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"Mountain folk, whose features 
have been carved by wind and storm, 
look older in their youth - 
younger in their old age." 

--Heinrich Hcirrer 

Norman Clyde's unlined face and 
sparkling eyes belie his age of nearly 
eighty years. No other man, including 
John Muir, has climbed so many 
mountains. A conservative estimate is 
well over a thousand. More than 200 
first ascents are attributed to him, 
of which 152 are recorded in the 
"Climber's Guide to the Sierra." 
Many of these routes are fourth class 
climbs (Sierra Club rating: a rope 
must be used for safety.), but Norman 
Clyde did them solo. One such peak 
is the Clyde Minaret which bears his 
name. 

Clyde is a well-educated man, having 
graduated as a classics scholar from 
Pennsylvania's Geneva College. 
In 1909 he was lured to California by 
the writings of John Muir. 
Clyde put in a dozen restless years 
as teacher and principal at 
Big Pine, California, then quit and 
took to the Sierra for good. 
When he isn't wandering in the Sierra, 
he lives in a ranch house along 
Big Pine Creek. Despite his 
years, he still carries a tremendous 
pack, weighing eighty pounds. 

Clyde will forever be known as "the 
old man of the Sierra," and rock 
climbers, carefully belayed, will reach 
the top of many "delicate" pitches 
and ponder over this man that 
climbed them alone. 
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Mount McKinley - 20,320 feet. 

Base Camp, 10,000 feet elevation, located just below 

Kahzltna Pass on upper Kahiltna Glacier. The Schoening-Day-
Uhzttakers party was flown to this point by Don Sheldon prior 

to ascent of peak. Rescue parties were also flown here by 

Sheldon and others, including Air Force helicopters. 

Camp just below Windy Corner (13,000 elevation) where 

rescue party was stormed in two days during descent with 

2 

Photo by Bradford Washburn 

Whittaker twins. Small tents were blown down or torn, forcing 

18 riien to huddle in five-man Army hexagonal tent for 36 

hours. 

14,000-foot carol) below ice slope. Schoening party's 

second campsite, also used by rescue party prior to bringing 

Whittakers down; broad snow basin used for landing and 

evacuation of Mrs. Helga Bading after she had been brought 
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Accident on Mount McKinley 

On May 17th, a party of four from Anchorage, Alaska, and 

another party of four from Washington state, reached the 

summit of Mount McKinley. On the descent one of the 

Washington climbers slipped, resulting in a sliding fall for 

the entire party. The ensuing rescue was given nationwide 

publicity, including a writeup by Life Magazine. Because of 

the erroneous impressions given by the press about this 

accident, Summit has received permission from the Mountain-

eering Club of Alaska to reprint from their monthly publica-

tion, Scree, the daily account of events by Paul B. Crews. 

The picture of Mount McKinley was obtained through the 

courtesy of Bradford Washburn, Director of Science Park, 

Boston, Massachusetts. Dee Molenaar furnished the details 

outlined on the picture. 

By Paul B. Crews 

MAY 7, 1960 

Doctor Rod Wilson, Helga Bading, Andy Brauchli and I left 

Anchorage on the 8:30 a.m. Alaska Railroad northbound, ar- 

down ice slope from Anchorage Party's camp at "E" 

(16,500 feet) by Paul Crews and Chuck Metzger of Anchorage 

party. During descent of rescue party, after evacuation of 

Whittakers to 13,000 feet, about 14 men were marooned here 

by storm and deep snowdrifts for four days; two became sick 

and were flown out by Sheldon. 

Ice slope, between 14,500 feet and 16,200 feet eleva-

tion, upper one thousand feet anchored by fixed rope placed 

by Japanese Expedition. Slope averages 40-45 degrees in 

upper part. 

Location of Anchorage Party's highest camp at 

16,500 feet and point at which Whittakers first contacted by 

ground rescue party flown to 10,000 feet. 

Location of Schoening-Day-Whittakers highest camp at 

16,800 feet more or less. After accident, their high camp was 

moved up higher, near location where helicopter pickup might 

be made at "G." 

Point of helicopter pickup of John Day and Pete 

Schoenzng, about 17,300 feet, world's highest plane landing 

by pilot Link Luckett in Hiller helicopter. 

Location of accident, where Schoening-Day-Whittakers 

slid about four hundred feet down rough ice slope, after de-

scent of steeper ice below Denali Pass, upon return from 

summit.  

riving at Talkeetna at 12:15. We were met by Don Sheldon, 

our pilot. Chuck Metzger, fifth member of our party, had pre-

ceded us and checked through our climbing gear with Mr. 

Bohlin, the Chief Park Ranger. He had been flown to the 

8200-foot level on Kahiltna Glacier the day before and set 

up camp. Sheldon had also taken in our airdrop to the 10,200-

foot level, so all of the preliminaries were out of the way. 

Within fifteen minutes of arriving at Talkeetna, I was on my 

way via Sheldon's Supercub to our first camp on the Kahiltna 

where Chuck was waiting. By 7:15 all five of our party were 

assembled on the glacier "shaking down" equipment for use 

during the next few days. 

MAY 8, 1960 

The weather was calm and clear with the temperature at 

10 degrees F. when we got up at 6 a.m. Because of adjust-

ments to packs, snowshoes, etc., it was 9:40 before we got 

underway. Due to acclimatization problems, we did not 

arrive at our airdrop (10,200 feet) until 3:15 p.m. We spent 

the rest of the day sorting out airdrop items and packaging 

them for transport to higher camps. 

Two Japanese parties from Meiji and Waseda Universities 

had established basecamp nearby, and while all members 

were at higher camps, they had left quite elaborate, well-

stocked camps. 

The weather closed in at 7 p.m. and it snowed all night. 

MAY 9, 1960 

At 7 a.m. the temperature was at 12 degrees. The weather 

cleared at 9 a.m. and almost immediately the glacier became 

unbearable from the heat (about 60 degrees), without a breath 

of wind. We put on snowshoes and our packs and trudged up 

the well-flagged (by the Japanese) trail toward Windy Corner. 

We were sweltering victims of "glacier lassitude." At about 

11,500 feet we ran out of new snow and onto hard packed 

snow and ice. We cached our snowshoes, put on crampons 

and continued up the glacier to a sheltered spot overlooking 

part of Peters Glacier. We dumped our loads at 1 p.m. at an 

estimated 12,000 feet and worked until 4 p.m. leveling a 

spot for tomorrow's camp. We then headed back down the 

glacier to our 10,200-foot camp. 

MAY 10, 1960 

The wind picked up during the night and blew with gusts up 

to forty mph., but morning dawned clear and cold. We packed 

camp up to the 12,000-foot site and put up the tent by 1:30 

p.m. Helga was not feeling well, so the rest of us left her at 
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Altitude sickness prevents Helga Badin!  
camp and carried the extra loads up to 13,000 feet where we 

cached them next to a pile of Meiji University supplies. 

When we arrived back at our 12,000-foot camp, Helga had 

supper waiting for us. The temperature was minus 10 degrees 

when we went to bed at 7 p.m. 
MAY 11, 1960 

It warmed up during the night to 17 degrees, calm and 

snowing. Since Helga, Rod and I were all suffering from 

altitude (headaches and upset stomachs), we did not start 

packing up the slope until 10 a.m. Helga was especially 

bothered, but we managed to carry camp up to 13,200 feet 

where four members of the Waseda University group were 

camped. They reported avalanche dangers just ahead. Leav-

ing Helga behind to make camp, the rest of our party re-

turned to the 13,000-foot cache and lugged the supplies up to 

about 14,000 feet, beyond Windy Corner. Because of poor 

visibility and snow conditions, we made another cache, and 

returned to the 13,200-foot camp about 5:15 p.m. After a tea 

party with the Japanese we had supper and went to bed by 
9 P.M. 
MAY 12, 1960 

We left with camp about 10 a.m. The sky was clear and the 

temperature plus 4 degrees. We encountered 25-30 mph. winds 

rounding Windy Corner, but were through it to relatively calm 

weather in the big bowl by 10:45. Helga had been having an 

upset stomach for a couple of days and I decided when we 

reached our 14,000-foot cache at 11:45 that she was in no 

shape to travel. We pitched the two-man tent, put Helga in it 

with her sleeping bag and carried the rest of the camp on up 

to 14,400 feet where we arrived at 2 p.m. 

Chuck and Andy immediately went back to get part of the 

cache and to bring Helga back with them. Rod and I leveled 

a campsite and made camp below the icewall and out of 

range of avalanches. Chuck, Helga and Andy arrived at 4:45. 

MAY 13, 1960 

Rod and I went down to our 14,000-foot cache and brought 

up the rest of our supplies. Andy and Chuck left at 10 with 

light loads to go up the icewall. They reached the top of the 

West Buttress (16,200 feet) at 4:45. They used the thousand 

feet of fixed rope the Meiji University group had installed, 

and estimated a saving of two days in time for our party. The 

wall was about fifty percent clear of snow and the step cut-
ting in the exposed blue ice would have been tremendous. 

Andy and Chuck returned at 5:30, at the same time that we 
received three visitors from the Meiji University group. We 

had another tea party, then to bed at 8:30. 
MAY 14, 1960 

Rod, Andy, Chuck and I left for the 16,200-foot level on the  

West Buttress at 9:30 with the rest of the supplies. We 

stopped at 15,000 feet to visit with the Meiji's at their camp, 

then went on to the top of the ridge, reaching our cache at 

2 p.m. We returned to camp by 4:30, had supper, then carried 

camp up to 15,500 feet just below the fixed rope. We carved 

out a site on the lower lip of a huge crevasse, had tea and 

were in bed by 10:30. After a day of rest, Helga seemed to 

be in fine spirits. 

MAY 15, 1960 
We woke up to a noisy tent. The wind was blowing in gusts 

up to 30 mph. Helga was bothered by altitude sickness, so 

after getting all packed, decided against climbing today be-

cause of weather and sickness. 

Andy and I dropped down to the Meiji camp for a visit and 

learned that the entire high camp (Meiji) was being brought 

down today - another reason for not climbing; they would 

want exclusive use of their fixed rope. 
Don Sheldon came over about noon and dropped a lot of 

items on the glacier below at 14,400 feet. Later in the day 

four climbers arrived from the direction of Windy Corner and 

started gathering up supplies. We knew it must be the John 

Day party. 
Our present camp was the first where we felt we had line-

of-sight with the radio relay station atop Mount Susitna. Prior 

to this we had been hidden from the station by Mount Hunter. 

Accordingly, we got out our small portable Motorola, warmed 

up the batteries and made contact almost immediately. I 

called up Betty (my wife) at our Anchorage residence via 

phone patch, and passed on all of the news of our trip to 

date. 
MAY 16, 1960 

We started up the icewall at 10 a.m. with camp, arriving at 

top by 1 p.m. Andy and Chuck started up the West Buttress 

ahead of Helga, Rod and me, as Helga did not feel like 

climbing very fast. They were soon back down again, how-

ever; they had had some unfortunate luck - our cook kit had 

somehow come loose on one of the packs and was now half-

way down Peters Glacier! Fortunately, we carried a second 

stove, but the loss was still disheartening. By the time we 

had recovered from the loss we discovered that the Day party 

had overtaken us. 

After a short rest they passed us and went on up the ridge, 
where they camped at about 16,600 feet. Because of Helga's 

altitude sickness we made camp at 16,400 feet, just below 
their camp. Weather: Clear, calm. Temperature minus 17 

degrees. 
MAY 17, 1960 

We got off to a late summit start. Helga was still suffering 
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rom being second woman on McKinley's summit___ 
from altitude sickness and definitely could not make the 

summit in her present condition. We other four decided to 

make the summit try while the weather was good, leaving 

Helga in camp. Perhaps in a day or two, if she were to 

properly acclimatize, we would try again. When the decision 

was reached to climb without her, it was 10:40. As we left 

she mournfully took pictures of our departure. 

We passed the empty Day camp about two hundred feet 

above ours. As we reached 17,000 feet and looked across the 

snowfield, we saw the Day party about half-way up Denali 

Pass. We climbed behind them, perhaps by an hour. They 

were following the Meiji markers, and adding some of their 

own, so we had no trouble in following. At about 6 p.m., just 

below the final ridge, we reached and passed them, and took 

our turn kicking and chopping steps. We finally reached the 

South Summit at 7:15, with the Day group right on our heels. 

The weather on top was clear, calm, with the temperature 

minus 30 degrees F. 

Susumo Takahashi of the Meiji University group and one 

member of his party had previously carried a two-man Meade 

tent to the Summit and had camped overnight. They had also 

erected a new plastic pole at the summit, and had flown from 

top to bottom flags in the following order: U.S., Japanese, 

Alaskan and Meiji University. It made quite a colorful dis-

play at the top of the continent. 

After numerous pictures were taken, we started the descent 

at 7:45 p.m. The Day party stayed behind for more pictures. 

We were back to Denali Pass at 9:30 and were on the 17,000-

foot snowfield at 11. We noticed that Day's party was per-

haps forty minutes behind us, descending a steep, crevassed 

section of wall. 

Shortly thereafter, Rod looked around and found that the 

entire Day party was heaped up in a pile at the foot of the 

slope. They had just taken a fall of about five hundred feet. 

We were about three-eighths of a mile from them, but by 

shouting were able to establish that they were in trouble and 

wanted a tent. 

Our party (as apparently was Day's) had reached a point of 

almost complete exhaustion. Andy Brauchli and I were at the 

moment apparently the least exhausted, so we hurried down 

the ridge to the Day camp and took down their tent, packing 

it on a board. Then, while Andy went on down to our camp to 

warm up the radio batteries in case we needed communica-

tion, I started back up the ridge with the Logan tent. At 

about 16,900 feet I met the Day party (without Day) descend-

ing the ridge. They were roped, but were suffering from head 

injuries and frostbite. Lou Whirtacker seemed to be in good 

shape, but Jim Whittaker and Pete Schoening were apparently  

not aware of much and were in a state of shock. 

In view of the fact that they could travel and that I had 

their tent, I suggested to Lou that they pick up their sleep-

ing bags at their camp and drop the two hundred feet to our 

camp. Lou said they would but it was too much for them. 

They finally crawled into their sleeping bags (without tent) 

at their own camp. 

When I got the tent up to Day, I found him in a sleeping 

bag, dressed warmly in down clothing and prevented from 

sliding down the hill by a packboard and two ice axes. I 

leveled a tentsite around Day, slit a hole in the tent bottom 

and set the tent up over him, returning to our camp at 3:30 

a.m. Weather: clear, calm, minus 15 degrees. 

MAY 18, 1960 

I awoke at 4:30 to find Rod getting ready to go up and see 

his patients. He had been so exhausted the night before that 

it was physically impossible for him to do more than return 

to camp. Now, with about three hours slecp bchind him, he 

was impatient to be off. We discussed the situation and, as 

he left for the upper ridge, Andy, Chuck and I started getting 

the radio ready for an emergency call to Anchorage. The call 

was made about 6 a.m. and read as follows: 

"All members John Day party suffered fall 11:30 p.m. May 

17. Day injured seriously, probable broken leg. Needs air 

evacuation. Present location at 17,000-foot level top of West 

Buttress 200 yards from flat area. Can pack to flat area. 

Bring fresh batteries for Motorola Model H23-1 Handy Talky. 

Will standby your message at 8 a.m. and every 2 hours. Re-

peat, send batteries. Paul Crews." 

The first call was made to John Johnston, chairman of the 

newly formed (only one month old) Alaska Rescue Group. 

Subsequent calls were handled by Hal Sherman who coordi-

nated with the Military Rescue Coordination Centers at 

Elmendorf Air Force Base. 

Helga did not feel well at all, and we did not feel that she 

should be left alone in the tent. Chuck and Andy, therefore, 

went up above to help the Day party, while I kept radio 

schedules every two hours. 

Rod and Chuck returned at 12. Rod's report of casualties: 

John Day - fractured left leg. 

Pete Schoening - severe head injuries, frozen left hand 

Jim Whittaker - head injuries and frostbite. 

Lou Whittaker - possible frostbite. 

In the meantime, I learned by radio that an Air Force or 

Army helicopter was to pick them up in the afternoon. Chuck 

and I immediately climbed up to the Day camp at 16,600 feet 

and were able to get the Whittakers and Schoening to climb 

(despite injuries) back to 17,000 feet to their tent, the only 
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Injured evacuat 
logical helicopter pickup site. It took them about two hours 

to make the climb. Andy, Chuck and I stood by waiting to 

load John Day when the helicopter arrived. We knew that we 
would have to carry him about two hundred yards from the 

tent to the level landing site, but were afraid to move him 

until the last minute because of his broken leg. About 4 p.m. 

we heard the chopper, but it flew by with no attempt to land. 

Twenty minutes later, Sheldon flew over and dropped batteries 

and medical supplies. The chopper never returned and at 5 

p.m. Andy and I started down the ridge. Andy stopped at the 

16,600-foot camp, loaded up and returned with the Day party's 

sleeping bags, stove, fuel, etc. while I went down to radio 

Anchorage of the situation and see what was keeping the 

helicopter away. 

At camp, Rod was quite perturbed over Helga's condition. 

He felt that not only the Day party should be evacuated but 

that Helga should be also taken to a lower altitude immedi-

ately. Apparently the shock of the news of the accident above 

had not helped Helga's condition. This information was duly 

radioed in, together with a request for another tent and stove 

at the upper camp. 
In the meantime Rod packed up his sleeping bag and started 

the climb up to the 17,000-foot camp to stay the night with 
the Day party. At the next radio schedule I was informed that 
a civilian "Allouette" helicopter would be over at 6 a.m. 

Sheldon would show him where to land, and then he would 

shuttle the injured to the base of the mountain where Sheldon 

would ferry them out. I was also told that the Air Force would 

make an airdrop yet tonight. 

Rod knew nothing of the airdrop when he left our camp and 

Chuck and Andy left for the lower camp when he arrived in-

stead of waiting, and missed it. Two tents, a stove, fuel, 

oxygen and other supplies were dropped at 17,000 feet that 

we were unable to utilize until morning when we returned to 

the upper site. Chuck and Andy got down to the lower site at 

12, dead tired. When they had left the upper camp at 11:30 

p.m., Rod and all the Day party were in the Logan tent cook-

ing. The airdrop arrived about midnight. 

MAY 19, 1960 
We got up at 4 so that Andy and Chuck could be on the 

ridge by 6 a.m. for the scheduled landing for the first heli-
copter. Sheldon went overhead at 6:20 with 'copter in tow. 

Nothing further happened until 8 when I discovered (by radio 
schedule) the 'copter had a portable radio No. 320. The Army 

copter buzzed lower camp for about 45 minutes but would not 
land because of turbulent air. I tried to contact the chopper 

on No. 320, but it was ineffective. He buzzed our camp, then 
went to upper camp about 9:30, made a number of passes but  

never landed. Notified 11a1 Sherman of this. I also told him 

that if the Army helicopter would stand by on a 24 hour basis 

we would notify them of favorable landing conditions. I went 

to upper camp at 11 right after Chuck came down, too cold to 

stay longer. 

Before Chuck came down, he and Andy pitched the two-man 

tent received in the airdrop the previous night. Peter 

Schoening wanted to get out of the larger Day tent, so Andy 

and I helped him move over to the small two-man tent. Andy 

took Rod's sleeping bag from the big tent and stayed with 

him all night. Adjacent to the two-man tent and received in 

the previous night's airdrop was a completely equipped in-

halator. I tied it to Rod's packboard and started for the lower 

camp. Arrived about 4 p.m. and Rod applied the entire one 

thousand liters to Helga. She absolutely refused to wear a 

mask so we covered her head with her parka and dropped the 

oxygen inside her sleeping bag. Rod felt it was helpful, but 

was dubious of any great results. The wind came up strongly 

about 6 p.m. although it had been gusty all day. It blew all 

night, diminishing by morning. I didn't sleep all night, wait-

ing for a lull to get a chopper in. The wind also broke our 

only thermometer. Helga had become progressively worse. 

She was now incoherent and could keep nothing in her stom-

ach. 

MAY 20, 1960 

About 3:30 a.m. the wind died down so I walked to the edge 

of the ridge with the radio and called Hal Sherman. I asked 

him when he could send the chopper as Helga should be 

evacuated immediately. He stated that the small chopper 

(that had attempted an earlier landing) had flown back to 

Fort Greely but that they were converting an H-21 to skis 

and that it would be here in about five hours. I called back 

at 4 a.m. and was told to get ready for an airdrop in about 

thirty minutes. It arrived at lower camp at 5 and we received 

akja, batteries and medicine for Helga in free fall. We also 

received a para-dropped package that landed somewhere 

1500 feet down on Peters Glacier. I was told it was plasma 

for Helga that Ome Daiber had brought for her from Seattle. 

A similar drop at 6 included two akjas, and radio batteries 

which Andy brought down just in time to help us evacuate 

Helga. 
As soon as we received the airdrop at the lower camp I 

called Sherman on the radio and asked about the choppers. 

He told me that the 'copters had been cancelled and that 
plasma had been included in the drop. We were to administer 
it to Helga immediately. He also said that there were now 

fifty men on the glacier below, being supported to 14,500 
feet by helicopters. Rod said it looked like the end of Helga 
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n third day af ter accident 
unless we got her down the icewall immediately. It was 

probably 1500 feet down to the para-drop and would take 

three hoars to recover. It was also about six hundred feet 

down to the akja. Rod said that in his opinion getting Helga 

down the icewall was the only answer to save her. The 

plasma would have to be thawed, and at best, conditions 

were bad. I radioed Sherman that they had better get the 

choppers up to Day to save him and the frozen limbs of 

Schoening. I then informed him that I was going to bring 

Helga down in the akja in view of the fact that we had chop-

per cover to 14,500 feet, directly below us. 

Chuck and I dropped down to Peters Glacier to the akja and 

dragged it to camp. We loaded Helga and our sleeping bags in 

it, and with Andy's help (he had just returned from a night 

above with the Days), Chuck and I started down the icewall 

to 14,400 feet with Helga at 10 a.m. We got off the wall into 

softer snow at 15,500 feet, and Andy started the tiring climb 

back up to camp alone. The wind was dead calm during the 

descent, and it was extremely hot on the glacier. Helga, in 

heavy Bauer sleeping bag was suffering from the heat. She 

started to show signs of consciousness at 15,500 feet and 

indicated that she was hot. Chuck and I tried to cool her off 

as best we could and then continued on down the mountain. 

At the fixed rope we lowered the akja, using an ice axe 

anchor wherever possible, or with a carabiner brake anchored 

to the fixed line at a piton, or with a prusik on the line it-

self. We moved down a rope length at a time, anchoring the 

akja between rappels with a prusik to the fixed rope. Below 

the rope was softer snow and we used ice axe belays entire-

ly. 

At 14,400 feet we were met by John Johnston of the Moun-

tain Rescue Group and Don Sheldon who had just landed his 

Piper Supercub for a new high altitude landing record. We 

loaded Helga into Sheldon's plane and he immediately took 

off (3 p.m.) for lower altitudes and a hospital. (Helga subse-

quently made a complete recovery within a week.) 

Chuck and I were flown to the 10,200-foot level for the 

night. About 9 p.m. Link Luckett, a contract chopper pilot, 

in his Hiller helicopter was able to land and evacuate John 

Day from 17,000 feet. We also learned that a Cessna 180, 

with two aboard, had crashed and burned at 17,000 feet. * 

MAY 21, 1960 

Chuck and I were flown from 10,200 feet to 14,400 feet, ar-

riving at 8:30 to find the ground party encamped and prepar-

ing to climb. 

*The  men flying this Cessna were not part of the rescue 

group and had been told to stay away from the area. 

We tied into a rope with Dee Molenaar of Seattle and left 

14,400 feet at 9:30. We were to bring down the Whittaker 

brothers and our camp. (Link Luckett had picked off Schoen-

ing in the meantime.) We reached 16,400 feet, our old camp, 

at noon to find that Rod and Andy had already brought the 

Whittakers down this far. 

After tea, Molenaar and three other rescue members who 

had climbed behind us, escorted the Whittakers down and off 

the mountain. Rod, Andy, Chuck and I broke camp. Our packs, 

including salvageable items of the Day party, weighed around 

75 pounds each. Andy's pack exceeded 90 pounds, in addi-

tion he was towing Peter Schoening's pack like a sled. It 

must have weighed at least 50 pounds. With the load, it was 

a slow descent. An expected storm hovered over us as we 

started down the fixed rope with blowing snow (visibility 100 

feet). We arrived at the 14,400-foot rescue camp at 5:15 in 

the midst of a blizzard. 

Molenaar, several of the rescue group and the Whittakers 

had gone on down to a lower camp, but there were a total of 

ten of us remaining in two Army tents, and we camped out 

the storm at 14,400 feet. 

MAY 22, 1960 

The storm blew all day with gusts to estimated 60 mph. and 

temperature about plus 20 degrees. No one left the tents. 

MAY 23, 1960 

The storm let up about 4 p.m. after dumping two new feet of 

snow. There was one pair of snowshoes in camp, so as a 

party we were trapped. I climbed back up to 15,500 feet with 

the radio in hopes that we might request an airdrop of snow-

shoes; also for a flight out for one of the Seattle climbers, 

Ron Priebe, who was also a victim of altitude sickness and 

too weak to walk. This time we could not make radio contact. 

MAY 24, 1960 

Snow was still too soft to travel on, although stiffening a 

bit. We hoped that by tomorrow the snow would bear our 

weight. Also the avalanche danger at Windy Corner would be 

minimized. 

Don Sheldon flew over and after returning to 10,200 feet, 

landed with snowshoes for us and flew Priebe out. We packed 

up camp, leaving 14,400 feet at 10 and arriving at 10,200 

feet at 2 p.m. 

An Air Force H-21 helicopter took Rod to Talkeetna at 

7 p.m. 

MAY 26, 1960 

Three Army H-2k's evacuated the entire rescue camp at 

10,200 feet, and the party arrived in Anchorage at 6 p.m. 

The retreat from the mountain was not in the script, but at 

least everyone was off the mountain. 

SUMMIT, AUGUST 1960 
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From this small shop in Chamonzx, lrc111ce 

go forth some of the finest ice axes and crl,il/vnc 1,/die 11//H tcrc 

in the world. The Arve River is in the / reQrHII1// al// 

Mont Blanc can be seen in the distance. 

Ira Spring visited the shop, which is owned by Gerard \IHccr 

and Jermarn Charlet, and took this series of photographs 

showing the skillful handwork required in the 

making of an ice axe. (See cover for a picture oj Gerard .\lac( , r 

and Jermarn Char/ct.) 
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THE MAKING OF AN ICE AXE 
.a pictorial story by Ira Spring 

hzrct ctep in the making of an ice ase is to heat a piece of steel 
at the Jorge. 7 he metal is heated just hot enough to be malleable, but 

not so hot as to spoil the temper. 

Om 
 

p.  
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AM 

41 

I 

4 Y 

Monsieur Clerico 

takes the red hot steel and 

punches a hole for the handle. 

Each ice ax 
individualli 

shapei 

1 he metal is reheated 

and then sliced on each side to 

separate the prongs which 
• 

will hold the axe head to the 

wooden shaft. The press exerts a . 

pressure of 200 tons. 

10 
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A power hammer is 

used to pound the hot steel into 

slender prongs. One prong has 

already been pounded out and bent 

down out of the way. 

Then comes the 

careful pounding out of the 

pick of the axe. The 

metal must be frequently reheated. 
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12 

I 

"U...  

gg- 

I_ 	I bree steps in the operation 

of making an ice axe: 
- 	

[he chunk of metal after the first 

punch, the prongs, and finally, 

the roughed-out axe head. 

Above, Monsieur Gaillard hand 

files and straightens the roughly 

shaped ice axe beth/s. 

'2 
THk 1 

Ow 
I4 

'I /eii begins the /onl,' grinding 

' 	and polishing process on power 
• 	, 	- 	 grindstones by Rene Charlet, left, 

t 	 and Rene Masino. Each 

ice axe is individually made. 
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Many iong hour  
I 	 11 0

of grinding,. 

Gerald Moser, one of the 

partners, does the final shapinh 

and polishing of the 

ice axe handle. 

S 
SS*

S
S 

is  

S 

These are the finished 

products of this small shop on 

the Arve River in Chamonix. 

Many expert mountaineers 

consider this equipment as the 

finest made anywhere. 



SLING ROPE USED FOR BEL"IN 
As one becomes more expert in balance climbing the drag of 

the rope is an annoying and sometimes a critical factor. To 
reduce drag to a minimum, the climber can resort to a varia-
tion of double rope technique wherein one ties into two ropes 
and later abandons the initial belay rope and clips into the 
most advanced carabiner with a second rope. 

Another method has grown common with local climbers, that 
of reducing drag through avoiding sharp alterations in direc-
tion produced by carabiners, when the resulting path of the 
rope is not a straight line. This method has been to clip 
several carabiners into one piton, making a chain of cara-
biners and thus restoring the relatively straight line direction 
of the rope. By so doing a possibly fatal error has been intro-
duced. 

Unless safety (i.e., a threaded collar screwed over the gate 
keeper) carabiners are used, and a fall results which exerts 
a twisting force around the axis of the chain of carabiners, 
the pressure of one carabiner can press upon the gate of 
another and the carabiners separate. The likelihood of such 
a twisting force after a fall I could not estimate, but I do 
know that use of a proper system, piton-carabiner-sling-
carabiner-rope, will eliminate this danger and do a better job 
than the chain of carabiners. 

So now we are up to slings —proper slings. A sling must be 
able to do the job for which it is used. The Conns had a fine 
article on slings in Summit (see next page) sometime ago. 
The British use slings much more than most of us in this  

country, perhaps because slings are evidently not an artific-
ial aid in the way that pitons can be so considered. A sling 
which is only used as a rappel seat or an upper belay for a 
rappel can be relatively weak, even one-quarter-inch diameter 
nylon or 5/16-inch manila. 

A sling which is in the direct belaying chain where it might 
have to absorb the force of a falling leader must be stronger. 
Up Rope published* some data on breaking strengths of 
Armed Forces nylon tubular webbing which might be of inter-
est to the reader who prefers this versatile, readily obtain-
able material for made-up slings as an alternative to 7/16-
inch diameter nylon rope. The one-inch (flat) nylon tubular 
webbing has a breaking strength of about 4200 pounds with 
a fisherman's knot further secured by overhand knots or 
whipping. The dynamic belay is an absolute necessity for 
causing minimum strain on any part of the protective system, 
but each part should have a reasonable reserve strength for 
peak loads. 

Reprinted below is an accident report from the British 
Mountaineering Council Journal, Mountaineering, March 1960, 
which concerns improper slings, in this case nylon rope less 
than one-quarter-inch diameter. 

A Belay Loop Failure 

(Courtesy of Mountaineering) 
The Accident. —On Sunday, 7th June, 1959, a party was 

climbing Shadow Wall on Carreg Wastad. As the leader ap- 

SOME 
I have read with interest the many fine articles in Summit 

on foods and food preparation, and particularly the comments 
and analysis of various high energy foods. These articles 
led me to experiment in the area of dehydrated meats which 
I thought might be of interest to some of your readers. 

It began with the excellent article by Marlin Johnson in the 
June 1959 issue of Summit on dehydration of various foods. 
My experience in building a dehydrator using the theory put 
forth in that article was excellent. The machine worked per-
fectly the first time with no alterations. 

Using the dehydrator, I made several batches of jerky and 
after a couple of trials decided that the best size and shape 
resulted from using round steak cut into about two-inch 
squares. This also seemed to be the most economical, too, 
because there is less waste of bone and fat in the original 
meat purchase. I cut the meat into these squares, trimmed off 
all fat (fat does not dehydrate well and tends to make the 

14 

jerky spoil), salt and peppered, and dehydrated. The result 
was quite palatable and particularly easy to eat, because the 
meat originally cut across the grain left only short fibers to 
chew. Several pieces in the pocket make fine trail munching. 
It can also be cooked with other foods but should be soaked 
overnight before use. 

The making of jerky was only a side product of my original 
aim, which was to produce pemmican. There are various ways 
to make pemmican, and I think anyone who does will experi-
ment with the ingredients until a satisfactory item is pro-
duced. Basically, however, it consists of ground jerky and 
rendered suet. The suet acts as a binder as well as adding 
the very necessary fat to the diet. The jerky is reasonably 
fine after being ground through a food chopper. I also made 
hamburger jerky of 'ground round' patties for this particular 
purpose, but I don't believe this additional step is necessary. 
The food chopper seems to handle the jerky squares satis-
factorily. 
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.EADER MUST BE STRONG By  

(Courtesy of Up Rope) 

proached the overhang pitch, his second offered to move a load on the belay loop of 3,000 to 4,000 pounds even if 

higher to give him more protection, but the leader was con- pulled against a perfectly smooth cylinder of large diameter. 

fident and continued, setting three running belays as he Knotted as it was and pulled against a rock spike, its break- 

went. These consisted of rope loops slipped over the rock ing load would be only a fraction of its potential strength. A 

and linked by karabiners to the leader's rope. The leader loop of manila or other material of the same size would break 

fell while tackling the crux about ten feet above and to the at even smaller loads. Such loops are clearly unable to with- 

side of the uppermost belay. The belay loop broke and the stand the force which would have been necessary to stop the 

two succeeding belays were jerked off, the leader was finally falling leader. The load on the loop would have been sub- 

arrested by the second at the full length of the rope and stantially reduced if the second had used the dynamic belay 

suffered severe head injuries. technique and the potential strength of the loop might have 

The Belay. —The broken belay loop, recovered after the been more nearly realized if it had been protected by a 

accident, is of nylon, 5/8-inch circumference, corresponding leather sleeve where it passed over the rock. 

to British Standard 3104, Rope No. 1. It was formed by knot- The inadequacy of these belay loops was noted in the re- 

ting a length of about two yards. It appeared to be new or port on the accident on Cyrn Las of Easter, 1957 (Mountain- 

almost new, clean and unworn except where obviously eering, March 1958) and in B.M.C. Circular No. 265. It cannot 

damaged in this accident. There were lacerations at three be too strongly emphasized, that whenever possible BELAY 

points, one severe near to the knot where the rope had LOOPS SHOULD BE OF ROPE OF THE SAME QUALITY 

broken. The break was clean with no fusing or other sign of AND SIZE AS THE MAIN CLIMBING ROPE. Where the rock 

excessive heat or soiling from the rock. Two of the strands belay or other circumstances prevent the use of loops of 

had broken one inch further from the knot than the third. this size, the heaviest possible rope should always be used, 

Comment. - Allowing for the extensibility of the whole rope and the rope should be protected where it comes into contact 

between the leader and second and friction between the rope with the rock. Leather sleeves fitted over the rope are best 

and karabiners, and assuming that the second did not use a for this purpose. But even with these precautions, some risk 

dynamic belay, it is probable that the force necessary to of failure must be recognized when lightweight belay loops 

stop the leader when his rope became taut on the first run- are used. 

ning belay would have been between ,000 and 3,000 pounds. *Knots  in Nylon Slings, Lembeck and Stirtan, UP ROPE 
Allowing for the friction on the karabiner, this would impose X:15, January 1954 and XII:14, June 1956. 

E W F I N D I N G S 0 N B E E F J E R KY By Ray C. Pulaski 

My trials were in adding other items to the basic pemmican 

to get a high energy concentrated food. 

I first tried "pinole" which I believe was originally an old 

Mexican Indian trail ration made of parched ground corn with 

sugar and sometimes chocolate added. This, of course, had 

good keeping qualities and could be used to make mush or be 

eaten straight. I added this pinole to the ground jerky in 

about half and half proportions, then mixed it with the ren-

dered suet to make a pemmican bar. Incidentally, for those 

who plan to try this, do not 'fry' the suet to get the oil, but 

rather put it in a kettle in the oven at about 300 degrees and 

truly render the suet, straining out the solids before using. 

Also use only the best and freshest suet from the kidney area 

of the beef. The pemmican with pinole was not bad, but I 

didn't care too much for the sweet taste of the sugar and 

chocolate. 

in searching for other pemmican mixtures, I found an article 

by Ruth Johnson in the May 1960 issue on the qualities of  

millet which led me to try this grain as an additive. I mixed 

the ground jerky and millet meal (not flour) about half and 

half and then added just enough rendered suet to bind the 

ingredients together. When the suet has coaled, the cake (as 

I made it) can be cut into bars and wrapped. 

Addition of spices can vary the taste of the pemmican in 

many ways and really is the final touch. I used curry powder 

for one and chile powder in another. It is quite a procedure 

to mix and taste and mix and taste to get it just right, espec-

ially with the local advice you can get over the shoulder. The 

addition of millet, I believe, is the best and produces a 

crunchy, palatable bar. I have tried it out on a couple of my 

Siwash friends and they pronounced it very tasty. 

Essentially, however, this pemmican is ideal for the back-

packer or climber. It is a lightweight, concentrated, high 

energy meat product that requires no refrigeration and can be 

eaten straight or cooked with other foods. 
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the versatile runner 

by jan and herb conn 

W~v ~Pp I 

Since men first started climbing 
with ropes they have continually 
looked for ways to make that climb-
ing safer. They started by flipping 
the rope over projecting knobs and 
behind trees. 

Then they developed the piton and 
carabiner which can be used wher-
ever there is a satisfactory crack. 
And now with the advent of the bolt, 
which can be driven anywhere that 
the climber can spare two hands for 
the job of drilling a hole for it, it is 
possible to lead with safety pitches 
which would be dangerous without 
this added protection. 
With all this new and excellent 

equipment the modern rock climber 
is likely to overlook the simple but 
effective "runner". This is no more 
than a ioop of nylon sling web with 
a carabiner attached. The one inch 
flat nylon web tests at 2,000 pounds 
and makes an excellent runner. Re-
member, though, that the loop is only 
as strong as the knot that holds it. 
At present there is still much con-
troversy regarding what knots are 
best to use when tying nylon. The 
square knot is to be avoided because 
of its tendency to turn and slip. We 
use a fisherman's knot with half 
hitches in the ends 1 With a good  

strong knot joining the ends of a 
five or six foot length of nylon web 
and a carabiner snapped onto it you 
have a runner, which will serve you 
well in a variety of ways. 

Thread it around a tightly 
wedged chockstone, and snap your 
rope through the carabiner. If it's a 
big chockstone join two or more 
runners to reach around it. 

Loop it around a tree as you 
pass. You'll find it quicker and 
easier than squeezing behind the 
tree, and your protection will be 
better because it will retain its ef-
fectiveness no matter which side of 
the tree you are on as you climb 
above it. 

Tie to one when belaying and 
leave the full length of climbing 
rope available for the leader. See 
picture. 

If your piton is in the back of a 
deep crack and the resulting friction 
makes it hard to pull slack, insert a 
runner between piton and carabiner 
and the rope will run more freely. 
See picture. 

If you've driven a piton, only to 
find that a projecting rock makes it 
impossible to put your carabiner 
through it, you can still use the 
piton by threading a runner through  

the eye. 
You can use your runner around 

a horn of rock or knob. Runners used 
in this way are often unreliable as 
the leader climbs above them as they 
tend to be pulled off. However, when 
used with intelligence and judgment 
they can be most effective. See 
picture. 

Last, but not least, you have 
with you a ready made rappel sling 
in case you have to make a fast 
retreat. 
Runners are quick to attach, and 

unlike pitons which become worn out 
just being pounded in and out, they 
are not under a strain unless the 
leader actually falls. 
We carry three of varying lengths 

along with our pitons and carabiners, 
and we thoroughly recommend them 
to any climber as a practical supple-
ment to the more generally accepted 
safety measures. 

Footnote (1). The field of knots in 
nylon is one that is of vital impor-
tance to the mountaineer, and there 
is still much to be learned on the 
subject. We'd like to see an article 
in Summit compiling the known data, 
and pointing the u'av to more re-
search. 
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a runner through the piton 
the rope runs 

e a 	i ly. 

The pzton under the 
overhang causes 
too much friction to let the 
leader get slack. 
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A view of the ChiILiwacs Jrom the summit of Bear hlountazn, shows .\Iount Redoubt on left of picture, Glacier Peak in 
center and Twin Spires, Northwest and Southeast on right of picture.. Photo by Warren B. Spickard 

Tucked away between Mount Baker and Ross Lake in 
Washington State lies a western outrigger range of the 
Cascades which contains some of the wildest and most 
interesting mountaineering country in the nation. The north- 
ernmost section beginning just north of the Canadian border 
and extending to the Little Beaver Creek—Whatcom Creek 
drainage is known as the Chilliwacks. 

Some of the wildest and Because of the recent misconceptions involving the South- 
west Twin Peak (see Summit, June 1960), the Chilliwacks 

most interesting mountaineering country will be the subject of this month's article. To the south of 
Whatcom Pass lie the Northern Picketts, perhaps the most 

in the nation can be found rugged part of the chain and south of the McMillan Creek 
—Goodell Creek drainage, the spires of the Southern Picketts 
rise before the range terminates at the Skagit River. These in the Cliilliwack kauge areas will be covered in the subsequent articles. 

The elevation of the range is not great, the highest summit 
in V/asJlinton. being Mount Redoubt (8,596 feet). however, the deep dis- 

section by streams and glaciers, coupled with the compara- 
tively low area from which the mountains rise (1500 feet at 
Ross Lake on the east and 2400 feet from the Chilliwack 
River on the west) make for interesting climbing. The moun- 
tains are largely composed of granite rocks, predcminately 
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THE CHILLIWACKSs 
0 0 . an outrigger range 

By Warren B. Spickard, M.D. 

diorite, with metamorphic rock in the Twin Spires. They have 

been deeply dissected by Pleistocene glaciers and the north 

slopes show the double cirque configuration of a valley 

glacier, a cliff and above hanging glacier. 

The largest of these is the Redoubt glacier extending three 

miles from Glacier Peak, past the Twin Spires to Mount 

Redoubt. The 4,000-foot north face of Bear Mountain with its 

2,000-foot overhang and the 3,000-foot "Great Wall" of the 

8,500-foot Southeast Twin Spire, alluded to in the recent 

article by Paul Williams, will challenge the most determined 

rock climber. In some areas, especially the southwest side 

of the Southeast Twin the rock is badly weathered and the 

faces are quite rotten, although the ridges are sound. 

The Chilliwacks were visited by our climbing party in 1955 

and 1956, but because of bad weather only a few summits 

were made. The best time of the year is generally the second 

and third weeks in August, although even then a snow storm 

may make the going miserable. Because of the weather con-

ditions it is highly important to make a thorough study of the 

topographic maps of the area and bring aerial photographs to 

aid in orientation in addition to the usual compass and 

altimeter. 

The east side approach may be made by a 120-mile drive 

from Seattle, via Canada to the north end of Ross Lake. From 

here approach may be made by walking around the north 

shore of the lake to Silver Creek (four miles). Then up this 

creek about 41/2  miles, turning south up a big rock slide to 

cross a ridge just west of Glacier Peak II (8,894 feet) to a 

camp on a steep alp in upper Depot Creek Cirque at 6,200 

feet. 

The next creek south of Silver Creek is Little Beaver. It 

may be reached by kicker boat from either end of the lake, 

and was the approach we used in 1955. A four-mile trail leads 

to a shelter in a grass jungle at the mouth of Perry Creek 

(2,000 feet). A fairly vigorous six or seven hours are required 

to follow a rather poor trail consisting largely of blazes 

along the south side of Perry Creek to the upper basin, with 

a 5,200-foot camp at its head. In July the mosquitoes are 

particularly vicious. 

From this camp the Col between the Twin Spires, or "Mox 

Peaks" as they are listed in the latest USGS map, may be 

reached or the "Great Wall" could be attacked. A climb up 

snow slabs to an 8,000-foot Col between the Twins and Glac-

ier Peak enables one to easily stroll up Glacier Peak or 

SUMMIT, AUGUST 1960 	
19 



Few Climbers Visit The Chilliwacks 

tackle the Northwest Twin (8,400 feet). 

The Depot Creek camp on the alp can also be reached from 

here. Because of bad weather, the 1955 party succeeded only 

in climbing Glacier and making two attempts on Redoubt in 

horrible visibility from the Depot Creek camp, being forced 

back by frost feathers on the rocks and three inches of fresh 

snow. Redoubt was reached by contouring the hanging 

Redoubt Glacier, crossing a notch and reaching the south 

side of the peak. In good weather this climb presents no 
problems. 

In 1956 we used the longer, but easier approach, from nine 

miles up the Ruth Creek road, off the Mount Baker highway. 

We took the four-mile trail to 4,962-foot Hannegan Pass, only 

to lose most of our hard-earned altitude dropping through 

alpine meadows and forest to U.S. Cabin Shelter at 2,500 

feet, ten miles in. Another drop down the Chilliwack River 

valley brought us to the mouth of Indian Creek (2,350 feet). 

Sundown found us three miles up the creek and seventeen 

miles from the road. With fair weather the next day, we 

located the trail on the opposite side of a wash and followed 

it about two miles before turning north up a timber cone 

between two creeks. A 3,000-foot climb up the steep hillside 

brought us to timberline on the south side of Bear Mountain 

(7,942 feet). From here granite slabs in a gully lead to a 

notch in the ridge overlooking the great 2,000-foot overhang. 

A steep route, involving several pitons, leads to the left 

(west) directly to the summit, two hundred feet above. An 

easier route can be climbed by turning left from the gulley 

about two hundred feet from its apex, to climb a 150-foot wall 

and a easy ridge. The views of Redoubt to the north, Twins 

to the northeast, and Challenger to the south were most 

reward in g. 

The following day an easy seven-mile pack along a disap-

pearing trail, and through open forest near the creek which 

avoids several vine maple jungles, brought us to a pictur- 

esque 6,500-foot camp on the Col between Indian and Bear 

Creeks. (These might be waterless during some years.) 

Across Bear Lake loomed the crags of Redoubt and to the 

south, the easier slopes of Red Face and Indian Mountain. 

Early morning found us traversing the snowy slopes of the 

ridge east of us, descending to the 6,150-foot Col between 

Bear and Redoubt Creeks. Here packs were left, and we 

climbed rapidly across snow and easy rock to a gulley in 

Redoubt's south face. Aside from some excessively rotten 

rock on its east edge, this furnished no problem, and the 

class three ascent was made without further struggle. 

The summit cairn revealed many climbers in the 1930's, but 

few since. This is probably due in part to the demise of the 

main Chilliwack River road, forcing the subsequent longer 

route to the area, or to the general decline in the locomotive 

powers of Homo Sapiens Northamericanus. 

Returning to our col, we shouldered packs and contoured 

northeast across many small streams and slabs of the 

Redoubt Creek Cirque to a fine camp on an alp near a large 

waterfall, just below the Twin Peaks. Spirits were high for 

an assault on the Northwest Twin spire as the sunset glow 

lit the summits of the peaks above. 

Next morning broke very foggy, and Vic Josendal very 

wisely decided on a day in camp. Phil Sharpe, Duke Watson 

and I, spotting one blue hole in the muck above, headed 

northwest around the very impressive band of cliffs rising 

600 to 1,300 feet above camp, to their easier north sides. 

Here a glacier and a ridge climb involved many stops to 

examine topo map, aerial photos, altimeter and compass. 

Shortly above this, the slabs became steeper and rock shoes 

were donned. We started an ascent of the Northwest Twin on 

the opposite side from the route first climbed in 1941 by the 

Beckeys. About 350 feet of very foggy going up steep rock 

brought our lead man, Duke, to within one hundred feet of the 
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ridge; the summit was another hundred feet beyond a notch. 

As he was putting in a safety piton the snow began to fall. 

Phil heard him remark: "What's that buzzing sound? There 

must be a bees' nest around here." In answer, there was a 

blinding flash, followed by a roar as lightning struck the 

summit ridge a short distance above. In the silence that fol-

lowed, Phil was heard to say in somewhat strained tones, 

"Let's get out of here." 

After twenty minutes of rope untangling, piton and sling 

placing, a 180-foot rappel took care of most of the difficul-

ties. Trudging down through the thickly falling snow, we 

reached camp at three p.m. where we sat in our Logan tent 

while lightning played on the peaks, a mixture of rain and 

snow fell, and the tent developed a leak. 

SUMMIT, AUGUST 1960 

Next morning we climbed an easy snow and talus slope to 

the col between the two Twins to look for a possible route 

on the 8,500-foot Southeast Twin for the next day. Beckey's 

interesting and complicated route, first climbed in 1941, 

looked no easier now with several inches of snow on the 

ledges. Hoping for a sunny tomorrow, we retreated to camp, 

only to be awakened by the steady drumming of rain and the 

realization that our climbing was over. The twenty-three mile 

return trip was made in one and a half days with an overnight 

stop at U.S. Cabin, where popcorn and tall tales were the 

order of the evening. All of us would like to return to that 

lonely range for another crack at the Twin Spires. 

A second article, on the Northern Picketts, will appear in 

a future issue- 
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Crestone Needle 
'Way up in the Colorado Rockies is a 

big conglomerate mountain and it's good 
up there. It's good up there for many 
reasons, but mostly because they 
haven't gotten around to spoiling it yet. 
They call it the Crestone Needle, a silly 
name, because there's really not a thing 
"needly" about it. 
No, just a big massive mountain with 

the most friendly arrangement between 
rock and climber our side of the Atlantic. 
The rock is strange up there; it's pale 
green and dusty violet and pearl gray 
and purple blue and sometimes brittle 
red in places and full of holds. 

All sorts of holds. 
Big holds, little holds. All over. Wher-

ever you reach. As if someone long ago 
had measured man - sized up the limi-
tations of his puny reach—then grabbed 
a bunch of oversized pebbles, cemented 
them with a steel-hard silicate, shaped 
the mixture while it was still smoking 
hot into a proud mountain form, set it 
down between a splash of barren sand 
dunes and a great Western pine forest, 
secured a couple of symmetrical moun-
tain lakes for good measure, and to wrap 
things up gave a blessing of snowfield 
and silence and tranquility and said, 
"Here's a good place; go to it." 

Here then is the Crestone Needle: You 
weave through the big forest away from 
the fine green valley, following the un-
ruly stream that splashes, roars, and 
bubbles down from the two lakes above. 
It's a long seven miles over a twisted, 
rutted, flooded trail that tells you not 
too many come up here; an occasional 
fisherman or hunter, maybe a Forest 
Service man. And sometimes the ideal-
ists with big cleated boots, heavy packs 
and preposterous hats. 

Well, you go up the trail, stomping your 
way across an occasional tongue of 
sugar snow and then after a long tired 
trek you hit timberline. Timberline -here 
the north-funneled wind comes in hard, 
angry and furious, flattening vegetation 
and leaving white-bleached husks of 
gaunt, long-dead pines as a skelectal 
tribute to its howling rage. Linger a 
minute, pick up some firewood, and then 
contour around the last slope, wading 
through a thick tangle of heather to the  

upper valley. There it stands directly in 
front of you, dominant - the Crestone 
Needle. 

No limestone sweep of fancy, no slen-
der shaft of granite aiguille; here instead 
is depth and power. Your eye wanders 
and is lost in a succession of serried 
buttress, streaked with rubbly couloirs, 
sweeping long and hard from north and 
south and erupting in the middle in a 
squat, gaunt pyramidal summit. 

Here before you is a harsh, tough, 
knobby, twisted form, yet blessed some-
how with a strange grace that reveals 
itself from any angle; here is a stark 
buckled upthrust of tortured earth, stand-
ing gaunt and resistant, and enduring 
wonderous thing. 

And strange; strange. You come here 
and you instantly feel a part of it; you 
immediately experience all the rare 
beauty of a mountain garden perfectly 
balanced and unspoiled; you are caught 
in a big sweeping something which you 
cannot hope to begin to explain but 
which is a lasting part of you; you only 
know as you wipe the sweat-crust from 
your face that here is something good, a 
somewhere you have known someplace 
before. And you respond with a silent 
nod in the silent, silent evening and 
think thoughts that don't need words; it's 
enough - you are contented. 

Here it is in part, this green portion of 
our West: Two fine lakes, a good stream, 
firewood from the dead pines down be-
low, heather and tough, sweet smelling 
high-altitude pine for your mattress, a 
boulder to shelter you, and above, the 
big sweeping mountain looking down in 
weather-beaten welcome. 

I know you will find what you want up 
there; there is more than enough good to 
go around. Here's how it was for us: 
One windy, savage, early June evening 

Harvey Carter and I set up a bivouac at 
the big boulder below the Colony Lakes. 
Harvey, veteran Colorado mountaineer 
and guide, had been there many times 
before. I hadn't; I kept gawking upward, 
ignoring my camp duties. 
The wind whistled in from the north, 

sending horizontal pellets of rain across 
the wildly flapping scrub pine and 
heather. A raw night. We labored and  

cursed over our protesting GI stove, 
huddled under the lee side of our boul-
der, watching tendrils of water defy 
gravity and common sense as they 
streamed down a 140-degree overhang 
and dribbled in on us. 

Later, we fought a grim battle in our 
respective sleeping bags, trying to out-
wiggle each other for the only square 
foot or so of dry real estate under that 
boulder. Neither one of us succeeded 
very well. 

It was crystal clear when we got up. 
The Needle was a pallid gold as the 
morning sun struggled through the broken 
residue of last night's fury on the east-
ern horizon. \'e circled around Higher 
Colony Lake and contoured across the 
base of the Ellingwood Arete. We had a 
double hope that day: Climb the 14,191 
foot Needle by its Whitney Route, thc 
drop down and try our luck at the ui-
climbed Black Gendarme, a promineri 
blocky pinnacle on the north ridge. 

Seen from the Colony Lake campsite, 
the Black Gendarme resembles a rectan-
gular overhanging turret clinging to the 
steep right side of the mountain. And 
overhanging it is - stubbornly resistant 
to climbing ascent on all sides. 

We made an early start and selected a 
well-behaved route, hoping to beat the 
inevitable mid-June afternoon thunder-
storm and get in our second climb. We 
started up unroped, climbing in an easy 
zig-zag over diagonal broad ledges inter-
rupted by short walls, angling slightly to 
the left to arrive under a vertical face on 
the south side of a mighty couloir, the 
Whitney Route's only moderately diffi-
cult section. I belayed harvey as he 
kicked steps with experienced assurance 
across the steep snowfield, and joined 
him shortly thereafter on a narrow, snow-
covered flake at the base of the vertical 
continuation of our route. 

The rock was incredible. Unspoiled, 
absolutely vertical, with a monumental 
amount of holds. Harvey led the pitch 
with gusto, and I followed him after a 
long runout. I took a shot at the next 
pitch, and ran into a succession of 
steep, water-soaked cracks. I got up 
over them with the moral support of a 
couple of solid pitons and brought my 

SU
22 	

MMIT, AUGUST 1960 



By Michael W. Borghoff 

partner up. 
We were at the notch on the South 

Ridge, and a few more easy class four 
rope lengths brought us to combined 
terrain again. 

We reached the summit an hour later. 
Angry mushrooms of cloud were billow-
ing up fast from the Maroon Bells to the 
north, dominating the wild and stony 
tangle of the Rockies with a blackening 
counterpoint to the still-spring snow, a 
dark prelude, a thickening silent ques-
tion mark. Harvey fumed and fretted 
while I guzzled a can of peaches and 
caught my breath. 

The threat of impending bad weather, 
plus an unclimbed tower proved too much 
for my meteoric partner, and he stormed 
down the north ridge. I gobbled the last 
of my peaches and scuttled meekly 
behind. 
Half an hour later we kicked steps 

down a steep tongue of snow and looked 
at the bulging tower above us. The 
Black Gendarme loomed squatly upward, 
chunky and inaccessible and not at all 
promising in the now gray afternoon 
light. A strong wind blasted in from the 
west, and the churning cumulus clouds 
around us reluctantly surrendered their 
sharp-edged individuality to a cold gray 
lowering stratus layer. 
Harvey gestured with his thumb and 

said, "I've got a piton in on a hidden 
ledge up there; it's as far as we got the 
last time. Let me take the first lead." 

This was all right by me; it was fine. 
My enthusiasm was dropping about as 
fast as the clouds around us. We tied on 
and Harvey started up, climbing swiftly, 
fighting an awkward right-to-left diago-
nal strata. The wind whistled coldly 
through the notch and probed through my 
threadbare parka. The lead was expertly 
handled by Harvey, and I joined him a 
few faltering minutes later. I looked 
questioningly at him and he motioned me 
on. 

I climbed up; a very vertical little wall 
allowed cramped diagonal progress to 
the right. Holds were fairly good but 
spaced too far apart, and the wind flap-
ping through my pants upset my sense of 
balance and peace of mind. Try as I did, 
I couldn't get a piton in. So up I clawed,  

testing holds, climbing badly, until I 
finally reached the base of an inverted 
chimney and was able to enter it with a 
long spreitzscbritt. 

I felt much better in its mossy confines 
and wormed up the cleft until it narrowed 
and swung up into an overhang. There 
was, far too much air between me and my 
clinibing partner, with nothing but the 
wind-svhipped rope in between, so I 
walloped a piton in the only available 
crack, heard the rising melody of good 
steel well placed in good stone, and 
assumed an absurd belay stance. 

Harvey stemmed up the overhanging 
continuation of the chimney, four feet 
directly out from me, and worked out 
over it. All I could see was the arc of 
the rope as it snaked rhythmically up-
ward. 
Soon I heard a demoniac howl from far 

above, a pretty good indication that the 
summit had been reached. I wiggled out 
and grunted up over the overhang. The 
chimney continued steeply upward, but 
holds were abundant. 
We scrambled up the last few feet to 

the summit together and industriously 
erected an enormous cairn—more for 
immediate warmth than lasting posterity. 

We hunkered behind a protecting sum-
mit block to wolf down a quick handful 
or two of gorp. A preliminary tatoo of 
hailstones set us to rigging a hasty 
rappel point for the descent. 

Too hasty. 
The accursed wind sent the ends of 

our only rope too far to the right, out 
over the overhanging southwest face of 
the tower and Harvey didn't notice our 
slight miscalculation until he'd reached 
the end of his rappel in mid-air. The 
rope strummed and vibrated and the 
muffled sounds of furious carpentry 
—clatters, clanks and curses—drifted 
up from below in the howling wind. 

The rope finally slackened and Harvey 
shouted up for me to join him. I gave a 
final prayerful check to the rappel point, 
twisted the rope around my leg and 
shoulder, and spun down the overhanging 
face to join my partner. 
He dangled in a sling on the wall and 

was energetically pounding in hardware 
for another rappel point. The rock was  

very compact—a Crestone characteristic 
—and we couldn't get a piton in more 
than an inch or so. We therefore sought 
safety in numbers (groaning inwardly at 
the expenditure of pitons) and after ten 
minutes of "Rube Goldberg" engineering, 
we were able to drop sixty feet down to 
the little snowfield where the whole 
venture started. 

As we were coiling our rope for a run-
ning withdrawal, the wind died and the 
cloud blanket above us began to lift and 
show signs of breaking up. False alarm. 

We regained the main Crestone summit 
and wrote a route description in the 
register before starting a leisurely de-
scent down the south ridge. Later, we 
selected a narrow, high-angle snow 
couloir and ran slalom valley-downward 
between rocky outcroppings. Harvey 
roared down in a carefree schuss, and I 
plopped down in an undignified sitting 
position and followed. 

The last snowfield took us right to the 
very edge of Lower Colony Lake and we 
paused, winded and laughing, the thrill 
of a fast descent after a fine climb still 
flushed in our faces, and took a last 
happy look at our cloud-framed majestic 
surroundings. 
Well, that's the way it was for us. I 

pause and look up from my lonely desk 
in an old fallow land and wonder it is 
before me now, its image lucid, ever 
stronger: a big conglomerate mountain, 
unspoiled, eternal as our American land. 

You may go to Europe, but you will 
come back to something like this be-
cause it is better. Because ours is a 
splendor that they sampled, just barely 
sampled, many, many years ago over 
here. Ours is a sweep of huge distances; 
ours is a homeless belonging; a wanting 
and a never finding; a wish, a longing, a 
cry suspended in lovely loneliness in a 
painted sunset on a million flanks and 
crags, and last, oh last, a sweeping 
exaltation! 
For this, our heritage: a deep rooted 

knowledge (as deep rooted as those big 
trees on Yosemite's granite) that these 
things are good and must endure if we 
are to measure ourselves and what we 
are. For there is really only this, and we 
are a part of it, as free and as young as 
it, and it is good. 
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".10UN7A!NEERlNC: The Freedom 
of the liz/Is" —A factual and corn-
prehensive book representing years 
of mountaineering experience, pub-
lished by The Mountaineers, Seattle, 
Uashington. A valuable book for the 
novice of expert Mountaineer. 

S7.80, Postpaid 
(Yashzngton residents, add tax) 

The Mountaineers, Dept. B, P.O. 
Box 122, Seattle 11, Washington 

NEW 
GERRY CONTOUR FRAME 
The only pack frame that is 
actually molded to the shape 
of the human back. Fits like 
a glove. 

FREE 
CATALOG 

Inc., Boulder, 
Colorado 

l)ear Editor: 
We found the topographical quadrangle 

map of Washington in the May 1960 issue 
to be very useful in ordering maps. 

Dr. William S. Ford 
Portland, Oregon 

Dear Editor: 
Perhaps some of your readers would be 

interested in a pre-release copy we had 
the opportunity to see recently of a new 
quadrangle of Tuolumne Meadows, 
Yosemite. The number was N3745-
\911915/5 and the release date was 
supposedly early in July. 

Frank & Irene Wyatt 
Santa Clara, Calif. 

SOLID MOLDED 
FIBERGLASS - tougher "4 / 
than metal. 	Only 2 lbs. / 
COOL NYLON LACING , 

— cradles the back. 
Distributes the load. 

\ 
\ 

THREE SACKS AVAIL. 
ABLE —  or use as a pack , 

board. Finest chrome leather 
padded straps. 

Postpaid - Guaranteed 
Regular 18.20 Large 19.20 

* 	Hihlandcr Hand-CraJted Sweater ' Custorned to YOUR 
individual measure. Scien- 

tifically designed for 
climbing, camping, high 

altitude use. 
Black nylon knit inner 

- nylon carrying case - 
lit choice  nf,,1rnvand  colors  

Price, S39. 95. 
Write for measuring 

information 
and yarn saniples. 

79ir 4:30 1U 3E& 

l)ear Editor: 
Like your anonymous writer in the July 

Summit, I also watch for mushrooms 
along the trail to improve meals in camp 
or back at home. I have yet to be 
poisoned, even mildly. But your article 
is misleading and is likely to encourage 
readers to do some very foolish things. 

It is simply not true that there are 
only . . ."two varieties of poisonous 
mushrooms. . ." Aside from the two 
Amanita species described and pic-
tured, there are several other common 
and deadly Amanitas in the Western 
United States. Most of the hundreds of 
other poisonous species are not likely 
to cause death, but they can all make a 
painful disaster out of a climbing or 
camping trip. 

It is not true that "all poisonous mush-
rooms will have it" (a veil). There are 
poisonous species of Lactarius, Rus-
sula, etc., which do not have a veil. 
According to the article, a mushroom 
without a cup (volva) at the base "is 
not an Amanita and is good to eat." 
This is false too. Lactarius, Russula, 
and all the poisonous species of 
Lepiota, Hypholoma, Boletus, not to 
mention the puzzling Gryomitra Escu-
lenta, lack the cup. 
This last species (which I occasional-

ly eat) deserves special mention. It is 
extremely common in the Northwest, and 
despite its specific name, is blamed for 
a large number of deaths in Europe, and 
has been strongly suspected in poison-
ings in America. 
Your article suggests that the out-

doorsman learn to identify two deadly 
species and eat everything else. Aside 
from exposing the reader to painful ill-
ness, it also places him in danger of 
ruining an otherwise nourishing and 
tasty camp meal by including a plant 
which, while not toxic, has a very disa-
greeable flavor (there are many of these). 

The only safe procedure is to learn a 
few species which are common and un-
questionably edible, and stick to these. 
Know the Amanitas and avoid them, by 
all means, but picking unknown fungi 
and eating them is dangerous and siliy. 

Arlon R. Tussing 
Seattle, Washington 
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Dear Editor: 
Your July issue carried an article 

called "Mushrooms Can Add Zest to 
Your Backpacking Diet." If the back-
packer identifies his mushrooms solely 
from your article, his diet should be as 
zestful as Russian roulette. 

The Mushroom Hunter's Field Guide by 
A. H. Smith, printed by the University of 
Michigan Press, carefully describes 124 
reasonably common and interesting 
mushrooms from the 3,000 plus species 
known in this country. By my count, he 
clears 86 for eating; 25 are qualified by 
comments like "hard to distinguish from 
poisonous types," "poisonous only to 
some people," and "causes temporary 
loss of coordination." Some of these 
resemble your drawings of the edible 
mushroom and the cup fungus. Thirteen 
species are clearly poisonous, of which 
seven in no way resemble Amanitas. 
Smith's reasonable suggestion is that 

if you are not perfectly sure of a species 
you sample a small bit of it and await 
interesting results for a day before wad-
ing into a big batch. 
My wife contributes her own version of 

the hazards of mushroom diets: 
You can take your pick of climbing - 

Rock, 
Or snow, 
Or mountain ice. 

You can snorkel, skin or scuba. 
You can slalom, jump or race. 
You can crawl and squirm and prussik 

in the dankness of a cave. 
You can spread your arms and skydive 
And remember that you gave 

Your all 
To things that death defy. 

But I dare you to deny 
That there's one who always 

Tops you 
As be calmly, coolly 

Stops you: 
Have a mushroom? They're delicious - 
Though not notably nutritious. 
I just gathered them this morning." 

And as another day is dawning, 
No matter how you strive, 
You thunder he'll be stealing 

'Cause he'll have that glorious feeling, 
"Ah, it's GREAT to be alive." 
(The idea, and particularly the last  

line, are either inspired by or plagia- 
rized from the New Yorker review of 
Smith's mushroom guide.) 

Sayre Rodman 
Oakmont, Penna. 

Dear Editor: 
I appreciate your annual article on 

climbing accidents in the United States. 
May I suggest you reserve a section in 
next year's report for climbers whose 
deaths may be attributed to "following 
the mushroom guide published by 
Summit. " 

Sallie R. Churchill 
Pittsburgh, Penna. 

New Limmer Custom made climbing boot. 
One seam construction on upper makes for 
strength, comfort and water proofness. 
Leather lined throughout. Foam padding on 
top of upper. Double stitched, and soles 
are cemented and screwed on. Our boots 
have served well in all parts of the world 
and were chosen to be exhibited in Moscow. 
Write for measuring directions. Guaranteed 
satisfactory fit. Price $32.50 plus postage. 

The S K Illut 
1615 University Avenue 

Berkeley, California 

TH 3-6505 

Equipment and Food for 
Wilderness Travel 

Write for 1960 Illustrated Catalog! 

Photo Opposite: Mt. Robson, 
Canadian Rockies 

Protect your head from accider,Is with a cap designed 
specially for mountaineers. This cap has an anti.shock 
skull pad of No. 11 felt. Tests have shown that this cap 
will reduce by two-thirds a 4,000-pound peak force pro 
duced by impact making it an ideal protection against 
falling stones. Made from fur felt, this cap is suitable 
for men or women. Price 40/. each, including packing, 
postage and insurance. 

THE ALPINE CAP 
Obtainable from: 
Lincoln Bennett & Co. Ltd., 162 Piccadilly, London, W.1 
Lincoln Bennett & Co. Ltd., 36 Buchanan Street, Glasgow 

Austin Reed Ltd., Regent Street, London W.1 
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ONE OF THE "lOP" MOUNTAINEERS IN AMERICA USES, AND 

RECOMMENDS TO YOU, THE "TOPS" IN BACK PACKS - 

The Budd Davis Pack 
DICK McGOWAN, 

I 

Chief Mountain Guide, Mt. Rainier 
National Park, 1956-60 
Instructor, Mountaineering, 
University of Washington, 1958-60 
Member, International Himalayan 
Expedition, Nepal, 1955 
Leader, Mount Logan-Cook 
Expedition, St. Elias Range, Canada 
and Alaska, 1953 
And many other expeditions, 

Says: "I have found it "TOPS" and 
certainly all that you claim for it." 

A postcard will bring your copy of 
our brochure. Write to: 

BUDD DAVIS, Dept. X2 
1150 N. 205TH ST., SEPTTLE 33, WASHINGTON 

We Carry the Finest in 

Backpacking Equipment 

BOOTS Pitons 
Raichle (3 Models) Carabiners 
Pivetta 	(3 Models) Piton Hammers 
Le Trappeur Primus Stoves 
La Dolomite Borde Stoves 
Bass Alcohol Stoves 
Austrian Climbing Cooking Ware 
RUCKSACKS- Dehydrated Foods 
FRAME Lightweight Tents 
La Fuma Lederhosen 
Austrian Alpine Hats 
Lite- Pack Parkas 
Jack-Pack Ponchos 
Trapper Nelson Groundsheets 
Knapsacks Underwear 
Belt-packs Dunnage Bags 
SLEEPING BAGS First Aid Kits 
Crest-Pack Down Repellent 
Dacron Flashlights 
Black 8 Son Pedometers 
Lila Mattress Knifes 

Botas 
Compasses 

Alpenstock Books 
Ice Axes Sox 
Crampons Topographical Maps 
Nylon Rope Many Accessories 

Write for Catalog - Mail Orders Filled 

JONAS 
Ski and Hike Chalet 

820 N. La Brea Ave., Inglewood 3, Calif. 
OR 7-8952 OR 8-3345 

Hours 11 AM to 7 PM - Friday 9 PM 
Closed Wednesday and Sunday 

Dear Editor: 
The oversimplifications, overgenerali-

zations, and plain inaccuracies in your 
article in the July issue, "Mushrooms 
Can Add Zest to Your Backpacking 
Diet," seems to me to be dangerous and 
irresponsible matter to offer a trusting 
readership. 

While the statement that "morels have 
gills" is harmless and would be contra-
dicted by observation of the first one 
collected, there is real public danger in 
the suggestion that the only poisonous 
mushrooms are "Amanita Phalleides" 
and "Amanita muscarza" and the asser-
tion that "all mushrooms growing on 
trees are edible." Krieger's Guide to the 
Mushrooms of New York (Macmillan 1947) 
notes the presence of one of the 
Amanita's poisons, muscarin, in species 
of the Russula and Boletus. He also 
mentions the fact of recorded poisonings 
from various other mushrooms, some of  

which grow on trees, and he describes 
unpleasant illnesses resulting from eat-
ing of many species which do not have 
that "ring" (which you miscalled 
"veil") and basal cup. He points out 
that even when the basal cup is present, 
it is not always obvious and can easily 
be overlooked in the collecting, since 
the base of the stem may be well 
anchored in earth. And he warns that 
even some species of the "safe" puff-
ball can cause prolonged diarrhea. 
I would never go collecting without my 

handbooks for constant detailed and pre-
cise reference and identification. (I use 
Krieger's book and the Thomas "Field 
book of Common Alushrooms," both ex- 
cellent.) Nor do I start a collecting 
season without solemnly re-reading 
Krieger's vivid description of the variety 
of agonizing illnesses and deaths that 
can be invited by carelessness —by fail-
ing to note some subtle characteristic 
which may be all that distinguishes an 
edible from an unsafe species. It is my 
observation that the more one really 
knows about mushrooms, the more cau-
tious one is in identifying them, for 
there are no easy rules of thumb. 

This is not hypochondria, just common 
sense. In climbing, isn't it the ones who 
are foolishly reckless, through ignorance 
or misinformation, who get into trouble? 
The experienced climber knows the 
dangers and is prepared for them with 
skill and equipment. Mushroom-eating is 

Ice Screw with ring, 7" lg.,  7 oz. $1.35 
Ice Screw with eye, 7" Ig., 6 or. $1.3 

These ice screws are being used on 
expeditions to Himalayas and Andes, 
Description of their use in current issue 
of American Alpine Club Journal. 
RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT, INC. 
Dept. 5, 523 Pike St., Seattle 1, Wash. 

"c: ' x,  IrA 40 *, *, * 
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also risky. Summit may advocate living 
dangerously, but should not wilfully 
point the way to danger without fully in-
dicating the hazards and the skills for 
circumventing them. The article on 
mushroom is deplorably inadequate as 
a guide to this terrain. 

Stanley Fletcher 
Urbana, Illinois 

Books for the Mountaineer 
New • Rare • Out of Print • Write to 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 

550 South Pigueroa Street 
Los Angeles 17, California 

Classified Advertising 
Ten cents per word. Payment must be 

enclosed with all orders. 

DON'T LOSE VALUABLE EQUIP-
MENT: Make your own rubber stamp with 
1/4 inch type to save clothing, tents, 
sleeping bags and mark any other item. 
Complete kit $1.85 postpaid. HIGHLAND 
IMPORTS, Box 121 Riverside, Calif. 

SPECIALIZED ROCK CLIMBING 
EQUIPMENT. Write for catalog. The  
DOLT HUT, 2241 Sawtelle Boulevard, 
W. Los Angeles 64, CalIfornia. 

SNOWMASS WILDERNESS GUIDE SER-
VICE, P.O. Box 492, Aspen, Colorado. 

World's finest ONE-MAN TENT. $42.50 
complete. HIGHLAND IMPORTS, Box 
121, Riverside, California. 

NOW AVAILABLE: Reprints of some of 
the more informative articles published 
in SUMMIT from 1955 through 1959. 
Spirally bound, $2.00 postpaid. SUMMIT, 
Big Bear Lake, California. 

€'ri € 
EXPERIENCED • QUALIFIED 

LEADERSHIP FDR 

CLIMB ING SCHOOL, EXCURSIONS OF? 

PALISADE GLACIER 
AND CLIMBS OF 

HIGH SIERRA PEAKS 

WRITE FOR INFORMATION 

LARRY WILLIAMS 
BOX 267, BIG PINE 

INYO COUNTY, CALIFORNIA 

Dear Editor: 
You may be interested that Brussels 

Peak, featured in your July '60 issue, 
has been climbed for, what I believe, 
only the second time, by Hans Gmoser 
and R. Heinz from the 1960 Summer camp 
of the ACC which was held recently in 
Fryatt Creek. The two climbers used 
only four pitons and combined ascent 
and descent were accomplished in ten 
hours to camp. 

Robert Mermelstein 
University of Alberta 
Canada 

P 
JACK 
C 
K 

UNIQUE FEATURES 

Revolutionary waist support carries 
any desired portion of load on hips. 
Complete protection against gnawing 
animals. 
Light weight aluminum construction 
keeps contents cool even in hot sun. 

Write for illustrated brochure. 

STEPHENSON PACK SHOP 
9511 IngIeport Avenue 

Los Angeles 45, California 
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CRYSTAL RiVER GUIDE SERVICE merged with MECHANIZED PACK 
TRIPS and ASPEN GUIDE SERVICE is now known as: 

SNOWMASS WILDERNESS GUIDE SERVICE 
pack trips by Jeep, horse, afoot, with guide, for: 

mountain clzmbzng, fishing, hunting or just touring. 
remote cabin rentals 

P.O. Box 492 Aspen, Colorado 
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Duraluminum Oval Karabiners 
at a New Low Price! 

Made to most rigid specifications; tests about 2800 pounds. Price 
only slightly higher than steel oval. Order today! Only $1.25 postpaid. 

Send for latest catalog. 
When in the letons, visit our Jackson, Wyoming store. Next door to 

the Pink Garter Theater. 

Box 7 	 J1AL Boulder, Colorado 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 

brochure, please write: 

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

6342 San Fernando Road 	 r 

your le tters 
Dear Editor: 
Those readers who remember the 

article on Yellowstone Lake by John de 
la Montagne (December 1959 Summit) 
will be interested to know the National 
Park Service has proposed prohibiting 
all power boats from the Southeast, 
South and Flat Mountain Arms of the 
Lake "to preserve the quietude and 
natural values of these more remote 
reaches of the lake." 

As a former fishing guide on the lake 
(1952-53), I think it is one of the finest 
things which could be done and urge all 
your readers to write the Department of 
Interior, Washington D.C., requesting 
adoption of the proposal. Let's keep 
this beauty and solitude safe from the 
commercial fish fry and boat ride. We're 
rapidly losing it. 

Noel Young 
Winterset, Iowa  

Dear Editor: 
The article by me in the July 1960 

Summit, entitled "Wind," was reprinted 
from Up Rope April 1960. Unfortunately, 
the credit line for the Wind Chill Chart 
was omitted in the reprinting. Since the 
chart is the meat of the article you 
should be all means credit it: Repro-
duced from U.S. Navy Medical News-
letter 32: 12 p35, and Army Circular No. 
40 - 33. 

Art Lembeck 
Bethesda 14, Maryland 

Dear Editor: 
In the June issue of Summit you in-

cluded a humorous poem dealing with a 
subject which has not the vaguest trace 
of humor about it - falling from a moun-
tain face. To those individuals who have 
known the dreadful sickening terror in a 
fall (resulting in either death or injuries) 
there is nothing at all to evoke a smile 
or jest. Shakespeare put it better: "He 
jests at scars who never felt a wound." 
Climbing, whether class one or six, is 

a sober endeavor requiring both a fine 
mind and body, and I cannot label it as 
mature thinking when one lightly depicts 
in poetry or prose the ugliest of what is 
a beautiful sport. 

Guido R. Rahr, Jr. 
Portland, Oregon 

Dear Editor: 
I recently sent you a letter concerning 

your article on the new method for the 
treatment of poisonous bites. I would 
like to give the correct title for Doctor 
Stahnke's pamphlet which I mentioned 
therein. Its title is "Treatment of 
Venomous Bites and Stings." 
It might also be of interest to your 

readers that there is now available a 
handy spray can for emergency use of a 
product called "Frigiderm" which is 
distributed by W. T. Brachvogel, 1723 W. 
7th Street, Los Angeles 17, California. 
It costs about $2.50 and appears some-
what less dangerous to use than Ethyl 
Chloride. 

Robin F. C. Dempster 
Roosevelt, Arizona 
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Mountaineer and Mountains 

L. R. Woods 

He, who has seen For this they come 

The rosy blush of dawn These mountain folk. 

Hit snowy mountain top, They come in thtongs 

Has watched To camp, 
That blush creep down To tent 
Along the sides, Among the spicate trees, 

Push back the clouds, Beside the rippling brook 

The fleecy, roseate clouds Or raging torrent, 

Beneath whose blankets lie To bask beneath the sun, 

The lesser peaks Beneficient and kindly, 

In jumbled disarray Which lifts 

Asesmbled Quite imperceptibly 
'round the base of The snowy covers of retreating Spring 
Monarchs. From off the blazing handiwork 
He, who of Gardener Supreme. 
Has witnessed this The meadow, 
Has seen the hand of God Now in beauteous perfection 
Create a day. And color 	riotous, 

Where yesterday was trackless white. 
He, who has seen They come 
The Alpine Glow To view once more 
Strike snow-white lofty crests This floral paradise 
And hold them Untouched by human hands. 
Silhouetted high A glorious display 
Against the Of lavish 
Dimming evening sky. Color nonchalence. 
He, who has watched 
That soft ethereal glow For this they come 
Dissolve Year after year, 
Into the soul of night For fifty years they come 
Has seen the unseen From many climes they come 
Master Hand And many walks of life. 
Turn out the light of day. And, 

On the Sabbath morn 
Between these mists Assemble in a circling deli 
And shadowy veils To sing, and pray and warship 
There lies Each in his way. 
The day itself. To hear the word - 
The day Eternal like the mountains - 
Beloved of mountain folk. Fall from the lips of mortals, 
A day in which Mortals 
To strive Whose stay is transient, 
For lofty, high flung goals, But words 
For crafty, siklled maneuvers, Constant, true, uplifting, 
Surmounting obstacles Inspiring like the lofty peaks 
Well nigh impossible. That point 
A day Eternally toward heaven, 
To end sometimes To higher things 
With exultation, And peace 
"We have made it!" And God. 
Sometimes 
With mingled satisfaction, 
"Next time may go." 
But always with assurance 
That the challenge was worthwhile, 
The physical exertion 
Like the purging of the soul. 

(Courtesy of the Canadian Alpine Journal) 
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