardest bit 

is always ahead, but the problem of deterioration compli-

cates a plan immeasurably. Movement is slow, but the 

fastest possible progress is essential or strength is lost. 

Above Camp III we had decided to use a very light high-

altitude ration to reduce the time and load, so as soon as 

III was stocked and all Sahibs and Hunzas were ready, the 

whole expedition set off up the Monks Head which had been 

roped by Tom and Richard while the rest of us ferried loads. 

The whole success of the ascent depended on this carry. 

Our usual luck with the weather held, and it snowed. We 

were all very tired, and the six porters joined the seven 

climbers in tramping steps in soft snow — all carrying loads 

of forty to fifty pounds. There were no tents for the porters 

and they had to be sent back in time to reach Camp III be-

fore dark. We pitched our three two-man tents at 22;500 



away by avalanche. Survive. 
feet on June 21 and looked up the final slopes towards the 

summit of Rakaposhi: three steps of about one thousand 

feet, and the third one was the top. 
Previously, Mike had thought this should be done with one 

more camp, but his experiences in 1956 made him decide to 

have a camp at each step. We were still on the S.W. spur, 

and camp sites were easy to find on these large steps: a 

blessing — at this height digging snow or ice platforms is 

hard labour! The final assault plan was made. The summit 

party, Mike and Tom, would be supported up to Camp VI 

(24,400 feet) by Richard and Dick, who would return to 

Camp V (23,000 feet) and await them. The other three of us, 

Jimmy, Warwick and myself, would carry up to Camp V and 

and return to IV, keeping vigil there for the high party. 

At this stage a sense of urgency was felt as the two most 

important factors, food and fuel and the weather, are bal-

anced against time. One, or at most, two days' delay would 

mean a swift retreat to below 20,000 feet, where the whole 

final assault, with porters and more strenuous load-ferrying 

starts again, complicated by the possible need for rest. 
This time, however, the snow held off, and Camp V was 

reached by the seven climbers on June 24, in conditions of 

sun and wind. The route was straightforward, snow harden-

ing to neve and step-kicking replaced by cramponing up the 

wide, airy ridge. 

The three of us hurried down to Camp IV where, during 

the two-day watch, our sole diversion was a series of 

pointless arguments on logistics. We watched the weather 

and saw snow plumes blowing from the crest to reveal the 

powerful, energy-sapping wind that the summit party must 

fight. On the 26th, two figures came in sight in the early 
afternoon through a thickening haze. Brooke and Grant had 

returned alone. Their tent had ripped, and they had to re-

treat. Before any definite decision could be reached, two 

more, widely spaced figures appeared, slowly stumbling 

down. They had climbed Rakaposhi! It would be pleasant if 

one could now celebrate but at 22,000 feet there is no time; 

more plans must be made for the descent which can still 

upset the success of an expedition: the story must wait. 
Food and tents were now worth fortunes as the upper two 
camps had to be abandoned; a storm could still spell disas- 

ter. A crowded night at Camp IV meant much needed rest 

for the highest climbers, and Tom could treat the frostbite 

in his fingers and Mike's toes. Food was very low after 

breakfast the next morning and the visibility was bad, but 

no wind came to threaten us. On June 27 we went down to 

Camp III where food and Hunzas welcomed us; quickly the 

weather cleared and comfortable sleep, after large meals, 

restored a feeling of great satisfaction in everyone. 

On June 25 we learned that Camp VI, the top camp at 

24,400 feet, was reached as planned: Richard and Dick re-

turning to V. Weather fair but cold wind. The ascent was 

made by a couple of cold climbers on the following day: 

They took their own pace, passing and repassing each other 

until from the top they had unbelievable views of the 

13,000-foot sheer North face of Rakaposhi and a very simi-

lar, but even steeper, shorter drop to the South. These views 

can unfortunately be appreciated only in retrospect. 

As Mike said, "The wind and the height had dulled our 

senses, and we hardly realized what we were seeing. I 

pointed my camera here and there but have no idea what I 

took. We spent only a few minutes at the summit as our 

pace had been slow, yet to stay still meant freezing. We 

came down past Camp VI into hazy cloud, looking for V 

which was on a platform just off the crest of the ridge. It 

took a long time to find the remains of the tent as we had 

not left route flags. Camp V was a shambles, blown almost 

flat, abandoned and drifted over with powder. The force of 

the wind on this slightly sheltered side of the ridge showed 

us what we had been struggling with. Luckily, we had time 

to carry on to IV where the others were waiting to hear our 

story." 
A light-hearted and precipitous retreat now: from Camp III 

at 19,000 feet on June 28, along the vast flattened snow 

plateau, up the now familiar Gendarme from the other side 

where the ridge sharpened, and on past Camp It to the steep 

descent of two thousand feet to Camp I with a final trium-

phant slide down the gully, 1,500 feet to base. 

Rajah and Shar Khan had prepared a momentous meal in 

our honour. We were escorted through a victors' arch, gar-

lands of flowers for Mike, curry and papadums for all in a 

wonderful "hallagula." 
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By Roberts W. French 

Skiers Travel 100 Miles Across Mountain 
"How much will it cost?" asked 

Sterling, and with that the planning 

began. It was one of those days in late 

March when, except for a few hours a 
day, the snow is too soft for good ski-

ing but the sunbathing is good to excel-

lent. We were sitting outside the warm-

up hut at the Suicide Six Ski Area in 

Woodstock, Vermont, basking in the sun 

and talking about the trip we would be 

taking two months hence. Bill Briggs, 

leader of the trip, ski instructor at 

Suicide Six and a member of the Dart-

mouth Mountaineering Club, pretended 

he didn't hear Sterling's question and 

said: 

"Here's the way I figure it. The first 

night we can stop at Boulder Camp in 

the Bugaboos. After that we'll just have 

to see how it goes. I think we can plan 

on a maximum of twelve days, but if the 

breaks go right we can cut that down by 

a day or two." 

"What's the total distance?" asked 

Barry Corbet, past president of the 

Dartmouth Mountaineering Club and now 

a ski instructor in Jackson, Wyoming. 

"It will be about a hundred miles," 

said Bill, "but only the last fifteen or 

twenty miles is mapped. In fact, no one 

has ever been over about sixty miles of 

it. People have explored both ends of 

the traverse, but the middle is still 

pretty much of a question mark." 

"Impossible, if not improbable" 
Bill's idea was to make a ski traverse 

from the Bugaboos, west of Spilama- 

cheen. British Columbia, to Glacier, 

B.C., i trip which would cross two 

major mountain ranges--the Purcells 

and the (southern) Selkirks--or nine 

smaller mountain groups. The Canadian 

Forest Ranger who told us that such a 

trip was "improbable, if not impossi-

ble," asked us why we were doing it. 
We could have told him that we were 

testing different kinds of Head skis, or 
that we wanted to demonstrate the 
feasibility of skis for travel over very 
rugged mountainous terrain, or that we 

wanted to explore unknown territory, or 

that we wanted to see how light we  

could travel without omitting any of the 

essentials, or that we were going be-

cause we felt it would be a challenge, 

or any number of other reasons, all 

quite true, but we didn't. 
"We think we'll enjoy it," said 

Sterling Neale, another past president 

of the Dartmouth Mountaineering Club, 

speaking for all of us, and as it turned 

out, he was right. 

"No Harrowing Experiences" 
The general public seems to expect a 

mountaineering story to deal with nar-

row escapes--("There I was, clinging 

by my finger tips...")--or dramatic res-

cue, or grim disasters, or heroic ordeals 

or the like. If so, this story will be a 

disappointment, for we had none of that, 

although the trip certainly did not lack 

its difficulties, or even its dangers. 

Perhaps luck was with us; at any rate, 

we had ten of the most enjoyable days 

of our lives in some truly magnificent 

country. This alone, we felt, was suf-

ficient motivation. 

Since most of the traverse was un-

mapped (the exception being the twenty 

miles or so that penetrated into Glacier 

Park), much of the preliminary planning 

centered around the study of aerial 

photographs of the area, from which we 

did most of our route planning. We had 

to memorize the major outlines of the 

route as best we could, since the photos 

had to be left behind. We had in addition 

several photographs taken by other 

expeditions from a distance of areas 

into which we would be the first to go, 

and we had a chart of the drainage pat-

tern of the whole area made from the 

aerial photos, which was of limited 

value. 
The weather gave us a big helping 

hand by staying pretty clear until the 

final day, when we had a map and could 

go by compass bearing. Had we had 
equally foggy weather on any other day, 
we wouldn't have been able to move. 

A major concern was, of course, equip-

ment and here lightness was essential. 
A perusal of our equipment list will 

show, I think, that we left out none of  

the essentials; we personally felt quite 

well prepared to meet any emergency 

that might come up. Even with such 

bulky items as a tent, ropes and ice 

axes, not to mention twelve days' food, 

our packs averaged only 43 pounds each 

at the start--and yet they could have 

been five pounds lighter. The tent 

proved to be unnecessary. Three of us 

slept in it, while Bill slept under his 

perlon bivouac sack and was both drier 

and (he said) more comfortable than the 

rest of us. With all the skis, poles, and 

ice axes we had we could have easily 

rigged individual shelters out of ponch-

os, which we had, and left the eight 

pounds of tent at home. Of course, if 

one is going to have a base camp of any 

kind, a tent is desirable, but we could 

have done without it. The same goes 

for the air mattresses; they proved to 

be a luxury since only one night did we 

have to sleep on snow. On our equip-

ment sheet my harmonica is listed as 

"used" and "unnecessary," which I 

take as a direct affront to my art, based 

on professional jealousy, since the 

other three had to leave their guitars 

behind. (In fact, Barry left his in a 

Seattle pawnshop.) 

"On Food and Equipment" 

Any statements made about equipment 

or food in this article should not be 

construed to mean that we are setting 

ourselves up as authorities; we merely 

feel that we had some good ideas, as 

well as some not so good, and if anyone 

can increase his enjoyment of the moun-

tains through our experience, so much 

the better; we're all for it. Furthermore, 

in fairness to various manufacturers, let 

it be said that we do not pretend to have 

run exhaustive tests on various items 

and thereby selected certain ones as 
being undeniably best; we have not. On 

the other hand, between the four of us 

we have amassed a considerable amount 

of climbing and skiing experience, and 

we have come to prefer certain items; 

for what it is worth, we pass on what 

we have learned, hoping merely to help 
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Ranges 

Arriving at an 

abandoned mining 
camp, twenty-eight 

miles from Spilla-
macheen, this ad-

venturesome four-

some pause for 

picture-taking be-

fore starting off 
on a 100-mile ski 
tour across un-
mapped territory. 

Left to right, are 

Bill Briggs, Barry 

Corbel, Sterling 

Neale and R. W. 
''Bob" French. 

others to safe, enjoyable mountaineer-
ing, as others have done and will do for 
us. 

Financial problems, the bane of skiers 
and mountain climbers, prohibited us 
from outfitting ourselves exactly as we 
would have liked, although we came 
very close to it. We did obtain three 
items without which we very likely 
would not have been able to make the 
traverse. The first was Head skis. We 

do not mean that Head skis are the best 
skis under all conditions--no ski is--
but for our purposes on this trip Head 
skis were ideal. Obviously a broken ski 
would have been almost as bad as a 
broken leg, for in either case it would 
have been a long, dangerous and diffi-
cult haul to get back; there were several 
spills during the trip which might very 
well have shattered a wood ski. We 
drilled inch holes in the tips of the 
skis, enabling us to use a pair of skis 
as an A-frame for the tent without 
bothersome lashing, but more important, 
equipping the skis for use as an emerg-
ency litter should the need arise. 

KeltY Packs were the second item, and 
again they were ideal for our purposes 
on this trip. By transferring the weight 
to our hips, these packs enabled us to 
ski freely and naturally--a most impor-
tant factor since we had to ski down  

45-degree slopes, run rock slaloms, and 
somehow get down steep, rock-walled 
couloirs as narrow as seven feet. 

The third item was Trima Skins. They 
made enjoyable play out of most of the 
uphill work, though sometimes the going 
was so steep that we had to take the 
skis off and kick footholds. Trimas 
were chosen because they had two main 
advantages over any other type of skin 
that we know of, both based on the 
manner in which the skin is fastened to 
the ski: first, they can be easily re-
moved without removing the ski; and 

second, on a steep traverse, of which 
we had many, the Trimas being anchored 
in the middle will not sideslip. 

Our skis were equipped with cable 
bindings which we could adjust from a 
downpull to a cross-country hitch, and 
Arlberg straps, a most satisfactory ar-
rangement. Our boots were ordinary 
mountain climbing boots; thanks in some 
measure to the Arlberg strap, they made 
excellent ski boots. 

Food was taken in the amount of 11/2  
pounds per person per day, which may 
seem skimpy, but we all agreed that we 
had never eaten better on any trip. The 
lunches were especially satisfactory, 
mostly because of the Logan Bread 
which was so good that I pass along the 
recipe, for which we give our thanks to  

Dick Irvin. Any mistakes are ours, not 
his: 

LOGAN BREAD 

To one quart water add: 4 lbs. whole 
wheat flour, 12 oz. (11/2  cups) melted 
shortening, 12 oz. sugar, 1 lb. (124 cups) 

honey, 1 lb. blackstrap molasses (11/2  
cups), 4 oz. powdered milk, 1 tsp. salt 
and 2 tsp. baking powder. 

Bake at 300 degrees for one hour, dry 
out well for several hours at low heat 
with oven open. 

If desired, nuts can be added to the 
above recipe. The Logan Bread when 
done should be as hard as rock (igne-
ous), dry and light. 

Our First Aid kit was based on a list 
drawn up by the American Alpine Club 
for expeditions of two weeks or longer. 
We made a few changes and substitu-
tions for various reasons, and came out 
with the following: 

FIRST AID KIT 
Terramyc in, Hydrocortisone (eye-ear 
ointment), Dexamyll (stimulant), Seconal 
(sleeping pills), Codeine (tab), Morphine, 
Pyribenzamine (for allergic reactions), 
Penacillin (tab), Aspirin, Sodium Bicar-
bonate, Zephiran Chloride (disinfectant), 
Boric Acid and Boric Acid (opthalmic), 
6-12 (fly dope), Sunburn ointment, Hypo-
dermic syringe and needle, scissors, 
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tweezers, razor blades, thermometer, 2 

rolls 2" adhesive tape, 25 band-aids, 2 

triangular bandages, 2 Ace bandages, 2 
4" gauze bandages, 15 3x3 sterile surg-

ical dressings and soap (surgical). 

Bill and I headed West later than 

Barry and Sterling, whom we met in 

Calgary where Sterling's Volkswagen 

Microbus was parked outside Alpine 

Smyley's Sporting Goods, unable to 
move for lack of gas. Sterling and Barry 

had apparently been subsisting for three 

days on Alpine Smyley's date and nut 

bars, looking none the worse for it, but 

glad for a change of diet. Thanking 

Alpine Smyley for his kindness and 

paying him for his credit, we left and 

drove on to Spilamacheen. From Spil-

amacheen there is a 28-mile dirt road 

going to an old mining camp from which 

it is a four or five-hour hike to Boulder 

Camp, our first camp in the Bugaboos; 

this road is death for any low slung car 

("they go in but they never come back," 

we were told), but Sterling's VW made it 

without too much trouble, although many 

times we had to stop to clear the road 

of rocks and trees and to shout encour-

agement to Sterling: "Remember, Ster, 

this bridge is only two logs. You have 

to hit it from the right angle or you'll go 

in the river. Yes, they're as far apart as 

your wheels, or pretty close, anyway.Go 

ahead and try it, and if—when you get 

across we'll get back in." No fools, we. 

By one-thirty on June 2nd, we had 

shouldered our packs and were underway 

on our adventure. We reached Boulder 
Camp at six o'clock after having strug-
gled up a moraine that needed axing. 

Our shoulders were sore, but our condi-

tion and spirit was good. 

Next morning, we were up at 5:30 a.m. 

and off at 7 a.m. Sterling's experimental 

Cubco Binding proved troublesome, and 

he became pooped before the day was 

over. We gained the Bugaboo-Snowpatch 

Col at noon for lunch. Good Logan 

Bread! The skis ran slow on the rain-

soaked corn snow except the Head 

X-37's. However, the X-37's were too 

slippery for the uphills on the Warren 

Glacier. We enjoyed a beautiful run 
down into East Creek Cirque, and 

weather was good except for a few 

showers. We camped at Shaft No. 7 and 

watched a beautiful sunset before turn-

ing in at 10 p.m. 

Two days out we reached the Conrad 
icefield after an exposed ascent of diffi-

cult, knee-deep soft snow where skis 

were a distinct advantage. We roped up 

on skis to bypass the icefall. The rope 
(1/4 " nylon) broke during a fall. We 
lunched at a glacial lake where we first 

saw cougar tracks. As we skied below 

the seracs of Mt. Thorington, French's 

"Masters" dug in, causing a serious 

fall that twisted his back and buried his 

head in snow. We gained the final pass 

of the icefield at three o'clock, however, 

then enjoyed a fascinating and spectac- 

ular run through crevasses and steep 

chutes, with fast schusses and startling 

traverses. We climbed toward Climax 

Col and camped at seven o'clock, tired, 

sunburned and happy. 

The fourth day we bypassed Climax 

Col by going over the ridge high to the 

right of the mountain. Bob fell into 

rocks without serious injury as we de-

scended a steep couloir on skis. After 

lunch we enjoyed a marvelous run to the 

valley floor on good corn snow. The 
X-37's were consistently better. We 

climbed a good rock route up the right 

side of Snowman Lake Stream where we 

spotted a bear, and camped at a pass. 

Our spirit was dragging a little (prob-

ably from sun or lack of salt). We named 

an imposing mountain "Head Peak," 

which we climbed the next day folf a 

fine, fun run on skis. We then left camp 

at nine o'clock via a steep snow gulley, 

then onto rocks. We traversed two bowls, 

then descended through a good rock 

garden after three falls on frozen corn 

ridges. Lunch helped sooth tempers 

which had began to show for awhile. 

Breakfasts were inadequate. After 

lunch we were forced to bushwhack 

both with and without skis. This day we 

crossed a river--most of the day was 

spent bushwhacking. In camp at night, 

our stove went on the fritz, but we 

found wood better anyway. 

On Saturday we lost altitude to enable 

continuous skinning up rather than try-

ing to hold a traverse. Our route in-

cluded skinning to a Col, traversing 

around Bobbie Burns Creek, crossing 

Spillamacheen Col to the right of Mt. 

Cony, over the divide to descend west 

side of peak before Silent Pass. We 

camped on the snow at Silent Pass just 
as a thunder storm broke. The tent  

leaked, but Briggs' bivouac sack was 

comfortable and dry. This successful 

and thrilling day renewed our enthus-
iasm. 

On the sixth morning we dried out and 
fixed the stove which had water in the 

gas. Then we set out over the ridge of 

Silent Mountain and contoured three 

bowls, each with good cornices and fine 

runs into the next. We descended into 

the fourth bowl after lunch and waited 

out another thunder storm. Crossing the 

Beaver River on an avalanche bridge we 

camped with wet feet and amidst plenti-

ful and hungry mosquitoes. 

Barry roused us at four o'clock next 

morning, which was lucky because this 

day we encountered heavy bushwhacking 

as difficult as can be imagined at the 

junction of the Grand Glaciers River. 

Exhausted, we camped early and 

watched a mountain goat lazily walk 

across the slope above us and the fine 

displays of cascading ice on the icefall. 

We started out the next morning in a 

low overcast and climbed easily to 

Deville Neve in three hours. The clouds 

lifted as we crossed the neve, reaching 

the north icefall at noon. We climbed 

and rappelled down, lowering skis and 

packs by rope. Traversing dry ice of 

the glacier tongue we contoured around 

to head of lake where we found a cabin 

in fair condition, clean, much wood, no 

stove, some food, much bumwad. 

On the last day, we crossed a neve by 

using a compass bearing, just missing 

crevasses of Giekie Glacier and arriving 

at Perley Peak dead on. We slowly got 

soaked from snow and rain. Descending 

to the right off glacier, we ran an excel-

lent narrow couloir for a perfect finish 

to the skiing. We all opened up here 

with Barry literally flying on his X-3 7's. 

Crossing the very slippery rocks to the 

right, we found the trail within 100 

yards. The hike down was hardest for 
all, especially Briggs, whose old hip 

trouble cropped up again, forcing him to 

pass his skis off to Barry. We arrived at 

Glacier Station, the official end of the 

traverse. After washing and eating our 

last food we hitched a ride to Golden in 

a box car, which was fortunate, as we 

had insufficient funds for the passenger 

train. A most appropriate finish, we 

thought. 

An expedition such as ours is easily 

within the reach of every ski mountain-

eer. It was inexpensive, run on a small 

scale, it lacked the logistical problems 

of major expeditions and yet it was, we 

felt, as challenging and as enjoyable as 

"X-37 Skis Fairly Fly" 
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"Come on in. The 

water's fine!" Barry Corbet leads 

across a glacial stream formed 

from the melt water of the 

Grand Glaciers in the Selkirks. 
Photo by Roberts W. French 

a trip could be. If our account of it is 
over-documented it is not, I repeat, be-
cause we feel we have all the answers, 
for we don't; but because we would like 
to pass on whatever benefits we may 
have had from our experience to others 
who may be able to use these benefits 
for increased enjoyment of the moun-
tains. 

FOOD 
Dinners: 

Food sufficient for twelve days was 
taken; however, we took only eleven 
dinners, assuming that we would be 
back in civilization before dinner on the 
twelfth day. Boullion, which was drunk 
either hot or cold depending on the 
amount of fuel available, was taken in 
the form of one Oxo cube for each man 
each night. It was better when heated, 
but was certainly palatable when cold. 
Except for chocolate milk, tea and Jello, 
dinners were individually packed and 
were as follows: 

1st, 2nd & 3rd Dinners 
Chipped beef (1 lb. per night)  

1 cup rice 
2 pkgs. French's potatoes 
1/2  lb. Noodles 
Tea (2 bag.) 1st dinner 
Chocolate Milk (powdered) 2nd dinner 
Hot Jello (I pkg.) 3rd dinner 
The first night at Boulder Camp we 

found some soup and some French's 
potatoes. The beef, as the item most 
likely to spoil, was eaten immediately 
with the potatoes, thus saving the 
noodles. We also found tea and Jello. 
Hot Jello proved to be a most enjoyable 
drink. The beef dinners were among our 
better meals. Hot weather increased our 
salt consumption. 

4th Dinner 
Pepperoni (1 lb.) 
Green Pea Soup (1 Pkg.) 
French's potatoes (1 pkg.) 
Hot Jello (1 pkg.) 
Bernard's Milkshake Mix 
Pepperoni was another fine meal. The 

milkshake really hit the spot. 
5th & 6th Dinners 

Spinach, DriLite (1 6-man pkg.)  

Dried Egg (2 tbs.) 
Grated Cheese 
Milkshake, tea - 5th dinner 
Chocolate milk / 6th dinner 
Noodles added to spinach dinner was 

good but left everyone hungry. 
7th Dinner 

Prem (I can) 
French's potatoes (2 Pkgs.) 
Chocolate milk 
Meat! A most satisfactory meal. 

8th & 9th Dinners 
Kraft Dinner (2 pkgs.) 
Mushroom Soup (1 pkg.) 8th dinner 
Chicken Noodle soup (1 pkg.) 9th 

dinner 
Hot Jello (1 pkg.) i 8th dinner 
Chocolate milk - 9th dinner 
Kraft dinner plus extras: potatoes, 

chicken souP, bouillon was satisfying. 

(1/2 lb.) 
Dinner 
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Bernard's Milkshake 
Glacier Circle. We found some meat 

which was added to spinach, along with 
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Equipmersat List 
Item 
Head skis 

Ski Poles 

Skins 
Boots 

Gaitors 

Carabiners (4) 

Prusik sling 

Compass 

Sun Goggles 

Mitts 

Undershirt 

Light shirt 

Heavy shirt 

Swe ater 

Anarak 

2 Under shorts 

Long Johns 

Pants 

Sox 

Change of sox 

Mitt Liners 

Hat 

Scarf 

2 Handkerchiefs 

Type 
7 ft. Med. Stand. Cable 

7 ft. Hard Stand. Cable 
7 ft. Master Stand. Cable 
6 ft. 11 in. X-37 Stand. Cable 

3 Dart. Coop. 57 inc. Eckel 
Trima 

Austrian cheap 

Hadderer 

2 Limmer, old and new 

Stop Tout, Europe 

Bedayn, Calif. 

Nylon/4  in. 

Various 

Clip on Glasses 

2 Sun Glasses 

Green Plastic Italin 

Spare Mt. Goggles 

PerIon Schuster, Germany 

String Brinja 

Cotton 

3 Wool 

Wool sweater 

Wool shirt 

Wool sweater 

Down jacket Terray 

Down jacket Gerry 

Bird Cloth Eskimo 

Nylon Ski 

2 Poplin 

2 Duofold, pajamas 

Light pants 

String 

Holubar, Mountain 

Ski knickers 

2 Army Mountain 

2 Knee Sox Selbu 

Rag Wool Norwegian 

Sweat Sox 

Cotton, wool, sweat 

Wool 

2 Visor 

Gremlin 

Wool 

Cotton 

Nylon 

Silk 

Bandana, cotton 

Worth * Weight 
U.S. 14 lbs. 

14 

15 
14 

7 

5 
4 4 oz. 

5 
6 

8 

8 

12 

4 

1 

3 
2 

2 

4 

S.B. 1 lb. 4 oz. 

1 4 

2 8 

2 

1 

2 

2 

1 8 

8 

8 

2 

1 

1 

10 

10 

1 2 

1 12 

4 

1 

6 
6 

1 14 

1 4 

8 

4 

4 

1 
1 

1 

8 

Food 

Sleeping Bags Terray Pied D'elephant 

Homemade 

Gerry Wool padded 

Seattle Quilt 

Pack Frame, sack Kelty (4) 

Water proof 2 Poncho, Gerry 

2 Plastic cape 

Bowl 3 Plastic, 1 metal 

Knive, Spoon, Toothbrush, bumwad Matches 

60 lbs. 

1 12 

2 

4 8 

over wt. 5 8 

9 4 
2 4 
1 

1 4 
2 8 

Logan Bread 

Satisfying 

noodles and soup, making a very satis-

factory meal. Heated milkshake was 

excellent. 

11th Dinner 

DriLite Spanish Rice (1 6-man pkg.) 

Pudding (1 pkg.) 

Tea (2 bags) 

We also added the meat to the Spanish 

Rice which wasn't as good as with 

noodles, but everyone stuffed himself 

anyway. 

Returning to civilization ahead of 

schedule, we had leftover raisins, nuts 

and chocolate as appetizers, then broke 

down (broke as we were) and bought 

fried egg sandwiches, apple pie and 

milk. 

Two quarts of gas were taken of which 

one half a quart remained. Much of the 

gas was used in trying to humor a tem-

permental stove. Wood fires were used 

for six dinners. 

Lunches: 
Logan Bread (a hard, "brownie" type 

of bread made with whole wheat flour, 

blackstrap molasses, nuts, etc.). One 

piece about 2"x3"x3/4" per man per day. 

Wyler's Lemonade (1 pkg. per lunch) — 

supposed to make 1 qt., but good when 

stretched to 2 qts. 

Alternately: 1/2  Gouda cheese and 3 Fig 

Newtons per man or 1/2  lb. raisins and 1/2  

lb. peanuts. 
The Logan Bread was extremely suc-

cessful, more so the harder it was. The 

nuts and cheese were also successful, 

the raisins less so, but this is probably 

a matter of personal taste more than 

anything else. The Fig Newtons were 

mashed soon after we started and man-

aged to wrap themselves in a gooey 

coating around the cheese. Next time 

they'll stay home. 

Breakfasts: 

A little over two cups of the following 

mix per day added to a little under a 

quart and a half of water: 

Sugar: 50% 
Cream of Wheat: 25% 
Powdered Milk: 25% 
Needless to say, the breakfasts were 

simple. They were also inadequate. Per-
haps the addition of some dried fruit 

(e.g. apricots) would make a more satis-

factory breakfast. 

10 Summit 



Tent 

Mattress 

Stove, funnel 
2 Gas, bottle 
Bottle 
3 Pots, lifter 
Repair kit 
3 Flashlight 
2 Bug Repellent 
Sling Shot 

leaks S.U. 8 lbs. 8 oz. 
1 4 

S.U. 4 
S.U. 3 10 
Und. S 1 12 

4 4 

5 
2 

4 
7 
4 
6 

Communal equipment 
per person  11 lbs. 8 oz. 

Personal equipment 
per person  54 lbs. 

Combined equipment 
per person  65 lbs. 8 oz. 

Average weight worn 
(including skis)  22 lbs. 8 oz. 

Average weight of 
pack  43 lbs. 

Rope 3/8 Goldline 120 ft. 
3/8 Nylon 80 ft. 
1/4 Nylon 120 ft. Und. 

2 Ice Axes Long 
Crampons Grivel 10 point 12 pt. 
Ski Wax For wet snow 
First Aid AAC Specifications 
Camera Kodak Retina I German 
Harmonica 
Maps, Pictures, Log 

S. Satisfactory 
B. Better, Best 

U. Unnecessary 
Und. Undependable 

French-Himalayan 
Bivouac sac PerIon 
Abercrombie-Fitchl 
Lilow 
Optimus 
Litre aluminum 
Anodized aluminum 
Edelweiss 1'/ qt. 
Sewing, glue 
Pen lights 
6-12 stick 
Homemade, Barry 

Bill Briggs cautiously leads the way around a tricky section above the North Crystalline Glacier. 
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Mt. St. Helena's Massive Bulk Appeals 

The mountain, St. Helens, and its sur-

rounding area is considered by many to 

be one of the most picturesque and in-

teresting in the Pacific Northwest. 

There are higher peaks in the region, but 
the easy accessibility and recreational 

features found here have made this 

mountain increasingly popular. 

It is a part of the Cascade Range, 

which runs the length of Washington and 

Oregon. This range boasts of a number 

of well-known peaks, including among 

them Mt. Hood, Mt. Rainier, Mt. Adams, 

Mt. Baker and others of lesser reputa-

tion. Of these, Mt. St. Helens with an 

altitude of 9,761 feet is probably the 

most perfect in shape and has been 

termed the "Fujiyama of the West." It 

was first seen by a white man when 

Captain George Vancouver discovered it 

in May of 1792. To honor the name of 

the British ambassador to Spain he 

called the new discovery Mt. St. Helens. 

The mountain is believed to be the 

youngest peak in the range, and was 

volcanically active until comparatively 

recent times. Its final eruption in 1842 

was quite spectacular, according to wit-

nesses of the display, casting rocks and 

ashes over an extensive area and light-

ing the night with a flaming brilliance 

for many miles around. At or about this 

time, a flow of lava created a cave near 

the base of the mountain almost a mile 

and a half in length. It is a vast sub-

terranean tunnel that has attracted 

various exploring parties interested in 

its interior. 

At the base of Mt. St. Helens lies 

Spirit Lake, very deep and blue, created 

by glacial action in a prehistoric era. It 

is surrounded by forested hills and 

offers many activities to the sports-

minded individual. Except for the sum-

mer months, however, the water is very 
cold due as much to the high elevation 

of 3,200 feet as to its being fed by deep 

springs. The Toutle River has its 
source in this lake, but the river's 

milky color is caused by streams from 

the mountain's glaciers flowing into it. 
St. Helens was first climbed in 1853 

by a group with T.J. Dryer as their lead-

er, and this first climbing party has 

been followed in the years since by 

droves of others eager to make the  

ascent, amateur and professional alike. 

Copper was found in the area around 

the mountain and many mining claims 

were staked out. Work on the claims 
continued spasmodically for years up to 

the present time, but there was never 

enough of the metal found in the mines 

to make development of them commer-

cially feasible, and a considerable sum 

of money spent to open the region for 

prospectors was vainly wasted. 

As is the case with most mountains, 

St. Helens is wreathed with legends 

mainly derived from Indian folklore and, 

because of its beauty and perfection of 

form, it was always likened to a young 

maiden. One of the native legends fea-

tured a tribe of outsized ape-men who 
supposedly lived on the rocky slopes of 

the mountain, and a party of men work-

ing a mine there in the early 1920's 

claimed that they had seen and been 

attacked by some of the strange crea-

tures. This tale created quite a stir, and 

a party of men from the Longview area 

went up to the mountain in the hopes of 

catching one of the beasts. But, as no 

sign of them was ever seen again, the 

general concensus was that the miners 

had allowed themselves to be carried 

away by overwrought imaginations. Hoax 

or not, it was added to the other tradi-

tional stories woven about this lovely 

peak and makes good telling before a 

crackling campfire. 

The reason for Mt. St. Helens' popu-

larity with mountain climbers, particu-

larly those just cutting their first teeth 

on the sport, is the comparative ease of 

the climb to the summit. There are 

several different routes to the top, and 

in good climbing weather the ascent can 

be made in seven or eight hours. But, 
though fairly simple to climb as moun-

tains go, it still presents obstacles, and 

the most irritating one is the light 

pumice stone which covers the slopes. 

Deposited there by volcanic activity in 

the past it varies in size from sand-fine 

to small rocks, making upward progress 
slow and tiring with one backward slip 

to every two forward steps. 

Of the routes which can be used to 

reach the top the two most commonly 
followed are "Dog's Head," where care 

must be maintained in watching for 

crevasses, and "The Lizards." The  

latter is the one usually taken by nov-

ices since it is the easiest and least 

dangerous. The climb can be made in 

the course of one day, but many who 

make the ascent prefer to start up the 

lower slopes one afternoon, camp over-

night at the Sugar Bowl and continue on 

to the summit the next morning. 

Though St. Helens is referred to as 

"the beginners' paradise" by climbers, 

it can be just as damaging to life and 

limb as any of the larger and more for-

midable peaks in the range. This is not 

only because all mountains, regardless 

of size, are potential killers of even the 

most seasoned mountaineers, but also 

because of its reputation as "an easy 

climb." Humans tend to be slightly con-

tempuous of anything "easy," but 

Nature is jealous of her power and 

demands and expects respect from man 

at all times, whether on a mountain top 

or a seashore. Here can be a drastic 

punishment if defied. 

Numerous accidents and quite a few 

fatalities have occurred on the slopes 

of this beautiful mountain, and the 

greater percentage of them can be 

directly credited to criminal careless-

ness, indifference or ignorance of the 

simple and basic rules of climbing, and 

disregard for the natural hazards to be 

found on even an "easy" peak. Im-

proper precaution in watching for cre-

vasses has been the cause of several 

tragedies on Mt. St. Helens, a scanning 

of the list of accidents for the past ten 

years would indicate. 

In 1948, a middle-aged man was killed 

instantly by a fall into an open cre-

vasse. Two years later a young man 

started down alone from the summit in 

the wrong direction, became lost, and 

was never found. Another young man of 

twenty, in 1952, was seriously injured 

by falling into a hidden crevasse and 

died before he could be recovered by a 

rescue party. In that same year a teen-

age boy was killed by a fall into an 

open crevasse while sliding down one 
of the snow fields. Others in similar 

accidents, though injured,were fortunate 

enough to be rescued. 
Spirit Lake and Mt. St. Helens are lo-

cated in the Gifford Pinchot National 

Forest, and are supervised by the 

Federal Forestry Service which requests 
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Picnic Area 

Accident Sites in Recent Years 

Cross Crater to Summit. 
Elev. 9,677 ft. 

Caution: There are hidden crevasses 
in the Crater on top of Mt. St. Helens 

Caution! Two climbers took this 
route down during  poor visibility. 
One found his own way out. The 
other has never been found. 

Caution: Crevasse Area 

Arrow Head 
••••••._.." 

r,The Island 
(2)  

Danger of rolling  rock 
from the Boot 

Seracs 

Sugar Bowl 

Caution! Rolling  Rocks 

(Lost overnight this way) 

Approximate Glacier Boundary 
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Longview Ski Camp Area  
Club Cabin 

s. 

Dog's Head route is best from May to July 
Lizard route during  July and August 
All routes are dangerous after mid-August 

To Both Novice Arid Expert By David Eng 

that all climbs be registered at their 
headquarters before an ascent is made. 
For those who might care to remain in 
the area to enjoy the recreational fea-
tures, camping sites are available as 
well as a large rustic lodge. At the lake 
there is docking space for cruisers and 
sail boats, and water skiing on its calm 
surface has become one of the more 
popular sports. A good highway, along 
which are located various sites for 
trailers, leads into the area, branching 
off from Highway 99 at Castle Rock, 
Washington. 

I have climbed to the summit of Mt. St. 
Helens several times, never tiring of the 
view which, on a clear day, offers a 
sight of the Pacific Ocean to the west, 
the broad flow of the Columbia River 
below, and the three famed mountains—
Rainier, Hood, Adams—dominating all 
the horizon with their massive majesty. 

Requirements For Climbing Mt. St. Helens 

For your own safety register at the Ranger Station before climbing and check 
out on return. Never climb alone. The lower slopes of the mountain are safe for 
travel with normal precautions without registering. 

All climbers must have adequate clothing, first aid equipment, climbing equip-
ment and practice in using them. 

Travel on glaciers, steep snow fields or rock cliffs with rope protection and 
with a trained mountaineer in charge of the rope technique. This lack has been 
the cause of most of the accidents on Mt. St. Helens. 

Rolling rock are a constant hazard in certain areas, particularly during the 
latter part of the summer. 

Heed the first signs of weather change, darkness, loss of route, fatigue, etc. 
while you can still place yourself in a secure position. 

Protect your eyes from snow glare and your body from sunburn. Sunburn can 
become quite serious while on the snow fields. 

Emergency rescue equipment is available at Timberline Ski Shelter, Spirit 
Lake Ranger Station, and at caches on the upper end of the Big Lizard and on 
top of the Dogs Head near the climbing routes. 
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lifIcolartta luta ILcIL•Iclaess: 

The distress encountered when man 

ascends from his habitual low altitude 

environment to heights of 10,000 feet 

and more, whether this ascent is by foot, 

balloon or aircraft, has long been a 

source of concern and interest. History 

and the narrative annals of mountain 

travel and aviation are replete with 

numerous accounts of the manifestations 

of altitude sickness. Some of the 

Marocochan Indians of the Peruvian 

Andes still consider the dreaded 

soroche, or mountain sickness, to be a 

punishment from the gods for the pre-

sumption of venturing too far into the 

sacred heights. 

Superstition 

In the journal of Joseph de Acosta, an 

early Jesuit traveler in the Peruvian 

Andes, we find a continuation of this 

superstitious trend of thought. Regard-

ing his eventful crossing of the ex-

tremely high Pariacaca mountain range 

he writes: "There is no doubt whatever 

that the cause of that strange disorder 

and alteration is the wind or atmosphere 

that prevails there, because the only 

treatment found (and it is a very good 

one) consists in covering the ears, nose 

and mouth as well as possible, and in 

clothing oneself well, especially over 

the abdomen. The air is so fine and 

penetrating that it enters the intestines 

. . .I believe that the harm comes from 

the quality of the air which is inspired 

and respired; it is extremely fine and 

delicate and its cold is not so much 

sensible as penetrative." 

Even in this age of rapid ascent 

through jet travel and rocketry much is 

still not understood regarding the 

mechanisms which produce the physio-

logic havoc brought about by altitude. 

You have probably had the experience 
which we had recently of being asked 
"Just why is it that I feel so lousy 

above 8,000 feet?" or "Man, I can hard-

ly breathe up here! Why?" If you're like 
us, your best head-scratching answer 

14 Summit  

may have been "Darned if I know!" This 

article is the fruit of our frustration. We 

got caught once too often on this sub-

ject and decided *to do a little study of 

our own on high altitude physiology. The 

pursuit was so interesting that we de-

cided to share with you some of the 

information that we found. 

Altitude sickness brought on by sud-

den ascent to higher altitudes can in-

clude any of a large number of symp-

toms: severe frontal headache, breath-

lessness, lightheadedness, nausea, 

vomiting and palpitation of the heart. 

Other effects also caused by the inter-

action of anoxia, low pressure, fatigue, 

hypertension, and altered metabolism 

include the symptoms of drunken be-

havior, cramp-like pains, hallucinations, 

nosebleeds and muscular weakness. The 

symptoms caused by lack of oxygen are 

at times very similar to those of multi-

ple origin and vice versa, so that a 

clear cut distinction as to the causative 

mechanisms cannot always be made. 

Every living organism depends upon 

oxygen as the breath of life. It is the 

fuel necessary for metabolism and the 

subsequent production of energy neces-

sary to carry out body activity. When 

this precious element is pot available, 

serious physio-pathologic consequences 

invariably ensue. 

Pressure 

Studies on the effects of hypoxia (in-

adequate oxygenation) began in earnest 

in the latter half of the 19th Century 

with the work of Paul Bert, the eminent 

investigator then in the Chair of Physi-
ology at the Faculte / de Sciences in 
Paris. It was this brilliant worker who 

early documented the connection be-

tween hypoxia and lowered barometric 

pressures. The results of his work can 

be visualized by considering the pres-
sures exerted by a gas as not unlike 
those produced by a lake of water be-

hind a dam, that is, the "deeper" the 
"lake" of air the greater the pressure  

exerted against the "dam," in this case 

the oxygen-hungry cell membrane. 

It is commonly understood that gases 

flow from areas of high to areas of low 

concentration or pressure. Thus oxygen 

flows from the lung to the tissues, 

where it is utilized. On the other hand 

the chief end-product of metabolism, 

carbon dioxide, flows out from areas of 

relatively high concentration in the 

tissues via the blood stream to escape 

from the lungs. In truth, the flow of 

gases in the body may be thought of as 

"downhill," the size of the hill being 

the pressure gradient established by the 

relative concentrations or pressures of 
the gas. Physiologists refer to this 

"downhill-driving" force as the partial 

pressure or tension of a gas, and recog-

nize it as being directly influenced by 

the barometric pressure. 

Body "victim of its own designs" 

As the depth, and not the size of the 

lake influenced the pressure against the 

dam in our illustration above, so does 

the height of the column of air above us 

influence the barometric pressure we 

experience. During ascent this column 

of air shortens and the ambient baro-

metric pressure decreases. At sea level, 

for instance, it is approximately 760 mm. 

Hg., while at 15,000 feet the barometric 

pressure is only 446 mm. Hg. The par-

tial pressure of oxygen in the ambient 

air is approximately 21% of the existing 

barometric pressure. With a decrease in 

barometric pressure, the partial pressure 

of oxygen also diminshes, necessitating 

compensatory mechanisms to insure ad-

equate oxygenation of the arterial blood. 

The body is a "victim of its own de-

signs" in many respects. That is, 

changes in its external behavior mimic 

very readily changes in its internal 

environment. To understand the compli-

cated chain of events which ensues 

during rapid ascent, one must under-

stand that circulation, metabolism and 

respiration all are inter-related in such 



its cause, effect, what to do about it - 
By George C. Burton and Ralph G. Nelson 

a way that homeostasis, or constancy of 
the internal environment is maintained. 

Reaction Threshold 

Most physiologists agree that a reac-
tion threshold exists around 8,000 feet, 
at which altitude the body begins to 
compensate for the change in its extern-
al environment. First, speeding up of 
the heart rate begins commonly below 
5,000 feet, and according to a recent 
study is progressive from sea levels 
upwards. The spleen empties its reser-
voir of red blood cells into the circula-
tion and the small blood vessels of the 
body dilate, allowing more blood to 
reach the tissue cells. When the oxygen 
tension of the blood drops to a critical 
level (at 8,000 to 10,000 feet) respira-
tion is reflexly stimulated and the 
pulmonary ventilation begins t.o in-
crease. It must be emphasized that 
these changes are insidious and not 
always easily detected. Although the 
anoxic drive to respiration is a real one, 
it cannot be considered as the most 
potent by any stretch of the imagina-
tion. For example, when a group of 
medical students was exposed to air 
containing only 10-12% oxygen (about 
half, that is in the atmosphere), only a 
few of them experienced any respiratory 
changes. It is the pressure that makes 
the difference! This is why commercial 
airliners are equipped with pressurizing 
units, and only for extremely high alti-
tude flights are oxygen sets necessary. 

Hyperventilation (greater depth and/or 
rate of respiration) produces an in-
creased "blowing off" of carbon diox-
ide, which precipitates dramatic chang-
es in the acid-base equilibrium of the 
body, and the kidney assumes a large 
portion of the acid-base control. Ordi-
narily one of the most potent mecha-
nisms for acid base control involves the 
lungs. When the carbon dioxide or acid 
content of the blood reaches a critical 
level, special chemosensitive cells in 
the respiratory center of the medulla  

are triggered by the increased acidity of 
the circulating blood. These receptor 
cells reflexly influence the central 
nervous system, causing the respiration 
to be increased. This increase in rate 
and depth causes more air to be circu-
lated through the lungs and more carbon 
dioxide to be withdrawn from the arte-
rial blood, which has the same effect as 
lowering its acid content. 

Another potent factor influencing 
respiration is the oxygen tension of the 
arterial blood. As we have seen, when 
the oxygen tension of the blood drops, a 
chemoreflex mechanism similar to that 
seen in acid-base changes goes into 
action. In this case, receptor cells near 
the aortic and common carotid arteries 
give rise to impulses which reflexly 
speed up respiration, thus running more 
air through the lungs and giving more 
opportunity for the blood to be oxygen-
ated. Even though this increased venti-
latory rate soon causes alkalosis due to 
the loss of acid via carbon dioxide, 
respiration does not decrease in this 
case when the chemoreceptors are stim-
ulated. Instead the anoxic mechanism 
overrides the acid-base regulation, 
keeping hyperventilation going full tilt. 
Thus the impulse to decrease respira-
tion and conserve acid gives way before 
the pressing need for oxygenation. 

Effect on the Kidney 

However, the body does not tolerate 
well a change in its chemical equilib-
rium either. Only small changes in the 
alkalinity or acidity of the blood are 
compatible with life. Thus, at altitude 
the body relies on a second control 
mechanism to maintain acid-base equili-
librium. This mechanism is the ability 
of the kidney to selectively absorb or 
eliminate chemical substances in the 
blood in the interests of acid-base 
equilibrium. Among its other functions 
at a high altitude the kidney excretes 
bicarbonate, a normal blood constituent, 
and conserves the weak acids which  

are present in the blood. This mecha-
nism tends to restore chemical equilib-
rium once more. While this mechanism 
is at work to some extent at all times, it 
assumes much more importance at high 
altitudes under the conditions just 
described. 

Acclimatization 

Bert early recognized that much great-
er elevations were required to produce 
anoxemic responses in balloonists than 
was the case in mountaineers, and gave 
much study to the problem. He attributed 
this discrepancy to local climatic con-
ditions and it remained for subsequent 
workers to elucidate the mechanisms of 
acclimatization. While most of the symp-
toms occurring during airborne ascent 
may be explained on the pressure-anoxia 
relationship, it is apparent that those 
experienced in true mountain sickness 
cannot. Fatigue, lack of rest, insomnia, 
and poor nutrition all can be incriminat-
ed as predisposing or precipitating fac-
tors. Although it is generally agreed 
that the low partial pressure of oxygen 
is the severest high altitude stress, 
those of cold and wind, dehydration, 
sunburn, and exposure to frequent sub-
jective dangers cannot be overlooked. 
In the native resident at high altitudes, 

compensatory mechanisms appear in 
response to these stresses and many of 
the unfavorable symptoms disappear. A 
year and longer is required for the body 
to completely re-align itself in respect 
to the demands of high altitude living, 
and in some parameters acclimatization 
may safely be said never to take place. 

An increase in the oxygen-carrying 
capacity, number, size, and hemoglobin 
content of the red blood cells is con-
sistently seen in peoples such as the 
Andean Indians of Peru, and is almost 
certainly present, though to a lesser 
degree, in those newly arrived in such 
places. The right side of the heart is 

continued on page 21 
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Ninety miles north from Flagstaff, Ari-
zona, one looks over the edge of the 
largest hole in the world, the Grand 
Canyon. Rick Tidrick and myself were 
soon to find out how big as we headed 
for the rim with hopes of climbing 
Zoroaster Temple, a 700-foot sandstone 
juggernaut that sticks up like a sore 
thumb and captures one's first attention 
when looking from the south rim. Five 
previous parties had tried Zoroaster and 
failed due to the dehydration and route 
finding problems. 
We had been looking forward to 

"Zoro," as we nicknamed it, and had 
made final preparations including spec-
ial made angle pitons. Although our 
original party of four had been reduced 
to Rick and I, we decided to go ahead 
and at least scout out a possible route 
to the summit. 

Jerry Robertson and myself, along with 
Dick Ernst had made a reconnaissance 
trip to the canyon in December, '57 to 
try to establish a way to the base of the 
temple so we could get an idea of the 
difficulty of Zoro itself. As we had 
guessed from pictures, the big problem 
would be the four prevailing rock walls 
that surround the temple and vary from 
three hundred to five hundred feet high. 
With amazing luck we found a route that 
led us to the base, somewhat beat for  

our efforts. Rick and I owe a good deal 
of our success to this reconnaissance. 
This is more fully understood by the 
fact that a previous party used twenty 
gallons of water in an attempt to sur-
mount the first two walls. Our recon-
naissance party circled the base and 
estimated it to be about six hundred 
yards in circumference. The north face 
was out of the question as it shot up 
straight for seven hundred feet with the 
first sixty feet at the base of the temple 
sharply overhanging. There were three 
cracks on the northeast corner which 
we marked as a possible starting point. 

As Rick and I started down the seven-
mile Kaibab Trail from the Grand 
Canyon's south rim with our sixty-five 
pound packs, we felt much like the well-
known Grand Canyon pack mules. After 
spending a rainy night at Phantom 
Ranch at the bottom of the canyon, we 
started in the morning by fording the 
Bright Angel Creek, our last stop for 
water. We headed for the rarely used, 
unkept rangers' trail that would carry us 
above the first one thousand-foot wall 
called the Granite Gorge. We took two 
gallons of water and a minimum of food;  

climbing gear made up the rest of the 
weight. Rain was forecast for the next 
four days so we decided to chance it 
and take our five-gallon jerry can empty, 
with all our hopes concentrated on 
collecting rain water in our tarp. Water 
is the key to success in the canyon and 
when you leave Phantom Ranch you 
must either carry it or catch it. 

We surmounted the Gorge and headed 
across the Tonto Plateau. It was noon 
when we stopped at the cut-off to the 
base of the second wall called the Red 
Wall. This five hundred-foot vertical 
barrier offers only one practical means 
of ascent, a fourth-class chimney. The 
heat was getting to us now and it took 
us three hours to haul our packs up the 
chimney. It was late in the afternoon, 
so we made base camp at the top of the 
wall. Realizing we had drunk three 
quarts of our two gallons of water, we 
decided to start rationing the precious 
liquid, still expecting to collect rain. 
The clouds cleared that night and the 
starry sky was an unwelcome sight. 

Next morning after splitting a can of 
applesauce we started for the base of 
the temple with two rope s and a mini- 

ZOROASTER TEMPLE: 

Rick Tidrick pauses 

on the Kaibab Trail 

to take a look at 

Zoraster Temple in 

the distance. 
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By Dave Ganci 

climbers overcome dehydration, route finding problems 

to make first ascent of 700-foot sandstone spire in Grand Canyon. 

mum supply of hardware. The route 
leads over three 300-foot walls before 
reaching the base. The first two walls 
offer some good friction pitches and the 
third some good fourth class moves. We 
spotted two small water pockets below 
the third wall, each containing about a 
quart of water collected from the previ-
ous rains and a generous supply of 
insect larvae. We tanked up and con-
tinued on to the base of the temple. We 
dropped our equipment at the crack I 
had seen the winter before, under the 
protection of a rattlesnake sunning him-
self at the base of the crack. We found 
two more water pockets and finished 
then off before heading back to base 

camp. 
Late afternoon clouds renewed our 

hopes for showers but again they dis-
persed as night moved in. We decided 
to wait no longer for rain and would 
make an all-out attempt the next day. 
We had our biggest meal of the entire 
five-day climb that night, splitting a can 
of stew and applesauce along with our 
two swallows of water. 

At the crack of dawn we discarded 
everything we absolutely didn't need  

and once again headed for Zoro. We 
took advantage of a last water hole on 
the way up and our remaining gallon of 
water would have to last us until we 
returned to Phantom Ranch. We reached 
the crack at 10 o'clock and after more 
sorting of equipment and a farewell to 
our rattlesnake, Rick lead off on the 
first pitch. This fifth-class jam crack 
led to a 120-foot, 75-degree face that 
offered a touchy, exposed friction lead 
with the only protection being a small 
cactus which I looped the rope around. 
A small tree interrupted the face and we 
were able to make two leads. Rick made 
it from here to easy fourth class ledges. 
We were hauling the pack up most of 
the pitches now because of our weaken-
ing condition. More ledges put us on a 
wide shelf. As darkness descended, we 
decided this would make a good bivouac 
spot while we explored the next pitch. 
This proved to be the most interesting 
pitch of the climb. After a short friction 
lead it came out on a slim rib where we 
put in a bolt for belay. From the rib a 
very exposed traverse of forty feet end-
ed in a bottomless chimney that went 
up thirty feet to a mantle shelf. The  

mantle shelf led to a 150-foot crack that 
we would try the next day. The follow-
ing morning, after a very uncomfortable 
bivouac, we crossed the traverse and 
started up the crack. This was the most 
difficult pitch of the climb with our 
wide angles proving invaluable for 
direct aid. Rick made a nice lead up 
this crack and we were overjoyed when 
we came out on a rocky slope and found 
that it led to the 90-foot summit block. 
Fourth class ledges led us to the wide 
flat summit just before noon on Thurs-
day, September 23. We built a four and 
one-half foot cairn, left a register and 
started down. Three bolts were required 
to rappel back down to the base, the 
first rappel being a 110-foot scorcher, 
overhanging all the way. We bade good-
by to our rattlesnake who hadn't moved 
in three days, and we were off to base 
camp, thoroughly tired and dehydrated. 
We ate our last can of food and spent 
our last night on that desolated inverted 
mountain. 

On our way back to Phantom Ranch, 
the rain that we had hoped so much for 
the last four days finally hit us. We 
found some more water holes, drank 
until we were full and walked the rest 
of the way to the ranch in the most ap-
preciated rain I'd ever been in. We 
followed the mule train to the rim next 
morning and decided they were much 
more suited for carrying loads than we 
were. 

The problems of Zoroaster were defi-
nitely those of dehydration and food. 
The actual technical difficulties of the 
temple itself were few, but the condi-
tions under which the climb was made, 
the long hauling of packs to the base, 
the rationing of water and food, the 100-
degree heat, were the determining fac-
tors. Eleven pitches were lead with 
four fifth and one sixth class pitch. If 
there is any single thing we owe our 
success to, it is the four small water 
holes we found on the way to the base, 
because we drank about three quarts of 
water from these and this allowed us to 
save the remaining gallon for the last 
three days. 

We had no idea what we were in for, 
so we took about forty pounds of un-
necessary equipment which could have 
been more food and water. This was 
another reason for our slow progress to 
the base. From Phantom Ranch the 
climb took us four days, but I believe 
a second ascent could be made in three 
days from the south rim providing the 
party was in good condition and knew 
the route. 
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"This article was not written by great mountaineers about a difficult 
climb but rather by two people who love to climb as much as anyone else 
and about a mountain area which is truly beautiful. It is hoped that indi-
rectly the story will encourage other "beginners" to get out and try 
some of the easy, but rewarding climbs." —Robert Smith & Hall Skeen 

The jagged 

ridge of the Minarets 

as seen from our camp 

at Lake Ediza. 

"Route 4: Southeast glacier, south 
side. Class 3; ice axe useful. From 
Lake Ediza proceed to the base of the 
cliffs slightly to the left (S) of the low-. 
er  end of the glacier. Climb the cliff to 
the left of the lowest of the pinnacles 
on the south side of the glacier. Pass 
through a gap above the lowest pinnacle 
onto the glacier. Continue upon the 
south side of the glacier, keeping, left 
of an ice ridge which extends from the 
lower to the upper part of the glacier, 
until a crevasse renders further travel 
upward on the glacier impossible. Leave 
the south side of the glacier, climb over 
the ice ridge and descend across the 
glacier (use ice axe for safety) to its 
extreme northwest edge, whence ascend 
easy rocks and talus slope to the sum-

mit." 
The preceding paragraph is what "A 

Climber's Gitide To The High Sierra" 
has to say about route (4) on Mt. Ritter 

in California. Sounds innocent enough, 

even a little dull perhaps, but we found 

it to be one of the most interesting and 

satisfying climbs we had ever made. 
Hall and I have been climbing together 

for a couple of summers now and have 

managed the long weekend drive from 

San Francisco enough times to have 

climbed Matterhorn Peak, Mt. Lye11 and 
Mt. Whitney, plus numerous hiking and 
scrambling trips out of Yosemite Valley 

and Tuolomne Meadows. The high point, 
almost literally, of our short climbing 
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careers came last August when we spent 

a week in the Teton Range, attending 

the Exum School of Mountaineering, and 

climbed the Grand Teton on a blowing, 
blustery two-day trip with the redoubt-

able Willie Unsoeld as our guide. 

Two years ago I had spent two nights 

camped by Lake Ediza in the shadow of 

the Minarets, Mt. Ritter and Banner 

Peak and considered it to be the most 

spectacular and beautiful place in the 

Sierra. Unfortunately, my companions on 

that trip were non-climbers and I was 

not about to undertake an unknown route 

by myself. I had to be content, for the 

time being, to sit and look and wait for 
another opportunity. 

This year, a group of us spent the long 

Memorial Day weekend skiing at Mam-

moth Mountain and every time we rode 

up the chair lift we craned our necks to 

the west to admire the spectacle of the 

Minarets, Ritter and Banner just a few 

miles away on the skyline. It was then 

that Hall and I decided that we would 

return on the long Fourth of July week-

end to have a go at Mt. Ritter. 

True to our plan, the supplies were 

gathered and packed, the long drive 

across the mountains made, and at 11:30 

a.m. on the Fourth, we left the car at 

Agnew Meadows and hurried, as best we 

could under full Kelty Packs, on our 

way. The hike over the ridge, down the 

long traverse to the San Joaquin River 
and up the rocky switchback trail be- 



side Shadow Creek was beautiful. The 

creek and many smaller cascades tum-

bled and roared down to the mountain-

side, usually out of sight but not out of 

hearing. Humpbacked Mammoth Moun-

tain was at the end of the valley on our 

left, rearing up into a bright blue sky. 

After a short pause for picture taking at 

beautiful Shadow Lake, we hiked on up 

to Lake Ediza where we intended to 

camp. On the way, we began encounter-

ing frequent snowdrifts left over from 

the past winters' record snow pack. 

Lake Ediza was still frozen over, mot-

tled blue and white, except at the out-

fall at the east end. This was also the 

only location where we could set up a 

camp on dry ground, the whole rocky 

bowl surrounding the lake being filled 

with snow. After a good supper of steak, 

rice, applesauce and chocolate pudding, 

we briefly studied our intended route in 

the fading twilight, decided we had it 

"made," and turned in. 

The early morning sun was reddening 

the peaks of Ritter and Banner when we 

rolled out of our sleeping bags on Satur-

day morning. After a hearty, but hurried 

breakfast, we were ready to go by 6 a.m. 

As a matter of interest, our equipment 

included 120 feet of nylon rope, cram-

pons, pitons & hammer and ice axes. It 
was true that the Guide certainly did not 

call for this much equipment for our 

route, but we felt that we might be able 

to find some interesting variations along  

the way. 

Hall carried a small pack with the 

crampons and our lunch while I carried 

the coil of rope. In the frosty morning 

air our sweatshirts and nylon parkas 

were cozy, but we knew that they would 

be doffed as soon as the sun got a little 

higher. We picked our way along the 

edge of the frozen lake and went up 

through the grove of trees at the west 

end. By the time we had climbed the 

first knoll beyond the trees, we were 

ready to start doffing the parkas and 

sweaters. Choosing a convenient, sunny 

rock as a resting place, we sat down to 

re-study the route we had picked out the 

night before from our campsite. 

As anyone who has climbed even the 

smallest peak will tell you, as you move 

toward and around a mountain its as-

pects may change rapidly and radically. 

We studied the steepening terrain before 

us and wondered where all our land-

marks had gone. At this point, our con-

cern was with the first few sentences 
of the "Climber's Guide" description: 

"From Lake Ediza proceed to the base 

of the cliffs slightly to the left (S) of 

the lower end of the glacier. Climb the 

cliffs to the left of the lowest of the 

pinnacles on the south side of the glac-

ier. Pass through a gap above the low-

est pinnacle onto the glacier." 

We had previously identified the so-
called lowest pinnacle by a series of 

diagonal cracks or serrations in its east  

face. Now we could find no rock mass 

so marked. We finally decided that it 

was actually the right end of the rocky 

wall facing us and that our vantage 

point must have changed sufficiently to 

hide the diagonal cracks from our view. 

The next problem was to pick the proper 

spot to "climb the cliff to the left..." 

Hall wanted to keep to the left where it 

appeared that there might be an easy 

way up around a shoulder. I had spotted 

a small patch of snow on top of the cliff 

farther to the right that I argued must be 

the gap leading onto the glacier that the 

book had mentioned. My argument won 

and we advanced directly to the foot of 

the rocky wall and started scrambling. 

At this point, I found out just how un-

gainly a prop an ice axe could be when 

not needed. Thinking our rocky climb to 

be short and fairly easy, I did not bother 

lash it across my shoulders, but merely 

slipped the loop over my wrist and let 

the axe dangle. Hall did the same. Pick-

ing our own routes we scrambled up 

thirty or forty feet. Most of the way was 

easy going but after one disconcertingly 

steep little pitch we agreed to use the 
rope if anymore of its kind presented 

themselves. Shortly after this, the rocky 
face flattened out at the little patch of 
snow I had taken to be the gap onto the 
glacier. Unfortunately, it was only a 
little patch of snow. There, a couple of 

hundred yards away across a snowfield 
was our old friend, the lowest pinnacle 
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Mt. Ritter had everything cold, heat, rain, 
with its diagonal cracks and a rock wall 
running off to the left. I had been fooled 
by a rocky knob that we could easily 
have circled on either side! 

Consoling ourselves that our scramble 
had been a good warm up for the real 
thing, we ate a candy bar and again 
studied the rock wall facing us. This 
time we found an inset rock chute that 

appeared to be the most logical spot at 
which to attempt a direct assault. As we 

tramped across the snowfield, we began 
to doubt our choice. The whole wall 
looked much higher and steeper than we 
had anticipated. The rock chute had 
several small cascades of water splash-
ing down it which would undoubtedly 
disappear once the snowpack above was 
gone. This was little consolation. Again 
Hall suggested circling to the left of 
the wall. It appeared that a steep snow 
chute led upward behind the south end 
of the wall and should either bring us 
up onto the glacier directly, or at least 
get us well up on any rock wall we 
might encounter. The former proved to 
be the case. By this time it was nearly 
11 a.m., and we had barely gotten under-
way it seemed. (Our original plan had 
been to reach the summit by noon!) 
The next passage in the "Climber's 

Guide" had instructed: 
"Continue up on the south side of the 

glacier keeping to the left of an ice 
ridge which extends from the lower to 
the upper part of the glacier, until a 
crevasse renders further travel upward 
on the glacier impossible. Leave the 

south side of the glacier, climb over the 
ice ridge and descend to the extreme 
northwest edge..." 

Our snow and rock chute brought us 
directly up onto the south side of the 
glacier. Here the ice ridge towered 
above us as a sharp line topping an ever 
steepening slope and slanting up and 
away to our left. We gingerly climbed up 
to have a look over the ridge to get our 
bearings. The ice axes that had clanked 
so uselessly on the rocks in our scram-
bles earlier now gave us a comforting 
source of support as we kicked steps up 
toward the sharply defined ridge line 
above. 

The view over the ridge was one to 
remember. The opposite sides of the 
ridge met on about a 90 degree angle. We 
stood a couple of feet below the ridge 
line on one side and looked over its 
crest as you might look over a low wall. 
The far side dropped away as steeply 

as the one we were on but did so down 
a long smooth chute that, for a thousand 
feet or more, formed the upper part of 
Mt. Ritter's South Glacier. From this 
vantage point we could, for the first 
time, see most of the upper pyramid of 
the mountain. It was easy enough to 
choose the spot on the far, or northeast, 
side of the glacier where we would be-
gin the final trek up a long, steep pitch 
of snow and rock. The spot we picked 
was slightly below our elevation and a 
couple of hundred yards away. The 
drawback was that to head directly to-
ward it would lead us far down the 
bowl of the glacier and up the far side. 
We decided to maintain the elevation we 
had by traversing to our left and follow-
ing the curving face of the glacier 
around to our destination. 
We stepped carefully over the sharp 

ridge and cautiously began to kick 
steps along an imaginary but, we hoped, 
level line across the steep snowy ex-
panse. After a few steps we stopped, 
still awed by the long, sharply slanting 
chute to our right. We discussed roping 
up but finally agreed not to. We felt that 
either of us could certainly save our-
selves from too long a slide down the 
glacier by quick and judicious use of 
our ice axe. As we proceeded, the slope 
flattened slightly and we gained confi-
dence with each carefully kicked step. 

By now the sun was directly overhead 
and blazing down into the snowy ex-
panse of our labors. We flopped down on 
the rocks at the base of the final pyra-
mid and dug out an orange to help 
quench our thirst. After a short breather 
we started up. We ran out of snow going 
up one short pitch and had to scramble 
up a dirt and rock chute of the most 
miserable kind where every handhold 
crumbled and each rock seemed poised 
and ready to be dislodged onto any hap-
less fellow climbers below. Clearing  

this pitch we arrived at the foot of a 
long, unbroken snow saddle which rose 
up to our right to the final summit. Our 
misguided exertions farther down the 

mountain, plus a slow pace, found us at 
this point after one p.m. The deep snow 
was soft from several hours of direct 
sunshine and our climbing was now 
hampered by the uncomfortable and dis-
tinctly tiring habit of sinking up to our 
knees at almost every step. About three-
quarters of the way up to what appeared 
to be the summit, a spine of large gran-
ite blocks protruded through the snow. 
We made for this, hoping to be able to 
follow it all the way up. Once onto the 
rocks we flopped down to rest. At this 
point, our exertions were beginning to 
make us feel somewhat uncomfortable 
and even light-headed. A little common 
sense and some food helped this condi-
tion immeasureably. It dawned on us 
that our original schedule had put us on 
the summit by noon and that this was, 
therefore, our intended location to eat 
lunch. Since we hadn't yet arrived at 
the summit, we hadn't eaten lunch either. 
At 2 p.m. this was certainly a silly 
state of affairs. We took a much needed 
break, made sandwiches, split an 
orange and a chocolate bar and sipped 
at the icy water we caught in a tin cup. 
After this stop, the combination of a 
recent meal, plus the proximity of the 
summit, picked up our spirits and our 
pace considerably. It was an easy mat-
ter to climb up the granite blocks, fol-
low their ridge around to the left a bit, 
and finally arrive on top at about 3 p.m. 

To our delight, we found that we were 
the first climbers to make it in 1958, 
and the Sierra Club register was suita-
bly endorsed with our expressions of 
satisfaction at our "first ascent." The 
weather was perfect and the views all 
around us magnificent. Back to the east 
we could see the mottled blue of still 
frozen Lake Ediza and barely pick out 
the clump of little trees that marked our 
campsite. A bit farther north, Nydiver 
Lakes and Garnet Lake were also still 
frozen. We could look northwest across 
the great rocky basin where the head-
waters of the North Fork of the San 
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You'll Agree . . . 

THE FINEST PACK YOU EVER 
USED OR YOUR MONEY BACK! 

the 
Budd Davis Pack 
Factory-to-you only — save 1/3 — and 
learn the pleasure of backpacking with-
out tired, aching muscles. Covered pack 
frame with pouch type packsack as low 
as $22.50. Invented by a man with a 
lifetime experience in the woods. Light, 
strong, balanced for easy packing. Ad-
justable to any size person. Write for 
brochure and prices. 

BUDD DAVIS PACKS, Dept. S 
1105 N. 205th • Seattle 33, Washington 

sun, excitement Mountain. Sickness 

continued from page 15 

Joaquin are formed and see Mt. Lye11. 
Almost exactly a year ago we had 
perched on the summit of Lye11 and 
looked longingly across that same basin 
toward the imposing twin towers of 
Ritter and Banner and talked of some-
day climbing them. Below us in the op-
posite direction, the spiny Minaret 
Ridge marched jaggedly off to the 
south. 

After taking pictures of the view in 
each direction, as well as pictures of 
each other perched grandly on the sum-
mit rocks, we began studying the pos-
sibility of a different route down. Un-
fortunately, none presented itself so we 
started trudging down over the rocks to 
the long snow slope. At this point, Hall 
spied another party below us working up 
just at the south edge of the snow sad-
dle. They had evidently come up a 
slightly different route than we had and 
were moving very slowly. We shouted to 
get their attention and went down to 
meet them. It was a party of three; two 
from the Long Beach section of the 
Sierra Club, plus a third member they 
had met at a campsite below Lake 
Ediza. We urged them to go on since 
they were very nearly up at this point. 
They trudged off up the tracks we had 
made earlier. 

We scrambled down the dirt and rock 
chute that we had so re-arranged in get-
ting up. Once down this we traversed 
out onto the glacier and tried our luck at 
glissading down its face. Our luck was 
terrific. We went schussing down slopes 
that earlier in the day we had cautioned 
ourselves to stay away from. Almost too 
soon, it seemed, we had lost several 
thousand feet of altitude and had only 
the long walk back down through the 
trees and along the edge of the lake to 
our camp. Going up had taken us nearly 
nine hours; coming down had taken al-
most exactly two hours! 

The trip had had a bit of everything in 
it: cold, heat, rain, sun, the sound of 
rushing water, the stillness of the upper 

slopes, some rock scrambling, much 
snow kicking and tramping, a touch of 
fear and a world of beauty and gladness. 
Next?  

seen to enlarge in response to the 
greater lung capacities and minute 
volumes of air respired by these natives. 
The central nervous effects of acute 
anoxia become less marked, but some of 
them may remain in the form of short 
tempers, decreased work ability and 
greater liability to fatigue. In time, the 
accelerated pulse rate and increased 
blood pressure often return to normal. 

Undoubtedly among the lessons to be 
learned from acclimatization is the fact 
that such a thing does exist, and that 
there is something to be said for the 
Alpine guide's dictum: "Climb high, 
sleep low." Although most of the ad-
justments of acclimatization take longer 
to occur than is usually available to the 
weekend climber, much can be said of 
even one day's acclimatization at or 
around 8,000 feet. 

The "second wind" so common to 
hikers and climbers alike is a fully 
recognized, though not completely un-
derstood, phenomenon which may be 
thought of as a type of acclimatization. 
The expenditure of extra energy in hik-
ing and climbing is a stress in itself, 
and the body's adjustment to this stress 
involves both physiological and psycho-
logical factors. Whatever the exact 
mechanism involved, the "second wind" 
indicates that the person's physical and 
psychological resources have become 
fully mobilized to meet the needs of the 
greater activity. Except to say that its 
appearance occurs and augments effici-
ency at different times in different indi-
viduals would be to reveal our ignorance 
on this subject. 

As important as the physiological 
mechanisms we have just reviewed are, 
there are other factors which must be 
borne in mind. Houston has called the 
extreme high altitude climber "a sick 
man walking in a dream." And yet only 
partially acclimatized mountaineers 
have lived for ten days and longer at 
elevations of 25,000 feet and over, an 
altitude at which "sea level man" loses 
consciousness in less than two minutes. 
The ability to maintain even the most 
elemental form of existence at this alti-
tude is a physiological wonder in itself.  

Man's capacity to engage in physical 
activity in the face of constant exposure 
to a whole host of adverse environment-
al factors is a testimony to the psycho-
logical strength of man and compose the 
so-called "affect factors" involved in 
high altitude living. They include the 
spirit, the will and the drive that en-
ables climbers to endure cold, discom-
fort and danger and to press on to even 
greater achievements. These are the 
things which give status to the sport of 
mountaineering, elevating it from a mere 
automaton-like opposition of flesh 

against physics to the grand pursuit 
that it is. 
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"Everything for the 

Skier and 

Mountaineer." 

"NIE'criaLz-• 
Dear Editor: 

I am most happy that you have granted 
me a lifetime subscription to Summit 
Magazine. In this country, unfortunately, 
very little is known about mountaineer-
ing in the United States. I have sent the 
two copies of Summit to various friends 
who were enthusiastic about this fine 
magazine. 

The rescue action in Yosemite Park 
showed me what excellent possibilities 
of high mountain ski-traverses you have; 
and the fine article on McKinley Na-
tional Park kindled within me the desire 
to one day hike in this region and climb 
some high mountains. 

We are now preparing for an expedition 
this spring to the Karakoram. I am the 
only German member of a British expe- 

Via= Elegrifts 
717 West 7th Street • Los Angeles 17, Calif  

dition to visit the Batura region (north-
east of Gilgit) where all of the high 
peaks, up to 25,900 feet, are unclimbed 
and unnamed. We shall perhaps travel 
the land route via Turkey in a jeep, 
which will be cheaper and more adven-
turous than the sea voyage. 

Such an expedition—experience would 
be a good preparation for further, higher 
goals, as in the climbing of Daulagiri, 
the second last unclimbed peak above 

8,000 meters, which has been attempted 
many, many times without success. I 
have often thought about a joint Ameri-
can-German group attempting this goal, 
like the German — American Expedition 
in 1932, attempting the Nanga Parbat. I 
could get quite generous assistance, 
material and moral, from German Alpine 
Club and German industries. 

Martin Guennel 
Stifterstr 19, Germany 

Dear Editor: 

I continue to enjoy your fine magazine 
and am glad you keep it of general in-
terest to mountain-loving people--in-
cluding skiers! 

It was disturbing to read the letter of 
Mr. Henry Hroch concerning the intrus-
ion into his privacy in the Wind River 
Range. I have twice had the privilege 
of spending my vacation in that range 
with the Chicago Mountaineering Club—
most unforgettable experiences. Had Mr. 
Hroch happened to be there when we 
came in (with twenty-odd pack horses), 
he would have been still more dismayed 
as we were parties of about 60 and 40 
people, respectively the two times, and  

we were not exactly tiptoeing about on 
the Alpine grass! 

It seems to me that the West is still 
a pretty big place and the Wind River 
Range quite extensive. A group of us 
could go off on a hike and in a very 
short time be as completely away from 
the camp site as if a hundred miles 
were between us. 

It so happens that many of us also go 
out there to be away from it all--from 
the cities, the mobs of people, etc., but 
in many cases (as for example, women), 
it would not be advisable or practical 
to go into the mountains in a small 
group. I don't think anyone should feel 
that these larger groups of mountaineers 
are not welcome in the remote areas of 
our country. There are many lovely 
places not far distant from a camp such 
as ours where a couple of solitary-
minded people could set up their camp 
and fish and climb all the mountains 
they wanted, by themselves, and not 
hear a single yodel. 

Getting back to Summit--more times 
than not, I am sure that justice is not 
done to the reproduction of the photo-
graphs sent in--could this be rem-
edied? 

Best wishes to all for the coming year. 
Lillian R. Hunter 
Oak Park, Illinois 

U 
c A cooperative specializing ..... 

c for 20 years in mountaineering 
c ... 

and skiing equipment. Run by o: 
those who use the equipment 

a E themselves. Mail orders 
iC) - El. - tilled promptly. u z 

W 523 PIKE ST. • SEATTLE, WASH. 

Lightweight Tents 

USED THROUGI-dOUT THE WORLD AND SUPPLIED 

BY FAMOUS THOMAS BLACK 8c SONS 

OF SCOTLAND 

“ARCTIC GUINEA" 

FULL LINE OF LIGHTWEIGHT DOWN SLEEPING BAGS • 

WRITE FOR FREE INFORMATION 

HIGHLAND IMPORTS 2865 IVY ST., RIVERSIDE, CALIF. 
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Dear Editor: 

I don't know who supplied the infor-
mation for your December "Nylon vs 
Goldline" piece since no name was 
signed, but I believe the author has in-
advertently used the guaranteed mini-
mum strengths for GoldLine but he has 
used the approximate or average 
strength for Columbian Rope. Average 
strengths for Plymouth Mountain Climb-
ing Lay Goldline are: 1/4" 1950 lbs., 
5/16" 2950 lbs., 3/8" 4000 lbs., and 
7/16" 5550 lbs., or approximately the 
same as the Columbian figures. In any 
case both ropes are plenty strong 
enough and made by reputable compan-
ies. However, it was nice to learn that 
Columbian users are carrying around 7% 
extra weight. The rate of deterioration 
in sunlight as mentioned from the PATC 
Bulletin is open to considerable ques-
tion. I hope to have some useful figures 
soon from both Columbian and Plymouth, 
as well as the basis for the PATC 
statement. Your author forgot to note 
that the PATC qualified their statement 
by saying that this "nylon rope of a 
gold color" was not made into mountain 
climbing rope. Anyway, if it was Gold-
line as presently available, and if it 
deteriorated twice as fast as ordinary 
nylon, it would still take ten months of 
continuous exposure to Florida weather 
before the Goldline would be down to 
the strength of regular nylon. Since the 
actual rate of deterioration was not 
given, and since the rope in question 
was not identified, nor was Columbian 
rope mentioned, I wonder at the insinu-
ation intended by your source of infor-
mation. 

The point is — statistics can be mis- 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

AMMO'  

leading! 

I would like to take this opportunity 
to call on all manufacturers and sellers 
of technical climbing equipment to adopt 
a uniform code for stating the strengths 
of their various items of rope and hard-
ware. I have been using the following 
system myself ever since I started mak-
ing pitons and carabiners. It is simple, 
honest and informative. 

Needless to say, all samples should 
be regular production models as offered 
for sale to all customers. 

In testing pitons and bolts, a jig 
should be used to hold the blade hori-
zontally as it is most of the time in 
actual use. 

The number of specimens tested 
should be stated. 

Tne highest and lowest strengths 
obtained should be stated. 

The idea behind stating the number of 
specimens tested and the range of the 
strengths obtained is that the climber 
will then have a clear idea of the low 
strengths he is likely to draw in the pot 
luck of ordering, or picking out half a 
dozen pieces of hardware. Many tests 
with only a few hundred pounds vari-
ation indicates a reliable product. Great 
variation in strength, unless even the 
weakest is much stronger than neces-
sary, could be suspect. Averages, or a 
single figure for one extra strong speci-
men are avoided. 

I don't often write letters to editors, 
but that piece read like a paid ad for 
Columbian Rope and I happen to sell 
Plymouth (I use it, too). Keep up the 
good work on a grand magazine. 

Gerry Cunningham 
Ward, Colorado 

New FREE 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 shoul- 
ders. Weight 4%2 lbs. 46.75 
NEW PRODUCTS — Folding Aluminum Candle 
Lantern and One-liter Polyethylene Flask. 

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: 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

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

, 
Camp &Trail Outfitters 

DI P1 W  •  112 C11A11131 12S S s  NI 1W YORK 7, N.Y..  
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Along with our custom made 
climbing boots, we can now 

supply you with many imported 
mountaineering items. 

We have numerous relatives 
living in Germany who are ardent 
climbers and they are constantly 

informing us of the latest and 
best equipment available. This 

we are now importing directly 
from the manufacturer which 
means the elimination of the 

middle man and a substantial 
savings for you. 

Deuter Rucksacks • Cuno Rainer 
Himalaya Ice Aces •Crampons — 

Eckenstein and a light weight 
Italian style • "Ess" Sole 

and Heel Edge Nails • PerIon 
Climbing Rope • Deuter two-man 

tents • Vibram Sole and Heel 
sets. 

We would like to hear from you — 
brochures and prices will be 

sent on request. 

Peter limmer & Sons 
Intervale, New Hampshire 

37" t1 xas  

Dear Editor: 

As an Amen to Mr. Meyers' salutary 
article on solo mountaineering, permit 
me to suggest Whymper's words: 

"Climb if you will, but remember that 
courage and strength are nought without 
prudence, and that a momentary negli-
gence may destroy the happiness of a 
lifetime. Do nothing in haste; look well 
to each step; and from the beginning 
think what may be the end." 

The "certain mountain" he does not 
name for fear of popularizing it sounds 
very like Cathedral Peak in Yosemite. 
Am I right, Mr. Meyers? 

Lyn R. Wright 
Berkeley, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

This is a rather belated note of con-
gratulation on the splendid job you have 
been doing with Summit, a job which 
should be supported by every mountain  

lover in America. I have enjoyed every-
thing, from recipes to climbing classi-
fications, although I sometimes sus-
pected you were running articles on the 
latter just for the belly laughs they 
give to us non-technical climbers. 

Thanks especially for the thoughtful 
pieces by such mountain philosophers 
as Harold Walton; for those of us who 
climb neither for thrills nor first as-
cents, thoughts such as his reinforce 
our own unexpressed feelings towards 
the finest hobby going--mountaineering. 

Along this line of thought, I enclose 
a poem which was an accidental result 
of reading Sir John Hunt's account of 
the Everest assault. 

HILLARY AND TENZING 

EVEREST — 1952 

No man can climb alone 
Across the treacherous, boulder-strewn 

moraine 
And up the ice-fall route to col and 

summit, 
And hope to return. 

No man can face alone the desperate 
wind 

That tears at his life's moorings on the 
high 

And lonely ridgetop of the world. 

The bitter dark of Himalayan dawn 
Is more than any man can bear, alone. 
Without the warm, electric link of 

climbing rope 
From man to man, 
The awful, empty pull of space beneath 

his feet 
Would suck him of his will to struggle 

on. 

It is just here, among the obdurate 
truths 

Of rock and snow and ice, 
That one can measure best his helpless- 

ness 
Before the natural world, 
And, lonely in the grasp of wind and 

height and cold, 
His blind dependence on his fellow man. 

Bob Parker 
Lakewood, Colorado  

Dear Editor: 

With apologies I write that I do not 
wish to continue my subscription for 
"Summit." Frankly, I was disappointed 
in the material offered as I'm sure there 
would be a great many interesting ex-
periences to write about if people would 
"come across." 

I will return the two issues I received, 
if you wish, and let my subscription go 
for a while. Sorry to renig, but I don't 
feel it's all it might be. 

Ruth V. Schirmer 
Unadilla, New York 

camping recipes 

Breakfast Omelet for One 

Heat 1/2  cup of water to boil. Add 1 
tbsp. dried tomatoes and 1 tbsp. dried 
onions. Cook about 5 minutes. Drain off 
hot liquid and add 3/4  cup cool water. 
Stir in 4 tbsps. powdered eggs and 1 oz. 
grated cheese. Cook slowly. When thick, 
omelet is ready. Takes about ten min-
utes to prepare. 

Alice Holubar 

Gingerbread & Applesauce 

Prepare applesauce as directed on 
small package of "Gray-Sauce" or simi-
lar preparation. Put about half of the 
sauce into each one of two-pound coffee 
cans. Mix 1 package of gingerbread mix 
as directed on package, divide in half, 
putting half into each coffee can on top 
of applesauce. Clamp on the cover or 
weigh it down with a small rock and put 
into hot coals of the campfire until done. 

Nicky Fisher 

Spanish Rice for Four 

At home: Package in a plastic bag 1/2  
oz. dried tomatoes, rolled fine with a 
rolling pin. Add 1 tsp. salt, 1 tbsp. sug-
ar, 1 tsp, chili powder and 1-2/3 cups 
Minute Rice. 

In camp: Add 5 cups cold water and 
simmer 5 minutes. Add 2 oz. cheese and 
any meat such as bits of fried bacon or 
Canadian Bacon. Keep hot 15 minutes, 
covered tightly. 

Alice Holubar 
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Mourn.. taiiimers - 
By Sam Sil erstein 

When all the mountains of the e (th are traveled n, 
And you can drive right up Mc nley in your fancy 
I hope that there will still be en who cherish true 

\ The quiet musing of a friend, "now there's a 11101211a.i. 

\ When the trip across the Atlantic is an hour or two, at most, 
And you can take a subway from New Hampshire to the coast, 
Will the world we all live in have become so civilized, 
That even wanderings on a mountain top are entirely mechanized? 
Will the mountaineer of the future, grow soft and then forget 

That the pleasure of the summit is the work, thought, and 
Yes — the sweat? 
For men will soon be climbing on the mountains of the moon, 
(Not the ones in Africa but the ones in dark at noon), 
And in the coming space age, I can see them conquering all; 
Before the interplanetary mountaineer the lunar peaks will fall. 
At one quarter of earth's gravity 
They'll bounce from lunar cavity. 
With anti-matter belts they'll plummet 
Onto every lunar summit. 
And now I fear they won't recall the joy they used to find 
In toiling up a mountain slope and leaving cares behind. 

I hope to all the heavens that there'll never come a day 
When sweating for the mountain peak will have gone the way 
Of treks to the head of the Amazon, or first to reach the pole, 

When 'round the world in eighty days was the navigators' goal. 
For if that time should ever come I know what I would do — 

I'd head out for the Himalaya — the land of Katmandu, 

And dream of virgin summits in my own new Xanadu. 
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