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ski touring near bullfrog lake 
in the sierra. mount bago in 
the background. photo by tom ross. 
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know 
your 
mountains 
Looleing over the 

largest glacier in the Sierra 

toward California's fourth 

highest mountain, can you name it? 

7 he large crevasse in the fore-

ground will probably confuse some 

climbers since crevasses like 

this one are seen on this glacir 

only in the late JaIl and before the 

first snowfall. 

In order to ta/ce advantage of the 

early morning sunlight for 

this picture, 7 ow Ross reached 

this spot in a record 2 hours from 

the end of the road. 

Answer on page Jour. 
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ING IN THE 
By Craig Forrest 

Whether you are just a backpacker with 
a yen for exploring and fishing, or an 
avid rock climber, the "Palisades" offer 
a rich source of enjoyment. It is pos-
sible to reach any part of the Palisades 
in a weekend, but you'll find that even 
a week will pass too quickly for the 
climbing and exploring that you will 
want to do in this region. 

The Palisades form the second highest 
group of peaks in the California Sierra, 
the highest being the Muir Crest and 
Mount Whitney forty miles to the south. 
The Palisade Crest also includes four 
of California's fourteen 14,000-foot 
mountains. They are North Palisade, 
14,242 feet, Mount Sill, 14,162 feet, 
Thunderbolt Peak, 14,040 feet and Mid-
dle Palisade, 14,040 feet. At the foot of 
the eastern slopes of Mount Sill, North 
Palisade and Thunderbolt is Palisade 
Glacier, the largest in the Sierra. 
To reach Palisade Glacier, leave High-

way 395 at Big Pine and drive eleven 
miles up to the end of the road at 
approximately 8,000 feet. Just before 
you reach the end of the road you'll 
pass Glacier Lodge and a large public 
campground. Big Pine Creek forks here 
and though a trail leads along the south 
fork to Middle Palisade and numerous 
small glaciers, it is the trail along the 
north fork that leads to the heart of the 
Palisades. 
Designed for horse travel, the trail 

ascends slowly along the north fork to 
Big Pine Lakes. You can reach the 
Palisade Glacier in a leisurely six 
hours. In fact, you can do it even more  

leisurely by arranging for the pack sta-
tion at the end of the road to haul in 
your gear. Since they usually have a 
pack train going to Upper Glacier Lodge 
above Fourth Lake daily, the charge is 
very nominal. 

Along the trail, you will have a spec-
tacular view of the massive granite 
walls of Temple Crag, whose ridge juts 
out from the Palisade Crest to divide 
the south and north fork basins. This 
13,016-foot peak has been described 
as one of the most beautiful mountains 
in the Sierra with its sheer precipices 
that rise 3,000 feet above the lower Big 
Pine Lakes. 

There are excellent campsites along 
the shore of Second Lake at the foot of 
Temple Crag. If you are not in a hurry, 
this is an excellent stopping-over spot 
on the way to Palisade Glacier. There 
is good fishing in the lake and along 
Big Pine Creek. A worthwhile side trip 
can be taken up to Contact Pass by 
following the talus slope up along the 
left wall of Temple Crag. From the pass 
there is a grand view of the south fork 
basin and Middle Palisade. 
Continuing up the north fork to just 

beyond Third Lake, you will find a 
ducked trail leading up a canyon on the 
left to a small grassy meadow. Since 
this is the last campsite with available 
wood for campfires before you reach the 
glacier above, it is frequently base 
camp for parties climbing the Palisade 
peaks. At the meadow a trail leads up 
to the left toward Palisade Glacier. 

If you are equipped with a small stove,  

then you will find good sheltered camp-
sites on the rocky ridge to the right of 
the meadow, near the shore of Sam Mack 
Lake. You'll forego a roaring campfire, 
but you'll enjoy two to three hours more 
sunlight in the evening and morning. 
Also, if climbing is your forte, you'll 
be closer to the peaks for a head start 
in the morning. 
Sam Mack Lake has been stocked with 

trout and though it was still frozen over 
in July when we were there last, we 
could see a large number of trout under 
the ice. Though it takes a little effort to 
bring drinking water up to a camp on the 
ridge, there are several foot-deep and 
ten-foot-wide potholes full of water that 
warms up in the afternoon for comfort-
able bathing. 
From here it is only a hop-skip-and-a-

jump over to Palisade Glacier. If you 
are not climbing the peaks, you'll enjoy 
going up and taking a peek into the 
bergschrund at the top of the glacier. Be 
careful of falling rock, however. An ice 
axe and/or crampons are not necessary 
unless you plan to cross the berg-
schrund. During the early part of the 
summer, you probably won't even see 
any crevasses since they will be well 
filled and covered with snow, but some 
deep ones are there (see picture inside 
front cover). 
For a real thrill, camp on the glacier 

for a night—you'll hear it creaking and 
groaning as it moves underneath you! 
From the foot of Palisade Glacier, you 

can take your choice of peaks to climb. 
To the left is Mount Sill; in front of you, 
to the right of a deep U-notch, is North 
Palisade and its Northwest Peak, then 
Thunderbolt and further to the right, 
Mount Winchell and Mount Agassiz. On 
all of these peaks, except Agassiz, you 
should be equipped with lug soles and a 
climbing rope. 
If you are new at rock climbing and 

North Palisade, 14,242 feet and its slightly 

lower Northwest Peak rise majestically above the Palisade Glacier. 

The usual route goes up the icy couloir (called the U-Notch) 

to the left. Crampons, ice axe, rope and the ability to 

dodge falling rock in the col are necessary for the climb. 

SUMMT, DECEMBER 1960 	 3 



' 

it 

/ '-.. 4' 0,O4V 

-, 

S
/ _-_'%,.x• 

5' 	...,..' 	

JI 	F/,?.r Z  
4 

FA..'SW 
SEC,i.O ,AKf 	

/ 

A

0,0512.  
#F  

/ 

- 	•_I• 
cA 

- . - 

	

PA
4 	. 

,.• 
	 A - 	 - 

jN1W i.:. 	 '•. 	
•-: .• --- 
	 ,/ 	NA 	S.c 

I 	- .y 	.; '•' / 

-: 	 " 	 - - '7 	M CAY'

IV 	

Y 

	

OA 7' IPA/SAD( 	 . 

	

£/A/Q 	L'AkE 

'' IA,4 - 

fflpA'E ,4L/5ADE 

A 

still wish to climb these peaks you can people during the summer months. The 
join one of Larry Williams' guided reason for this is that there are no well- 
parties for a modest fee. He maintains a trodden trails over the Sierra Crest and 
climbing school and camp near the down to the John Muir Trail at this 
Palisade Glacier during the summer point. What passes there are, are suit- 
months. If interested, you can write to able only for knapsackers. Large groups 
him for information at Big Pine, Calif. that must have their cast iron stoves, 

huge tents and ice cream hauled in to 
Whether backpacking or rock climbing, them by pack animals have no way as 

you will profit from the information in yet of getting these things over the 
"A Climbers Guide to the High Sierra, Palisade Crest. It is expected, however, 
available for $3 from the Sierra Club, that the knapsackers' Jigsaw Pass will 
1050 Mills Tower, San Francisco 4, soon be made into a horse trail that will PHOTO BY TOM ROSS  
California. load over to Bishop Pass on the Muir 

'Frail. 
Though we once had the misfortune to 

be in the area on opening day of the For beauty, excellent climbing, good 
deer hunting season, and felt lucky to fishing, glacier exploring, not too many 
get out of the canyon alive, the Pali- people, and good campsites, the Pali- KNOW YOUR A10UN7AIPIS ANSWER 
sades do offer solitude and not too many sade area is the best in the Sierra. North Palisade, 14,242 /eet. 
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1,00bzn5' across the Palisade Glacier toward 'ilount Sill, at 14,162 feet California's seventh hz5hest mountain, a 

hu'e boulder is balanced precariously on an ice block. This picture was taken in September when the glacier ice had melted 

auay leaving the boulder in this position. 7 he pattern 01  crevasses are visible on the glacier. (See 

closeup shot on the inside front cover.) 7 he usual route up Mount Sill follows the left skyline, crosses between the 

two peaks, diagonally across the face of Sill, then up the right skyline. 
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The Shawangunk 

The photographs show Franz and Ginni Mohling 

• 	 climbing in the Shawangunk Mountains. The "Gunks" 

are in New York State, west o/the 

J.
- 	

-' 	 ,' 
	 iludson River, at the southeastern edge of the 

S 
• 
	

Catskill Mountains. The photographs were taken not 
- 	

S 	
S•• 

	 far from Poughkeepsie. At this excellent 

- - -- 	 -.- 	 practice area we found several hundred people 

- 	 - 	 • 
practicing during the weekend we were there. 

S 	 • 	 ' S 	 Easterners become quite proficient all-around 

mountaineers by combining such practice with winter 

	

4,V 	mountaineering trips. 

-- 	 -, . 	Hanz Mohlzng, who teaches at Cornell Unzverzty, 
has climbed in Alaska, British Columbia and in 

- 	

5 Washington State. His u'zfe, (iinni, has climbed many 
S 

- 	-• - - - 
	 peaks with him, including Slount Waddington 

- ________ 	 ••.. S 	 this summer. 

- 

Photographs by Ira Spring 	 SUMMIT, DECEMBER 1960 
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Protection of the climber at all times 
is essential to safe climbing, and this 
includes rappelling. A spare rope pri-
marily for rappels, but also available 
for emergencies, can repay many times 
over the effort of carrying it. A 5/16-
inch diameter rope 200 feet long was an 
old standard for rappels because the 
usual 120-foot 7/16-inch climbing rope 
could be used to belay during the full 
length of the rappel. A smooth, even 
sedate abseil, strains the belay point 
the least and is less likely to flip 
loose stones down onto the party, even 
though, with a bomb-proof belay, the joy 
of zipping down free rappels is hard to 
resist. 

In recent years the spelunkers, in 
particular, have improved long free-
rappel techniques and prussik-type as-
cents. Protection usually involved vari-
ations of prussik slings and, therefore, 
precludes rope breakage. If the rappel 
rope does fail, the problem is the same 
as protecting the ascending leader. 

litoris with rings are convenient as 
rappel belays because the rope can be 
pulled down through the ring without 
rigging a sling or abandoning a cara-
biner. Many angle pitons have a ring, al-
though the 10th edition of Hiking, Camp- 

'i ng and Mountaineering Equipment lists 
numerous angle pitons without rings. 
Added to the annoyance of the loose 
ring interfering with driving this type 
piton, is the article's tests below, which 
show a wide spread of strengths under 
slow loading. The probability of failure 
is even greater under shock loading, as 
when a fall is arrested other than with a 
smooth, dynamic belay. (It is noted, 
however, that in one series of tests we 
found it very difficult to exceed 600 
pounds on a spring dynamometer, even 
on the most violently jerky rappels. Pos-
sibly the use of . . ." a (ring) piton 
already in place" . . . which was pos-
sibly weakened by weathering, was 
another factor in the accident reported 
below.) 

In any event, it would be wise to heed 
the advice of the British committee and 
look with a very jaundiced eye on ring 
pitons until further tests of our own 
stocks can be made. Specifications for 
the U.S. Army angle and wafer pitons, 
incidentally, call for rings testing to 
3,000 pounds. I recall at least one ring 
failure which occurred on our local 
climbs; the guilty piton was a Swiss 
angle of otherwise unknown source and 
make. The following article is from  

the British Mountaineering Council pub-
lication Mountaineering, 111:7. 

A Piton Failure 
In August, 1957, a party of two travers-

ing the Aiguille Blanche de Peuterey 
had reached the point where it is 
necessary to descend to the Col de 
Peuterey. The cliff below was heavily 
iced so the party decided to abseil from 
a piton already in place. This appeared 
to be in good condition, with a substan-
tial ring through its head. As the party 
had no spare abseil rope, they untied 
and threaded their climbing rope through 
the piton ring and the leader started 
down carefully, walking down the cliff 
and looking for a landing. This he found 
after about fifty feet and called the 
second to Join him. The second started 
down "in a series of Jumps and jerks", 
and then fell for about 500 feet, being 
killed instantly. The leader climbed, 
with difficulty, back to the piton and 
found that the ring was missing and re-
membered that he had heard it fall. It 
was clear that the death of the second 
had been caused by failure of the ring. 

Through the courtesy of Jackson & 
Parr, Ltd. and Robert Lawrie, Ltd. spec-
irnen ring-type pitons were obtained for 
test and two Jurther specimens were 
purchased elsewhere. Each consisted of 

8 	 SUMMIT, DECEMBER 1960 



1=)IrrO1%*TS sAL]F  Er? 
By Arthur C. Lembeck 

Courtesy of "Up Rope. 

a steel or wrought-iron shank with an 
eye through which a welded-up ring was 
passed. The rings of the Simond and 
Cassin pitons were much lighter than 
the others, being 0.210 inches and 0.231 
inches in diameter compared with 0.275 
inches to 0.285 inches. The rings were 
tested in a tensile testing machine with 
the welds at 90 degrees from the loading 
points, with the following results. 

The last three specimens suffered 
severe distortion, but without actual 
failure. 
Discussion of Test Results: The test 

figures obtained show a very wide vari-
ation in strength of the six pitons tested.  

While the last three are clearly strong 
enough to meet any emergency, the 
others are dangerously weak. The ap-
pearance of the first two, with their 
slender rings, had not given confidence 
and low test loads were expected. It is 
notable, however, that the failures oc-
curred at the welds which had been im-
perfect and in which there had been 
some unseen corrosion which probably 

still further weakened the welds. The 
low value for No. 3 was not expected as 
it appeared before test to be of the same 
standard as 4, 5 and 6. Here, again, the 
low strength was due to an imperfect 
weld, but there was nothing in the ap- 

pearance of the weld to suggest that it 
might be weak. 

It might be thought, from the figures 
obtained, that even the weakest of the 
rings tested would be strong enough to 
withstand the loads imposed during an 
abseil. In fact, the load in an abseil 
rope may rise momentarily to several 
times the weight of the abseiler, and the 
maximum load will be greatly increased 
if the abseiler descends "in a series of 
jumps and jerks." It is notable that in 
the accident reported above, the piton 
remained secure while the leader de-
scended carefully, but failed under the 
increased loads resulting from the more 
exuberant descent of second. 

It is clearly possible to manufacture 
ring-type pitons of adequate strength for 
any purpose, though such pitons are 
relatively heavy. It is equally clear 
that, under the present conditions of 
manufacture and without the safeguard 
of X-ray inspection of the welds (which 
would substantially increase the cost) 
ring pitons can be dangerously weak. It 
is most probable that the death on the 
Aiguille Blanche de Peuterey was 
caused by a weld failure. 

Ring-type pitons must be counted un-
reliable at present, and climbers are 
warned not to use them. 

Specimen No. Make or other Identification Test Result 

1 F. Simond Chamonix Weld failed at 900 lb. 
2 Cassin Weld began to fail at 1,200 lb. 

Total failure at 1,400 lb. 
3 Made in Austria Weld failed at 1,500 lb. 
4 Made in Austria No failure at 3,000 lb. 
5 Made in Austria Weld started to move at 3,000 

lb. Still held at 5,000 lb. 
6 Made in Austria Still held at 5,000 lb. 

SUMMIT, DECEMBER 1960 	 9 
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By George W. Bauer 

Photos by the author and Harold Enstrom 
It was as though we were in a time machine of some unbe-

lievable kind. With each leg of our journey we reverted to 
more and more primitive means of travel; first by car east 
along U. S. Highway 2 through Escanaba and Sault Ste Marie 
in Michigan's Upper Peninsula, by ferry across the narrow 
straits separating the United States and Canada, then by car 
again over The Queen's Highway 17 through Sudbury and 
North Bay, where we right angled north on 11 through the 
nickel and silver mining region, through rough-fronted pio-
neering towns with a certain -ringing cadence to their names 
—Timagami, Kenogami, Sesikinika Lake and finally, after 
eighteen hours, the road's end at Cochrane, in the northeast-
ern corner of Ontario. At Cochrane we arranged to be flown 
still farther into the Canadian hinterland, to a small unnamed 
lake, the headwaters of the little-explored Wakwayokastic 
River. 

The flight north to our river jump-off came as a shock! The 
hurdling transition from Cochrane and our city-soft ways to 
the mile upon mile of trackless wilderness beneath us was 
abrupt; much too abrupt! To the north, east and west of us 
the vast plateau stretched away endlessly; a rugged, boulder-
strewn land which had been hewn and mercilessly ground 
down and torn up again by the advance and retreat of the last 
continental glacier many hundreds of thousands of years be-
fore. It was a land —geologicallyyoung—from which the 
water had yet to recede, lavishly laced with jeweled lakes 
and rivers, and heavy with the growth of jam-packed spruce. 
It was a brooding, silent land belonging to the solitary trap-
per and Indian, and the wild, bellicose red ribboned* 

voyageur of history. Fifty flying, noise packed minutes to 
the south lay Cochrane, the nearest incropping of civili-
zation. 

Once we landed upon the unnamed lake, we quickly un-
lashed our two canoes from the large air freighter's pontoon 
spars and were off on the next leg of our trip - and for us, 
the real beginning of our adventure. Now, deep in the 
bush, we had but one way out—downstream. There would be 
no comfortable tourist lodges we could escape to, no vil-
lages, no bait shops nor corner grocers to replenish dimin-
ishing stocks of pemmican and the dehydrated foods we 
carried. There would be nowhere to turn—save north—in 
case of mishap or smashed canoes. We were in and our aim 

*It was in the French-Canadian voyageur tradition to wear 
either a red ribbon or red feather in their hats, denoting long 
experience in wilderness canoeing. 

If there is rougher country, than 

that to the north of our river jump-off, I 

have yet to see it! 
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We share the wilderness only with the abundant wild life .  a a 

was to get out again in a wholesome, satisfying way. 
Beyond the sluggish, slow moving outlet to the river, we 

soon established the rhythm of the paddle—dip, dip and 
swing - sixty strokes to the minute with the regularity of 

well regulated machines. It was a day freighted with more 
than normal meaning; a day to be sucked deeply into the 

lungs and held there. It was a day to be expelled slowiy. 
After months of planning and dreaming we were on our way 
to the Hudson Bay area! Beneath the domed ascension-blue 
sky the crystal air fairly crackled with expectancy! But, as 
though in mockery, from far-off downriver came the half-mad 
vibrato of a loon, hurling his mortal challenge to both the 
living and the dead, it seemed. 

As in a dream come true, unsophisticated three-pound trout 
were hitting our flies at the foot of falls and near spring 
holes. Each day following, we camped a little earlier or a 
little later than the preceeding day; so, gradually lost our 
city-engrained outlook of time and space. Each day became 
less a routine and more a double-featured billing as we fell 
in with the natural rhythm of the river and the woods around 
it; tarrying by the way as their changing moods possessed 
us. Where we saw moose in the river, wallowing and feeding 
in quiet pools or plodding— plop, plopping—upstream, we 
stopped to make slow, silent stalks in our canoes. The 
creatures were so unaccustomed to the presence and scent 
of man that we often drifted to within fifty yards of their 
hump-backed bulks as they watched. . . dimly wondering. 

Upon occasion we followed fresh spoor back in the bush a 
way, to hear their slow crashing moving ahead of us. After a 
bit, as our heads cleared of the clangor and stench of city 
sounds and smells, we became alert to other, more quieting 
smells; the plaintive "Old Sam Peabody, Peabody" of the 
white-throated sparrow, and the amazing medley of chucks, 
squalls, whistles, squacks and screams of the camp-thieving 
Whiskey Jack. Everything—the air, the bough beds upon 
which we slept, even the clothes on our backs—was per-
meated with the fragrance of spruce and cedar. 

But then the river began to change. By the end of the first 
week the river began brawling over falls, spending its force 
in foam flecked pools in .backwash below, stampeding off 
downhill again to still other falls and pools in a series of 
giant stair-like steps. 
Harold, Mutty, Willy and I were all experienced canoeists 

and had spent considerable time in the white-water and 
wilderness areas in northern United States and southern  

Canada - but we were not, prepared for what now confronted 
us. We had been warned, in Cochrane, by the province's well-
known outfitter and bush pilot, Pete Hughes, that the river 

was virtually unknown. After wishing us luck, he added, as 
wry afterthought, "It looks a little rough from the air." 
Rough? If there is rougher country than that to the north of 

of our downriver jump-off, I have yet to see it! It was a 
wild, wind-blasted torn up land with barely room enough for 

walking between the blur of trees. There were long stretches 
on the river over which we tracked our canoes more than we 
paddled in them, adding .abuse to feet already badly battered 
on river-rounded boulders. For the next two weeks we were 
in and out of our canoes, tracking, wading, stumbling—oc-
casionally dousing ourselves from end to end, hatcheting 
passages between spruce and cedar wide enough for portag-
ing our canoes—over distances of half to three-quarters of a 
mile around falls. We covered nearly one hundred miles of 
of the river's snaking, meandering length -and one wonders 
how many down! 

Although I tried keeping a daily record of our trip, I now 
find a number of days when no entry was made - so pooped 
was I! But, perhaps the mute, staring pages offer stronger 
testimony than could I! Of the entries I had made, there 
seems to be a familiar repetition: "Another falls. We port-
aged again. Then we waded a long shoal. Then portaged. 
then waded again. . .This seems to be our story." 

And, indeed, it was our story: the story of the Wakwayo-
kastic! But there was the unbelievably good fishing, the 
chilling—but relaxing—swims before dinner, and the long 
northern evenings, sprawled around the campfire, comfortable 
with good hot meals in our bellies. 
With the inevitability of gravitation—or is it the lunar 

phase? —the Wakwayokastic finally flows into the French 
River. The French River, in turn, flows - as, ultimately, we 
did—into the Moose River, near Moose Factory, on the 
southern rim of James Bay. 
Having two days to call our own, we poked curiously 

around the saddening Indian settlements (saddening to see 
what has become of these once proud people) and up and 
down the board-walked (where there were walks at all!) 
mainstreets of Moose Factory and the younger settlement 
across the river, Mooseonee, before our flight out. 

By the time we arrived home, three weeks later, we were 
already plotting red-blooded trips farther north - to the land 
along the mighty Nelson and Athabasca Rivers! 
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We camped along the 

shore at night and enjoyed the 

long northern evenings by 

the campfire. 
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Mount Shuksan stands alone, 

towering thousands of feet above the valleys. 

It is one of the most photographed 

Peaks in the northwest. Th e 
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Let's try a little reverse psychology and begin at the end; 
on the summit. Our mountain? Mount Shuksan. You'll find it 
in Mount Baker National Forest in Washington, close to the 
Canadian border. From here on top we can see the obscure 
Olympics, the fog of Seattle, a shimmer of Puget Sound, the 
Canadian Rockies to the north at a great distance, but end-
less, and Mount Baker holds our hand across the valley to 
the south; our surroundings are nothing short of magnificent, 
and the whole thing is deeply rewarding up here on the per-
fect mountain. 

Shuksan is one of the most photographed peaks in the 
Northwest. The reason for this is simple: the mountain 
overwhelms you as you approach it from the west, and if 
you are a photographer and have a camera, you are shaken 
by an irresistable impulse to get out of your car and start 
blazing away. 
It's all there: The alpine lake with a reflection of the 

mountain on it, the blushing heather, and the emptiness of 
the sky proudly occupied by a flawless alpine form. Shuksan 
stands alone, towers thousands of feet above its valleys. 
Glaciers cascade wildly down scoured flanks, cliffs pile 
upward, rock walls and great ice couloirs cleave skybound 
to the upper glacier, and above the last vestages of serac 
and crevasse stands a perfect, poetic pyramid: the summit of 
the mountain, straight out of a story book. 
Let me carry you along—metaphorically, of course, my 

pack is heavy enough—on an end-of-the-season climb up 
this particular mountain; I'd like to give you an idea of some 
of the freshness that this wild, unspoiled Northwest country 
can impart; I'd like to -try and show you glimpses of an 
alpine Eldorado, try to give you a small sample of what the 
Northern Cascades has to offer: 
Suppose we start on a thinly overcast afternoon in late 

September, skipping the preliminaries to begin our approach 
march through a huge huckleberry meadow. How can we 
refuse the siy bushes, coyly offering their fat, juicy, purple 
tangy berries by the trailside? Not a chance. 5o like the 
pudgy marmots that we see along the trail, we pause and 

stuff ourselves with a free meal from nature. And, unless I'm 
mistaken I can hear the marmots letting out a satiated burp 
or two, too indolent and full to budge for these curious hump- 

backed creatures they have been watching all summer. We 
envy them faintly; while they sack out for the winter up here 
in the mountains, we will be grinding out the months down in 
the flatlands. Both will awaken in the spring, marmot and 
mountaineer. 

Above the meadow, the country breaks away into damp 
meadows and blasted diorite, fragments of the igneous crust 
of Mount Baker behind us. It seems a long way up (for us 
weekend climbers), and we are glad to top the crest and see 
Lake Ann, our campsite for the night, just a little below us. 

A clump of timberline-probing firs, hundreds of feet above 
their brethren, turn a grassy moraine crest into an idyllic 
bivouac site. Directly in front of us is our mountain, our 
view of it unobstructed while we tinker around with the 
evening meal. The summit pyramid is as pyramidal as ever, 
and three separate glaciers are stacked on one another below 

it. The Sulphide Glacier is the lowest and is aptly named: 
cascades of yellow rock from a volcanic cliff above have 
smudged its surface with scattered masses of sulphurous 
debris. An unceasing rumble of rockfall accompanies the 
flutter of our stoves. 

The evening freshens, chills, clears; we all feel light-
hearted around the evening teapot, glad that the uncertain 
weather is breaking up. The setting sun flashes in a few 
last rays of light and the mountain-our mountain-is mo-
mentarily radiated, standing lovely and clear of the misty 
valley below it, a final evening picture. Out came the 
cameras. 

But towards midnight the air is warm and moist, the stars 
too bright. The inevitable seems to be happening again, 
heralded by puffy clots of cloud against the quarter moon. We 
roll over in our sleeping bags and doze. Why worry? The only 

certainty about Cascade weather is its absolute uncertainty. 
We have grown passive, fatalistic, as well we should; the 
two professional meteorologists in our large party are as 
thoroughly confused as we. Again we sleep, until the hammer 
of my wrist alarm prods us into apprehensive wakefulness. 

ttWelf have we got a chance?" We ask our harried weath-
men for the twenty-seventh time as we squint at the pre- 
dawn murkiness. It is still far too warm. They evade our 
questions guiltily, mutter incomprehensible somethings about 

F Perfect Mountain By Michael W. Borghoff 
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.......MOUNT SHUKSAN 
crystallizing cloud layers, and bend over their stoves. We 
shrug cynically—this is verification of a long-standing sus-
picion. 

The milkily materializing dawn finds us at the start of the 
Fischer Chimneys, a series of gullies that allow easy access 
through a southern spur of Shuksan and carry us to the foot 
of the Upper Emmons Glacier. We stop to the left of an over-
hanging cliff and put on our extra clothing. Above us is the 
first pitch, Winnie's Slide, a hundred feet of fifty degree ice 
slope. On go the crampons, and we shake a defiant fist at 
the angrily gathering clouds above us - "Send it on down, 
Jupiter Plubius, you'll have to blow us off the mountain!" 

And, so he tries, but later. 

The crampon points bite cleanly into the perfect ice, set-
tling the requisite fraction of an inch in one crisp stomp; we 
climb in combination, elated by the increasing, swooping 
incline below us. 

After a short interruption of rock debris comes a nasty 
problem for a beginner on ice; the snout of the glacier 
plunges down in a slope of blackened water ice, not quite 
as steep as the slide, but brittle and slippery. We cut steps 
up the splintering slope and are relieved when it again takes 
on the texture of neve a little higher up. It will be bad on 
the descent, when water increases the slipperiness. 
The glacier flattens out and we begin the old game of 

weaving around crevasses, carefully testing snow bridges as 
we cross them. A strong wind begins to blow, shoving puffs 
of mist along in front of it. We hurry. 

Rather than take Hell's Highway, a glacial end run around 
the ridge that blocks access to the summit pyramid, we 
choose the Hourglass, a couloir that breaches the obstruct-
ing ridge, allowing direct, if somewhat more complicated 
access to the upper slopes. 

We reach the base of the Hourglass none too soon; the 
wind-demented mist whites out our surroundings, cutting 
visibility to less than a short rope-length, and begins to 
coat our faces and parkas with a fine dusting of frost 
crystals. 

The bergschrund is insurmountable, a deep cleft with an 
overhanging upper lip precariously cemented to tons of 
water-soaked loose rock. An all but vertical little rock wall 
to the left looks more inviting and we rely on our rock ability 
to carry us past the bergschrund. 

We are not disappointed. The rock is firm, sharp-edged, and 
broken into horizontal cubes, but much debris lays along the  

ledges, a sure indication of deep snow early in the year. As 
we climb the wall, we get a sort of fierce joy in the cold, 
wet holds, the swirling mist, and the utter desolation that 
the whiteout has imposed. We're imaginative, and it all feels 
sort of Eigerish. 

The rest of the Hourglass is no joy. We remove the rope as 

superfluous - in fact, a downright danger. There are no belay 
stances, every hold is loose, each indentation crumbling; 
despite this, the rock is steep and downsloping, demanding 
caution at every step. It is with a sigh of profound relief 
that we scramble up to the col an hour later. 

The fickle weather begins to change and visibility increas-
es to almost a long rope-length. We decide to grope onward, 
resolving to retreat only if the snow comes in. To be safe, 
we break out willow wands with little red flags fluttering 
from them to mark the way home from the summit to the col. 
On the pyramid at last; the climbing is fourth class, but 

easy fourth. The holds are good so we dispense with the 
rope again,making rapid progress on the wet but solid meta-
morphic stone. We can sense that we are on a ridge-this 

much we can feel from the wind that drives the mist upward 
—but visibility is now almost nil. 

But then it goldens, at first an almost imperceptible change 
from doomed, eternal gray to a hesitant hint of sunlight not 
far above us. We climb faster. 

Then a whoop from above -the summit! We grin as a last 
little mantleshelf problem carries us right to the summit 
rocks. We grin again, wetly, as we see the summit canister. 

Then the incredible happens; the gold increases, and the 
wind whips away tatter after tatter of cloud from around 
Mount Baker; we watch them roar towards us, by us, and 
disappear to the north. Suddenly, without forewarning, the 
clouds drop. Below us is a swirling sea of cotton-candy. The 
wind decreases to a stillness. The sun warms. 
So, the summit hour. In the sunlight, as if rewarded by the 

sun god Ammon Rey for our perseverance. We munch our 
summit lunches, this time with plenty of water —there was 
little call for thirst below. 

Shuksan gave us all this, then: ice, glacier, crevasse, good 
rock, bad rock, adventure, brawny weather, windburn, chilled 
feet, light hearts, and now a perfect summit hour. 

Yes, the view up here is perfect. So is the mountain, for 
that matter; but this is where we began - I'll say no more; 
Shuksan is waiting for you. 
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Information and drawings taken from book "Lightweight Equipment and How to Make It" IP a i k a by Gerry Cunningham and Meg Hansson. 

A good windproof, water-repellant parka is essential for 

mountaineering trips, whether summer or winter. The average 

style ski parka is sufficient for moderate conditions but 

when the temperature drops and the wind starts blowing, you 

need a lot of protection. 

For greater warmth and protection than the average ski 

parka will give you, we suggest that you either buy or make 

one of the better double-layered parkas available from sever-

al mountaineering equipment firms. 

Fortunately, Gerry Cunningham and Meg Hansson have 

made available complete directions for making one of Gerry's 

famous mountaineering parkas in a book, "Lightweight Camp-

ing Equipment and How to Make It." When made as the 

book suggests, the parka is roomy enough for several layers 

T'b 1 	TI is 	 C'V  

of clothing, has double construction over the torso and head 

and is long enough to protect the thighs. This is particularly 

advantageous when sitting on snow or while riding on a 

chairlift. 

A pullover design with a short zipper at the neck for venti-

lation is the most weatherproof design. However, for warm 

weather, the full length zipper that opens the front complete-

ly is preferred by many. 

Generally speaking, the parka should carry no insulation 

itself. It should be of the lightest wind proof material so 

that it can be worn over whatever amount of insulation 

weather conditions call for at the moment. 

The double layer over the chest and back can be utilized 

to give added wind protection and at the same time to form 
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two large pockets between the layers. A pocket across the 
back is useful for carrying a surprising amount of gear when 
a pack is not carried, such as ski climbers, lunch, etc. The 
large front pocket is used for often needed items. If the 
parka is of the pullover type a kangaroo pocket is very 
convenient as the entire contents of the oversize pocket can 
be seen at a glance. Sometimes a large number of small 
pockets is more convenient. In this case patch pockets with 
zippers or flaps can be sewn all over the parka, including 
the sleeves. 

The parka should be cut full enough to be loose over the 
maximum amount of insulation to be worn—loose even in a 
position with the arms extended ahead and up in an exag-
gerated reach. Any binding in the layers of garments will 
make cold spots. 

Every jacket tends to hike up at the waist when the person 
wearing it reaches above his head. The only way to eliminate 
this is to cut enough blouse above the waist to allow for the 
hike without raising the waist. Place the drawstring at the 
waist level when the arms are raised and this will eliminate 
the hiking up. 

Directions 

1. Make up a paper pattern for the various pieces, including 
alterations for your individual size and desires. The pattern 
given is for a 36-40 with 33 sleeves, although there is a 
good deal of leeway with a garment as loose fitting as this. 
The yoke and hood should fit well, so it is best to cut these 
pieces out of some scrap fabric, assemble roughly and try on 
for fit. Sleeves should be long enough for a forward and up-
ward reach. The waist line should be indicated on the pattern 
and it should hang free about 4 inches below your waist so 
there is enough blouse to accommodate arms raised directly 
overhead. The skirt should not be longer than the top of the 
knees or it will bind if a big step is taken. Types and num-
ber of pockets should be considered. If a pullover style is 
being made, a kangaroo pocket across the front is convenient. 
Simply install a single horizontal zipper, about 12 inches 
long, instead of the two slash zippers shown. By placing an 
extra zipper in the back outer layer under one arm, you can 
make a pocket all the way across the back between the inner 
and outer layers. 

ew 

------------ 

..Si'iaps 	Fr,ctioo Card 	Fricl,or1  74 Def.i,/ 	/4st,L 

VariouS C# Ifs 

Mark fabric from patterns and cut out. Be sure you cut 
one full size Part No. 1 Front and Part No. 2 Back, and one 
each down to the waist only. Cut two sleeves, Part No. 3, 
two yokes, Part No. 4, two hood side pieces, No. 5 (one 
right and one left, if the fabric is not reversible) and two 
hood center pieces, Part No. 6. Save the scraps for drawhem 
and cuff tapes. 

If a pullover style is being made, Part No. 1 Front will 
be whole; if jacket style is being made this part will be cut 
exactly down the center. In either case, cut the slits for 
whatever arrangement of pocket zippers is desired and 
install the zippers with cover flaps or bare. 

Place the inner back and front pieces against inside of 
outer back and front pieces and pin in position. Treat these 
pairs as single pieces from now on. 

Using an insertion seam (See diagram), inset the back 
between the two yoke pieces. A couple of inverted box 
pleats in Part No. 2 Back will make it come out even with 
the yoke. Pin this seam before sewing and stitch. Using the 
same method, insert the front between the yoke pieces. No 
pleats are needed. 

The hood side pieces No. 5 are inserted between the two 
hood center pieces No. 6 with an insertion seam. Start at the 
front "A" and work over the head toward "B." Inserting the 
second side piece is more difficult since the entire hood is 
inside the center pieces, but it can be done. 

The hood is sewn into the neck hole in the body with a 
finished felled seam (see diagram). Start at the back of the 
neck and work down each side, or pin in position first. The 
seam is felled down. 

If snap strap cuffs are to be used, cut two pieces 3 in. 
by 16 in. and fold down the center, then fold edges in to the 
center, making 4 thicknesses and no exposed edges. These 
3/4 inch wide straps are sewn across the cuffs, one facing 
right and one left, as indicated in detail Fig. 1. 

Sew the sleeves into the arm holes of the assembled 
body. The edge of the sleeve with the cuff strap protruding 
is the rear edge of the sleeve. If no cuff straps are used, the 
sleeves are the same either way. Use a finished felled seam 
and fell up toward the body so water will drain off the fin-
ished parka. 

Sew up the sides of body and sleeves. Use a finished 
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Z , e Ins tel/a.tion 

Ff5. 1 

Net4od of cfti j  slit for zipper 

felled seam felled toward the back. Catch one end of the 

cuff tapes, if used, but leave the long end free. 

Sew a plain hem 1/2-inch wide around the bottom edge 

of the parka. If the parka is to be snapped between the legs, 

include a 4-inch tab of fabric, as in step 8, in the center of 

the back. Set a snap in this and in the hem itself, front 

center. 

Install the front zipper, either short neck type for a 

pullover, or a full length one for jacket style. The top stops 

should be about 1/2-inch below the edge of the hood face 

hole. The bottom of the jacket zipper should not reach quite 

all the way to the bottom hem. If you have shortened the 
skirt so much that the zipper is too long, it can be cut off at 

the top end and run right up to the edge of the hood. Then 

when facing the hood, the facing must be run out past the 

zipper teeth, and this will form a top stop to prevent the 

slider from coming off. If the zipper is covered on the inside 

by a flap of fabric or piece of tape, it will keep the cold 

metal off the chin and help prevent clothing getting caught. 

Install a facing drawhem around the face opening of the 

hood, as explained in diagram. Thread in a lace drawstring 

and stitch the ends of the drawhem opening as tightly as 

possible around the lace, twisting the lace to make it smal-

ler. This will provide sufficient friction to hold the adjust-

ment without need for tieing. Anchor the drawstring by a few 

stitches in the center to prevent its being pulled out acci-

dentally. 

If elastic cuffs are to be used, sew two elastic loops 

just snug on the wrist, but not tight. Hem the cuffs over 

these loops with a 3/4-inch plain hem. If snap straps are 

used, just hem the cuffs. Then set a female snap in the tag 

ends of the cuffs about 1 inch from the actual end. Set one 

male snap so the tag end just reaches it. Set another over as 

far as you will ever want the cuffs snugged down, and set a 

third midway between these two. 
Cut and piece a waist drawhem that will go all the way 

around the parka. Install inside, using the waist drawhem 
method as explained in diagram. Cover rough edges of the 

inner back and front pieces at the same time. For pullover 

style, a leather grommet is sewn in front for the lace draw-

strings to come out. For jacket style it is convenient to in-

stall the leather grommet in the center of the back. Two 

p/41fl end 

1Sin.5 10 F/p for 
horizontal openn5  

drawstrings, one for each side, and each with one-half the 

remaining elastic sewn to one end, are installed. Their 

elastic ends are anchored in the drawhem about 2 inches 

from the zipper. These drawstrings can be adjusted and tied 

permanently, thus they are always in adjustment when the 

jacket is zipped closed. 

Parka Fabrics 

Almost any type of tightly woven fabric can be used for a 

parka. If weight is a consideration, then a nylon fabric 

should be chosen for its light weight and relative strength. 

However, nylon is not a wet weather fabric. No matter how 

tightly it is woven, the solid round rod characteristic of its 

fibers prevent it from retaining any water repellent for very 

long. Nylon clothing tends to soak through sooner than cot-

ton in a steady rain. 

Old reliable cotton has important advantages. Pima or 

Egyptian cottons have extra long fibers and make superior 

fabrics. Pima cotton is an American Egyptian cotton grown 

in the Southwest for Egyptian seed. 

Some of the important advantages of cotton are: Less disa-

greeable condensation; cotton will accept and hold any water 

repellent treatment; it can be packed easily into a tightly 

woven, wind resistant fabric. Its disadvantages are: It has a 

low tear strength and is subject to mildew and rot. 

Cotton is often used in conjunction with nylon in order to 

retain the advantages of both. Pima-Nylon fabrics are such 

a combination. These, however, range in quality from the 

English Wyncol fabric (Everest fabric) of extremely low 

porosity, to cheap fabrics of very high porosity whose only 

similarity to Wyncol fabric is their use of both nylon and 

cotton yarns. 

Despite the disadvantages of nylon it is still the best bet 

for a strong, lightweight parka that will fit into a hip pocket. 

Most yardage stores have fabrics suitable for parkas. You 

can compare these by holding the cloth up to a strong light 

and checking it for porosity—the more light, the more perme-

able it will be to air. (Chino cloth is one of the most satis-

factory cotton fabrics that we have found. Sears sells it for 
84 cents a yard.) Of course, all of the better mountaineering 

houses, such as Gerry, Holubar, Recreational and the Ski 

Hut sell fine quality fabrics for parkas. 
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pack trips by jeep, horse, afoot with 

SNOWMASS WILDERNESS GUIDE SERVICE 

mountain climbing, fishing, hunting or just touring 

remote cabin rentals 
p.o. box 42 aspen, colorado 

The S K I #a 
1615 University Avenue 

Berkeley, California 

TH 3-6505 

Equipment and Food for 
Wilderness Travel 

Write for Illustrated Catalog! 

Photo Opposite: Mt. Robson, 
Canadian Rockies 

ONE OF THE "TOP" MOUNTAINEERS IN AMERICA USES, AND 

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

The Budd Davis Pack 
DICK McGOWAN, 

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., SEATTLE 33, WASHINGTON 

IQ 

AMONG THE CLUBS 

Oregon 
The Mazamas of Oregon recently 

staged an underground trail trip. On 
October 30th, 46 Mazamas explored Ape 
Cave, a few miles southwest of Mount 
St. Helens. They traveled underside 
over three miles with the aid of fourteen 
gasoline lanterns, assorted flashlights 
and a few headlamps. 
The cave is one of the largest and 

most varied lava tubes in the St. Helens 
region. Located in a logged-off area 
about three miles from Swift Dam on the 
Lewis River, it was found several years 
ago by a logger who almost fell in with 
his "cat" tractor. The cave is generally 
high-ceilinged (up to 30 or 40 feet) and 
wide enough for several persons to walk 
abreast. Stretches of relatively smooth 
floor alternate with jumbled piles of 
broken lava, a few narrow spots, a little 
stooping (but no crawling) and one short 
pitch up which party members were 
boosted easily. The party gained 600 
feet elevation from the downgrade end 
up to the exit. The group speculated on 
how the occasional half-rotted tree 
trunks got 'way down in the cave. 

Alaska 
The Mountaineering Club of Alaska, 

with headquarters in Anchorage, recent-
ly elected Dr. Rodman Wilson as its new 
President. The group meets on the first 
Monday of every month at 8 p.m. in the 
Willow Park Recreation Hall, 9th and 
Fairbanks. 

The Club is very active throughout the 
year, sponsoring a variety of interesting 
trips. One of the most recent was a hike 
up the old Johnson Pass Trail. From 
Anchorage they drove 66 miles toward 
Seward where the Johnson Pass Trail 
crosses the highway and is marked with 
a sign. After following a jeep road for 
about one-half mile, the group hiked 
along a well defined walking trail which 
led to a small settlement of cabins. 
The group then decided to make 

Gleason its goal. Gleason, an old mail 
trail roadhouse, is in a valley which is 
perpendicular to the Seward Highway. It 
was getting late when the goal was 
finally reached. It is not known when 
Gleason was abandoned, but there 
squashed under the collapsed house 
were pots and pans, family medicine and 
even a baked cake in a cake pan. The 
probing was brief, but a pan was pur-
loined to be presented to the MCA as a 
memento of this exploratory trip. 
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BOOK REVIEWS 
By Muir Dawson 

"Exploring Glaciers With A Camera," 
by A. E. Harrison. 71 pages, wrappers, 
many illustrations. $1.95. Sierra Club, 
San Francisco, California. 

This long announced work has finally 
appeared and is described by the Sierra 
Club as "a do-it-yourself-book on ice." 
What they mean is that the study of 
glaciers can be undertaken by people 
who are not trained in geology and 
physics. 

As a hobby, the study of glaciers can 
be fascinating as well as contributing 
valuable information. 
This book can be enjoyed by anyone 

who wishes to learn more about glaciers 
—both the large ones as found on Mount 
Rainier and the smaller ones of 
California where the question often 
arises as to whether certain patches of 
snow and ice are real glaciers or not. 
Series of photographs taken over a 

period of years from the same spot show 
how an amateur photographer can turn 
up valuable information on the life 
history of a glacier. Here then, is a 
book to increase ones appreciation and 
enjoyment of the mountains and an 
invitation to join with others in syste-
matic observation of glaciers. 

"A Climber's Guide to Glacier National 
Park" by J. Gordon Edwards. Sierra 
Club, San Francisco, California. 141 
pages, cloth bound. $3.75. 

The author of this latest of Sierra Club 
publications is a professor of entomol- 

ogy at San Jose State College and has 
spent nine years as seasonal ranger and 
park naturalist in Glacier National Park. 
He has described about sixty routes up 
forty of Glacier's major peaks, all of 
which he has ascended. This guide ful-
fills all the requisites for a first class 
job and includes enticing photographs 
as well as maps, a quick review of plant 
and animal life, geology and rock forma-
tions and a history of climbing in the 
park. 

The Sierra Club, which as publisher 
does not want any rescue party ever to 
find this book in a victim's pocket, has 
added a foreword on mountaineering 
safety in general, and hopes that all ex-
plorers of Glacier National Park will 
heed it carefully. 

McKinley Map 

A new map of Mount McKinley by 
Bradford Washburn has recently been 
published by the Swis\s Federal Institute 
of Topography. Copies may be obtained 
by writing to the Museum of Science, 
Science Park, Boston 14, Massachusetts. 
Cost is $2.00. 

Field Pants 
For the information of our readers, 

G.I. nylon field pants are available in 
all sizes from H & H Surplus Center, 
1104 W. Baltimore Street, Baltimore 23, 
Maryland. Price, $2.99. These pants are 
excellent for hiking or rock climbing. 

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. 

LIGHTWEIGHT TENTS - many models 
used throughout the world and supplied 

by famous THOMAS BLACK & SONS 
of scotland 

the "GOOD COMPANIONS" 
a full line of lightweight down sleeping bags • 

write for free information 

IIGHLAND ou tfitters 
P.O. Box 121 • Riverside, California 
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Where Experts 
Come 

to Buy 

A group of rock climbers were gathered 
at the foot of an extensive cliff in Maine 
discussing possible routes. A couple 
(whom I will call Jerry and Ann) had 
selected a face which was crossed 

Join this 25-year-old sportsmen's 
cooperative whose members include 
mountaineers, professional guides, 
campers, skiers, skin divers, sports-
men and scout leaders. Domestic 

-, and imported articles carefully 
screened and tested before they are offered. 
You enjoy low co-op prices and profit-sharing 
plan. Write for catalog. 

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 

SOLID MOLDED 
FIBERGLASS - tougher 

 

than metal. 	Only 2 lbs. / 
COOL NYLON LACING f 
- cradles the back. l 
Distributes the load.  
THREE SACKS AVAIL. 
ABLE - or use as a pack 
board. 	Finest chrome Ieather\. éi,. 
padded straps. 

Postpaid - Guaranteed 
Regular 18.20 Large 19.20  

about half-way up by a sloping ledge 
covered with trees. There was a triangu-
lar shadow on the cliff just above, 
which Ann pointed out. 
"Doesn't that look just like a bear 

cave?" 
We all proceeded up our respective 

routes. My partner and I, climbing on the 
opposite side of a deep ravine, saw 
Jerry surmount a little overhang above a 
belay ledge and scramble easily up 
some steep slabs below the line of 
trees. 

"Jerry, there's a bear coming," shout-
ed Ann. 

He laughed, and we laughed, too. 
"Jerry, there's a bear coming!" she 

yelled again. 
A black object was silhouetted against 

the sky. 
"Jerry, look out for the bear!" we all 

three screamed in unison. 
He took off his hat and waved to us. 

Jerry was a good sport. 
We all screamed again, and pointed. 

Jerry turned slowly, spotting the bear at 
the same time that the bear, who had 
been watching Ann, spotted him. They 
froze, staring for a long, agonizing 
minute over the ten feet of rock separat-
ing them. 
"Shoo! Shoo!" yelled Jerry, waving 

his hat, and sprinting upward to the 
shelter of a small evergreen. The bear 
turned, lost his balance, and skidded 
slowly down the slab along the rope. 
"Off belay!" shouted Jerry, futilely 

hoping to give Ann more freedom of 
movement. She was securely tied to a 
tree on a small ledge, and could only 
watch, open-mouthed, as the bear 
reached the overhang, dug his claws in, 
and paused for a moment on the brink 
above her. More overcome with terror at 
the sight of Ann than she was of him, he 
piddled on the rope. Gravity proved the 
strongest force; the bear leaped past 
Ann and went crashing off through the 
underbrush, audible for a mile or so. 

Rock climbers face many kinds of pre-
cipitation in pursuit of their sport, but 
how many others have been rained on by 
a bear? 

Rock Climbers and the Bear By Roioli Schweiker 

J 

- 	 HIGH WORLDS of the Mountain Climber 

Photos by BOB & IRA SPRING 
Delightful text by Mountaineer HARVEY MANNING 

All the color, life and character in conquest of our 
. 	Western Mountains with 142 giant pages of dramatic 
- Spring-twin photographs in color and black and 

white: rock spires, ice-scopes, action and people. 

	

II lli \\ n 1 ,1 	 Fireside climbing for the mountaineer or dreamer. 
Autographed 	 $10.00 postpaid 

The Springs 
18809 Olympic View Drive, Edmonds, Washington 

A Mountaineer's Billfold .—Ari ideal gift. Leather is hand-carved with a design 
showing rope, 'iron" and ice axe. Laced in brown leather. "Summit" price, only $5.50 
Specify for man or woman. Free catalog on request. 

Herb & Jan Conn • Custer, South Dakota 
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The Hammock Climb 

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, 
Box 121, Riverside, California 

One of the most unusual climbs this 
past year was accomplished by two 
Italians, Cesare Maestri and Claudio 
Baldessari, on the Roda di Vael moun-
tain in the Trentino. The mountain pre-
sents a 1,300-foot face of overhanging 
rock which, previously, only flies could 
have climbed, except that Roda is too 
long a climb for the lifetime of a fly. 

It took the climbers eight days to reach 
the top. Since there are no ledges on 
Roda's face, each evening the climbers 
dropped a nylon cord to helpers camped 
below and hoisted food and a couple of 
hammocks. In these they spent the night, 
lowering them to the foot of the cliff 
before starting off again in the morning. 

Standing in slings, it took the two 
climbers three hours to hammer into the 
rock steel expansion pitons, hoist and 
fix the hammocks. The fact that the 
rock was overhanging gave the climbers, 
however, a free swinging berth once the 
hammocks were secured. One night, after 
the wind had been swinging the ham-
mocks more than usual, Maestri felt for 
a piton in the dark and noticed that it 
was coming loose. That was a night to 
remember. 

There was one favorable feature of the 
climb: Though several storms raged dur-
ing the eight days the climbers spent on 
the face of Roda, they were never 
touched by rain. That is one advantage 
of hanging practically like a sloth from 
an overhanging wall of granite. 

Despite the courage and ability of the 
climbers, they have been accused of 
violating the spirit of Alpinism by using 
too many artificial devices. Expansion 
pitons (nails which, once hammered into 
a crack in the rock, lock themselves in 
automatically), have by this time been 
grudgingly accepted. But that business 
of the hammocks hoisted for the night is 
what really gets under the skin of most 
old-timers. On the other hand, it is im-
possible to think of anyone living and 
climbing for eight days without sleep. 
"There are no laws for climbing," 

says Maestri. "If someone wants to  

climb Mont Blanc naked, in mid-winter, 
stopping every 100 yards to pour a 
bucket of water over his head to see the 
icicles form he is free to do it. As long 
as I don't hide my methods, I can choose 
the ones best suited for the job. Let 
someone else now climb Roda as we 
have done, and then criticize. . •" 

From The Italian Scene 

FALL SLEEPING COMFORT 
with 

EXCLUSIVE 
CROSS-GUSSET DESIGN 

• GREATER WARMTH & COMFORT 
• SUPERIOR CONTROL OF DOWN 
• MODERATE PRICE 

The Timberline: 2 pounds Down for 
S-inch bag thickness; total weight 3 
pounds, 10 ounces, or 2 pounds, 14 
ounces. $55.00. 
FINE DOWN BAGS FOR EVERY NEED 
FROM $45.00 TO $88.00. COMPARE. 

SEND FOR COMPLETE CATALOG 

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

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

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

CAMPING AND MOUNTAINEERING 
EQUIPMENT: Black's sleeping bags, 
Optimus stoves, Beardmore dehydrated 
foods, Stubia iron, etc. Write for a cata-
log. MOUNTAINEERING SUPPLY, 897 
St. Davids Lane, Schenectady 9, N.Y. 

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

Free 1 Write NOW! COPY CATALOG 
details everything for lightweight camp-
ing and the great outdoors. HIGHLAND, 
Box 121, Riverside, California. 

ANNOUNCING - the 5th printing of 

"KNOTS FOR MOUNTAINEERING" 
by PHIL D. SMITH 

Describes and illustrates the knots a climber shoud know 
*for roped climbing 
*for technical climbing and rigging 
*for camping and utility 
• for rescue and evacuation 

Complete with bibliography, glossary and index. Price, $1.00 
from your bookseller or outfitter. 

SUMMIT, DECEMBER 1960 25 



YOTJP?. 	rs 
Dear Editor: 

• . . The hoosh-phobia is stooped in the 
murky depths of the embryo mind. Who 
will say how many weeks of couching 
could ever solve the hidden or screamed 
revulsions and nauseating fears for the 
humble hoosh? The terrible strains in 
the first weeks of the human have not 
been unsprung yet: when, the loving 
mother struggles and throttles the gluey 
stuff down the shrieking funnel of her 
fussy darling and stiffles its fierce 
battle against suffocation with hand and 
spoon, endlessly repeating the dreaded 
sounds: "hush-hush, little boy." Who 
can say when hush became hoosh, or 
hoosh was hush? If hush is hoosh than 
hush is mush 

The unjustly despicable hoosh is not 
for the picknicker carried to the camp 
grounds by his stationwagon where he 

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

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 

550 South Figueroa Street 
Los Angeles 17, California 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

spreads on the rustic oaktable the 
chicken his wife fried. 

Nor, is it for the horse-carried, deluxe 
souls whose saddle-sores can be com-
puted accurately by the uncorked fifths 
along the dusty trail. 

Hoosh then, to come to its own merits 
must be carried on the back beyond the 
tree level and from the barren snow-
fields to the icy summits such as be-
worded in this magazine 

Ludo van Leeuwen 
Twisp, Washington 

Dear Editor: 
I would like to congratulate you for 

the excruciating and exquisite article on 
Tahquitz (October Summit)—I would like 
to, but I am numb with tabescent melan-
choly. Could you please transmit by 
return mail one (1) each 5.8 route? 

Help send a petriambulator through 
purgatory. 

Pfc. Ron Harrison 
Toledo, Ohio  

Dear Editor: 
It's too bad that Mr. Borghoff saw the 

Olympic Mountains when they were 
"shrouded." Had the weather been 
better the whole tenor of his article 
might have been more optimistic. He 
implied that the sun never shines over 
these mountains. On the contrary, this 
past summer every day was clear from 
June 20th through the first week of 
August, and there was no rain. I wonder 
where the author got his weather infor-
mation. I hope he is not basing it on a 
single trip to Hurricane Ridge in August 
where he photographed a valley full of 
of clouds below him. I wonder where Mr. 
Borghoff was during July 1960. It could 
not have been western Washington. His 
drive to Hurricane Ridge Lodge was 
over a paved, brand-new, high-standard 
highway. 

The secondary roads entering the park 
from Highway 101 are being improved 
every year by the government. in 1958 
they paved the Sol Duc road and this 
past summer they rebuilt the Hoh road 
that takes you to the Mount Olympus 
trail. At the Hoh Ranger Station there 
will be new campsites and a paved 
parking area. The trail begins here and 
leads to the Blue Glacier in 18 miles of 
level and then not-so-level trail. From 
the glacier, Mount Olympus rises immed-
iately above you. 

One has to gamble on "the Olympics." 
If you hit it right you'll wish you had 
more film. If it's raining you might as 
well stay in a trailside shelter and keep 
dry. On a trip the weather can always 
worsen, but the Olympics are worth the 
gamble. 

John Van Patten 
Seattle 2, Washington 

for illustrated 

brochure, please write: 

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

6342 San Fernando Road 

Do you want to climb in Peru this summer? 
Join the 1961 Peruvian Outing 

Sponsored by the Iowa Mountaineers on a non-profit, "share-the-expense" plan. 

Leaving Miami, July 2 for 3 to 6 weeks 

Group No. 1: Cordillera Blanca (hike and climb) 
Group No. 2: Headquarters Lima (plan excursions) 

For further information, write: Iowa Mountaineers, Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa 
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MOUNTAIN FLOWERS 

The power and joy of flowers is nowhere more stirring than in the mountains. The most 

delicate and, at the same time,. the hardiest and most gaily colored gardens grow in the 

very midst of inhospitable rocky fastnesses, on the most sterile soil, right next to snow 

and ice, under the constant threat of cold and heat and inclement weather, but very near 

the sky. Nowhere else in the world is the meaning and message of flowers so clearly 

understandable; courageous living, beauty and fertility, clear on to the last struggling 

blade of grass. 

Storms sweep up the seeds, blow them away, and wherever they fall—sometimes in the 

most inauspicious places - a tiny new life tries to take root; just one little life, 

•inconspicuous among millions and millions more. Yet, this tiny plant clings, waits, grows, 

and— bringing forth flower, color and fruit— masters of all the adversities about it. The 

renewed faith in life which mankind can get from such an example is particularly 

important. 

Some grow only on dangerous cliffs and rocky crevasses; others are more friendly, 

growing on broad meadows and easy slopes. Some live and thrive on almost nothing; others 

need the nourishment of rich meadows. 
There is magic in mountain flowers, and they cast a romantic spell over mountaineers. 
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A ski is less innocent than it looks. A rascal, an enigma—an uncommon 
complex of shape, camber, flexibility, torsion, weight, tip, running 
surface, groove, edge—expressed in materials of more or less beauty 
and durability. A great ski is a rare achievement. 

Proper size for a ski is not mysterious. And every ski designer knows the bottom must arch—he 
has a word for it, camber. Obviously, a ski must also have side camber, narrowing from shovel 
to waist, widening again toward the tail—how else can you get it to turn? A ski must bend-- 
more if you're a tyro who likes his comfort, less if you have your eye on winning the downhill. 
r\r 

Merely finding the gross measurements is simple—just take a micrometer 
to any good ski that's why a certain btack ski can be found in ski factories all over the world) 

—but make sure you follow it to tolerances as close as .010 inch. 

Now you have a ski—but do you love it? 

The brutal fact is, a ski can have good dimensions at foot, shovel, and tail, the right amounts 
of camber, side camber, and flexibility, yet fail to enthrall—flexibility wrongly distributed, 
camber somehow the wrong s/tape—a sorry companion, dragging or floating, overturning or 
stubbornly refusing to turn at all, grabbing now or letting go just when you need its bite—the 
rascal still undisciplined, the enigma still unsolved. 

On 
great 
skis 

So you cajole, coax, refine, test, again and again, patiently, persistently, until. .. finally. 
inirabile dictu, despair changes to delight, trauma turns into treasure . . . "THIS IS IT!"— 

A DISSERTATION a great ski, a thing of beauty, flexibility flowing softly at the tip, running smoothly into firmness 
under the foot, ebbing to a steady but gentle tail—flaunting breathtakingly subtle curves, arcs 
of circles with centers somewhere off in the next block . . . "THIS IS IT!"—a ski that turns 
with a breath or equally follows without question your bidding to track—a great ski. 

What makes a great ski is creative skill and meticulous attention to 
detail—years of research to find precisely the right form for each 
component, precisely the right fusion of all—then fulfilling the intention 

- of great design, accepting nothing less than craftsmanship so fine 
and materials so durable the ski will last as long as your devotion. 

and who makes great skis? HEAD 	 of course. 

0 

 

II1  I ' HEAD STANDARD—$94.50 
HEAD VECTOR—$117.50 
HEAD SKI POLE—$24.50 

- 

HEAD SKI CO., INC. 
Timonium, Maryland 


