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Photo by Arthur B. Ford 

knoll) your mountains 
North face of Smith Knob (7,003 feet) in the Thiel Moun-. 

tains, Antarctica is studied by Bjorn Andersen. Massive 

igneous rocks overlie and underlie nearly horizontal, 

slightly metamorphosed sedimentary rocks seen in lower 

third of slope. 
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Uhe Unknown 

Some of the world's great mountain ranges and chains lie 

within the frozen wastelands of the south polar continent 

of Antarctica. A mammoth mountain belt, the Transantarc-

tic Mountains, stretches almost uninterruptedly for approx-

imately 1,800 miles across the continent between the 

South Pacific and the South Atlantic Oceans. In places, 

high mountains such as Mt. Hirschel (11,742 feet) and 

Mt. Markham (13,268 feet) soar out of the Ross Sea and 

Ross Ice Shelf in spectacular ice-sheathed escarpments. 

Huge, fast-moving ice streams such as the great Beardmore 

Glacier form outlets to the sea through the mountains for 

the very thick, pent-up ice of the high polar plateau behind. 

The outlet glaciers are generally used to gain access to 

the polar plateau. The highest known peak in Antarctica, 

Vinson Massif (16,859 feet)lies in the Sentinel Range of 

the Ellsworth Mountains, another large mountain system. 

The Thiel Mountains, not nearly so high as some of their 

orogenic brethren, but far more isolated than most, lie only 

a little more than 300 miles from the South Pole along the 

90
0 

W. meridian. These mountains, whose highest summit 

barely reaches above 9,000 feet, are entirely surrounded 

by ice which continues for many hundreds of miles in most 

directions. To the south lies the thousands-of-feet-thick 

polar plateau ice-cap, and toward the north and west is the 

ice sheet of Marie Byrd Land. Seismic studies have shown 

that the sub-ice topography of Marie Byrd Land is very 

irregular, and in many places even below sea level. The 

ice-buried rock surface drops off very steeply northward 

from the Thiel Mountains to near or slightly below sea 

level. 

Antarctic research by the United States has been carried 
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out since the International Geophysical Year under the 

sponsorship of the National Science Foundation. Construc-

tion and maintenance of the permanent stations, tranpor-

tation, and logistical support of field parties are provided 

by the U.S. Navy's Operation Deep Freeze. McMurdo Sta-

tion, at the base of the smoking volcano of Mt. Erebus on 

Ross Island, is the main staging area for the inland sta-

tions, chiefly Pole and Byrd Stations, and for the tempor-

ary camps of field parties. 

At the time of their first sighting, the Thiel Mountains 

were thought to be part of the Horlick Mountains, but later 

mapping by the U.S. Geological Survey showed them to be 

a separate mountain group. Although the mountains—named 

for the late Dr. Edward C. Thiel, Antarctic geophysicist 

from the University of Minnesota—had been seen in 1958 

and 1959 from the ice plateau to the north, they had not 

been entered prior to the arrival of a six-man U.S. Geologi-

cal Survey party in late December, 1960. 

A ski-equipped DC-3 from Byrd Station landed the 1960-

1961 Survey party composed of geologists John Aaron, 

Bjorn Andersen, Art Ford, and Hal Hubbard; surveyor Pete 

Bermel; and camp manager Dave Green on the ice plateau 

about seven miles from the base of the mountains. Here 

a semi-permanent base camp with a Jamesway hut was 

established. The party and rock samples were evacuated 

to Byrd Station early in February, 1961. The base camp 

—Camp Washington—was reoccupied the following year 

for completion of the geologic mapping project. Geologists 

Ray Elliott and Rowland Tabor joined Aaron, Andersen, 

and Ford for the 1961-62 southern summer field season 

between November 1, 1961 and January 20, 1962. 



34ountains of (3ntarctica By Arthur B. Ford 

(Publication authorized by the Director, U.S. Geological Survey) 

Fortunately, the area has a continental climate with very 
low (about 16 centimeters of equivalent water) annual 

snow accumulation, and so the hut remained unburied over 

the winter of 1961. Newly fallen snow is commonly swept 

up by high-velocity surface winds draining down slopes 

and funnelling through mountain passes to form ground 

blizzards. Moving snow is deposited mostly in the lee and 

along the sides of obstacle's, and in this manner, four-foot-

high snow drifts formed around the hut during one year. 

The fine snow, powered by high winds, penetrates the 

tiniest crack in a hut or tent; over a winter it can easily 

fill tightly a poorly prepared hut. Digging out a hut filled 

with tightly packed snow is a gargantuan task to say the 

least, and so the party was overjoyed in early November of 

1961 to find that the hut had been effectively sealed be-

fore the polar winter set in. 

Even though elevations are not great, the mountains are 

devoid of life, owing chiefly to their extreme isolation and 

their very low temperatures—mean annual air temperature 

as determined by measuring firn temperatures at a depth of 

10 meters is about 38 degrees F. below zero. In contrast 

to the coastal Antarctic mountains where midsummer tem-

peratures commonly, rise above freezing, the air temper-

ature in the Thiels very rarely reaches even 10 degrees F. 

Rock surfaces are free of the lichens and mosses common-

ly seen in more coastal areas. Very minor amounts of melt-

water formed by solar heating of dark rock surfaces are 

occasionally seen, but only in about a two-week period in 

late December and early January. The short-lived melt-

water pools appear barren of even the algae which are 

common in other Antarctic mountains of only slightly lower  

latitude. 

Insects—mites, springtails, and wingless mosquitoes 

—reported elsewhere in Antarctica are also absent. Party 

members were startled one day in January, 1961 to find a 

skua feasting in the camp garbage dump. Sightings of these 

large and powerful gull-like birds so far from the open sea 

are extremely rare. When disturbed, the visitor flew off on 

a lonely course southward across an ice escarpment and 

over the horizon of the polar plateau. 

Outlying mountains and nunataks are as much as 50 

miles from the base camp. Transportation to them was 

excellently provided by small motor toboggans. Although 

powered by only a 9-horsepower gasoline engine, a tobog-

gan had little difficulty in pulling ton-loads of equipment 

and rock samples on two Nansen-type sleds. 

The "Age of Mountaineering" is yet to come to the 

southern continent. Relatively few peaks have been 

climbed, and these generally by the simplest route pos-

sible. Many large mountains are as yet unnamed, and there 

undoubtedly are some that have not been seen even from 

the air. 

Whereas the first explorers to great mountain areas in 

other continents have commonly been mountaineers whose 

main goal is the conquest of peaks, the first visitors to 

Antarctica's mountains are geologists, geophysicists, gla-

ciologists, and surveyors. Consequently, climbing routes 

selected are those that provide the greatest wealth of 

scientific information in the short time available. Ant-

arctica's reservoir of mountains will be drawn upon by 

future generations of climbers when few, if any, major 

unclimbed peaks remain in the northern continents. 
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Route up north side of Mt. Walcott 

is studied by Rowland Tabor and Bjorn Andersen. 

The nearly horizontal layered rocks on 

foreground spur are slightly metamorphosed 

sedimentary rocks (quartzites and argillites). The 

massive rocks above and below the layered 

ones are of igneous origin. 

Photographs by Arthur B. Ford 
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1961-62 U.S. Geological Survey 

party at Camp Washington in the Thiel Mountains. 

From left to right: Art Ford, Bjorn Andersen, 

Rowland Tabor, John Aaron, and 

Ray Elliott. 
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John Aaron studies an 

unclimbed aiguille on the east side of 

Mt. Walcott, Thiel Mountains. The southern face 

(right) drops about 2,500 feet to the 

ice plateau below. 

Photographs by Arthur B. Ford 
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U.S. Geological Survey sledge party approaches the massif of Mt. Powell 

(7,203 feet, seen in center) and King Peak (7,213 feet, on right) at the southern end of 

the Thiel Mountains. A small motor toboggan draws two heavily 

loaded Nansen sleds over the rough sastrugi-covered surface of the ice plateau. 

The wind-eroded sastrugi are oriented toward the pass on left skyline 

through which an almost ceaseless gale funnels from the 

south polar ice plateau beyond. 
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Seventy-two hours after leaving Boston, our party of 

four, somewhat cramped from the confines of a tudor 

Falcon, arrived at our vacation destination, the Glacier 

Peak Wilderness Area in northern Washington. We had been 

attracted to the Glacier Peak Area by the glowing reports 

of two friends who had spent a few days hiking there the 

previous summer. 

Armed with topographic maps, a few vague directions 

from friends, and a 14-day supply of food, mostly dehy-

drated, we set off on August 16 from the old mining town 

of Trinity, heading up the Chiwawa River valley. By the 

middle of the second day the trail which follows the 

Chiwawa River had disappeared, and we found ourselves 

ascending the west side of Red Mountain. By dusk, after a 

steep climb on loose rock, we reached the pass between 

Red and Chiwawa Mountains, and the view west to Glacier 

Peak and south and east into the lush Phelps Creek 

Valley was ample reward. 

Fatigued, we slid down the snowfield on the east side of 

Red-Chiwawa Mountain Pass and made camp on the east 

side of Red Mountain at an altitude of about 7,100 feet. 

From a virgin mountainside meadow you enjoy a beautiful 

view of the Phelps Creek Valley, although we were able to 

fully enjoy the beauty of this spot only after we had con-

structed little rock barricades around our sleeping area to 

prevent a midnight roll into the valley below. 
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The next day dawned clear and sunny, as was the case 

on 12 of the 14 days we were on the trail. Within a few 

hours we found our way around the southeast side of 

Chiwawa Mountain, across several snowfields to Spider 

Pass, and on down past the foot of Lyman Glacier to 

Lyman Lake. We camped near a small creek on the east 

side of the lake in order to avoid the horses on the other 

side. In spite of the murky appearance of the water (glac-

ial silt) we all enjoyed a long swim. The following day 

was one of rest; we bushwhacked our way down along the 

Crown Point Falls and swam and tried some fishing in 

Railroad Creek as it meandered through the Meadow below 

the falls, a mile or two below Lyman Lake, toward Holden. 

Beginning to feel more like seasoned mountaineers, we 

hiked eight miles the following day over Cloudy and 

Suiattle Passes up to Image Lake. The view from Cloudy 

Pass across Lyman Lake and up over Lyman Glacier and 

Spider Pass is exhilarating; it was fun to see so clearly 

where we had traveled two days before. The final two 

miles up Miner's Ridge to Image Lake is a long, hot pull 

but well worth it, especially the sunrise on Glacier Peak 
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Circuit of Glacier Peak. By James H Wilson 

and the spectacular image of the fire-colored mountain on 
the glassy surface of the lake. Each day's image is differ-
ent. 

After a day of swimming, fishing, and hiking on Miner's 
Ridge above the lake, and picking a few of the Cascade-
variety blueberries which added a tasty and fresh flavor to 
our reflector oven-baked muffins, one of my companions 
and I hiked six miles north to Canyon Lake. This day 
trip proved to be one of the highlights of our entire exper-
ience in the Cascades. A mile-and-a-half before reaching 
the lake the trail passes through a lovely mountain mead-
ow, covered with many different flowers and crossed by 
innumerable creeks flowing over and around moss and 
flower-covered rocks. The lake itself has a beautiful deep 
blue-green tone. Rock cliffs rise straight from the water's 
edge on two sides. Having forgotten our fishing equipment, 
we climbed about a mile up to Totem Pass, which lies just 
above the lake; as you come up over the pass you are 

treated to a magnificent view of snowy Mt. Baker to the 
northwest and a whole new world of mountains to the north 
beyond Dome and Blue Peaks. 

The next day we packed up and hiked 14 miles down 
Miner's Ridge to the Suiattle Road. This is a hot and dusty 
trail, so you'll find a swim in the natural pools in Canyon 
Creek a welcome relief and a refresher for the final six 
miles to the Suiattle Road and the foot of the Mill Creek 
Trail. We camped that night about a quarter of a mile up 
that trail on the south side of the Suiattle River, deep in a 
very lush and tropical-like rain forest. Our beds of pine 
needles and moss were the best of the trip. 

The following day we embarked on the second half of our 
trip. One member of our party left us at this point due to 
severe blisters; he was to meet us in a week with the car 
at the White River Road about six or seven miles north of 
Lake Wenatchee. We had a lovely climb through the lush 
forests up Mill Creek to Mica Lake, set in the side of 
Glacier Ridge. The heavy growth of moss combined with 
the tall, straight cedar and pine trees make this forest a 
very impressive sight. We spotted some bright orange-red 
mushrooms on a.  moss-covered log which added to the 
splendor and lushness of the forest. Camping that night on 
a small plateau about 500 feet below Mica Lake, in a not 
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very sheltered spot, fog rolled in and we expected a real 

storm, but by midnight the sky was crystal clear and a 

brilliant near-full moon lit up the wilderness. 

Within an hour after leaving our campsite the next morn-

ing, we arrived at Fire Creek Pass which again rewarded 

us with a magnificent view, both to the north across 

Miner's Ridge and to the south toward White Mountain by 

which we were to pass four days later. The northeastern 

side of Glacier Ridge is quite barren and rocky at the 

higher elevations and all along this ridge sit mirror-clear 

lakes like Mica Lake, each molded into the side of the 

mountain. The southwestern side of the ridge, however, 

presents green, flower-spotted meadows, dropping quickly 

into thick forests. After dropping down the south side of 

the pass, the trail then takes you again onto Glacier Ridge 

and onto Kennedy Ridge. From the latter we got our first 

close-up view of a glacier; the sense of power and uncon-

trolled force projected by these masses of moving ice im-

pressed us very much. From there it was just a few miles 

down Kennedy Ridge to Kennedy Hot Springs. 

We found a nice secluded campsite a little way up the 

Whitechuck River from the guard station, near a clear 

spring. While we were at the guard station, supplies for 

firefighters on Kennedy Ridge were parachuted in. We were 

impressed by the accuracy of the deliveries, especially 

the load which landed on the top of the radio antenna of 

the guard station. Equally amazing to us was the fact that 

these supplies included fresh eggs! 

The next day we experienced the only rain of the entire 

trip, and even this was only intermittent and did nothing to 

hinder a marvelous day of fishing at Byrne Lake, two-and-

a-half miles up a steep trail from the Hot Springs. Like 

Canyon Lake, this is an extremely beautiful lake with a 

deep blue-green color, molded into the side of the nage 

far above the timber line. We caught our share of trout, one 

of my companions proving himself to be quite an expert. 

We returned to our camp along the Whitechuck that night to 

prepare for the last leg of our trip. 

The hike from Kennedy Hot Springs is a very pleasant 

and easy uphill one of about seven miles to a point about 

a mile below Red Pass. We made camp early in the after-

noon in a most beautiful and virgin meadow just north of 

what was once the Glacier Peak Shelter. From this seclud-

ed meadow we spotted a pair of mountain goats high on 

the ridge to the east, in the direction of the Whitechuck 

Glacier. For a day these goats grazed on that very steep 

and inaccessible meadow and rock. 

The following morning we set off on what proved, like 

our other side-trips to Canyon and Byrne Lakes, to be one 

of the most rewarding experiences of our trip. We hiked 

about two miles up along a rushing cascade onto White- 

chuck Glacier. Just as you climb onto the glacier, to the 

northwest, you get a magnificent view of the white pyramid, 

Mt. Baker, looming above the hazy horizon. About a mile 

up the glacier you turn to the south and get a majestic 

view of Mt. Rainier, towering like a cloud in the distance. 

After hiking around on the glacier and marvelling at the 

deep, blue crevasses and the sound of water rushing 

through them many feet below, we returned to camp and 

prepared to leave for Red Pass. Within an hour of leaving 

our meadow campsite, having passed the Cinder Cone, we 

arrived at Red Pass and one of the most expansive and 

most spectacular views of the entire trip. Behind lies 

Whitechuck Glacier, Disappointment and Glacier Peaks; to 

the northwest, beyond many snowcapped ridges, lies Mt. 

Baker; and opening up before you to the south is a whole 

new world of mountains and wilderness, layer upon layer 

of mountains stretching as far as you can see beyond the 

green meadows and thick forests that lie directly below 

you. We had arrived at Red Pass with the feeling that we 

were really getting to know the Cascades, but this last 

view made us realize that our area of experience was in 

fact only a very small portion of this vast wilderness. 

The rest of the trip was all downhill, both physically 

and mentally; the spectacular view from Red Pass was a 

fitting and rewarding climax to our journey in the high 

country. We spent our last night about a mile below 

Reflection Pond, along the White River Trail. On the last 

day we hiked the final fourteen miles along the White 

River Road where the fourth member of our party, cleanly 

shaven, met us with cold refreshments. 

Perhaps the characteristic or feature of this wilderness 

area, which in just two weeks we came to appreciate and 

enjoy so much, was the wide and unspoiled variation. 

From mossy, green rain forests to warm, flowered mountain 

meadows, to glacier-covered mountains, to high rocky pas-

ses with their panoramic views, and deep blue lakes jump-

ing with trout, hidden between the mountain ridges; the 

birds and goats and deer and the one bear which we saw 

on the final few miles of the trip made this natural spec-

tacle even more alive. Two weeks was not nearly long 

enough, but it served to whet our appetites for a return to 

the Cascades soon. 

James H. Wilson, a prep-school history teacher in Con-

necticut, submitted this account to help publicize one of 

the most scenic meadow and forest-type "circle tours" 

that can be made at a relaxed 2-week pace in the North 

Cascade Wilderness Area. Although no "personal history" 

accompanied his article, we are grateful to Wilson for 

showing that enthusiasm for the North Cascades reaches 

the East Coast. 
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A PORTION OF THE 
NORTH CASCADES 
NEAR GLACIER PEAK 

L---A-Route of J. H. Wilson party  
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Challenging 

Fred Beck,ey and Dan Davis 

on the ''Question Mark Wall" in 

Lone Peak Basin near Salt Lake City, 

Utah. Note climbers near skyline, 

about two-thirds up. 

Photographs by Rich Ream 

Climbers on the wall as viewed from 

below. Route required 75 pitons and 7 bolts with 

piton sizes ranging from knife blades to 

bong bongs. 
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Climbs in Lone Peak Basin By Rich Ream and Ted Wilson 

Located just twenty miles from Salt Lake City, seldom-

visited Lone Peak Basin is a gigantic amphitheater of 

towering granite that offers some of the finest high angle 

rock climbing in the United States. In September, Fred 

Beckey and Dan Davis of Seattle teamed up with the 

AlpenBeck Climbing Club to take advantage of Utah's 

beautiful fall rock climbing weather. Of the four routes 

pioneered, three were a mixture of free and direct aid 

climbing, while route two was all free climbing with twenty  

pitons placed for protection. 

The best approach to the Lone Peak Basin is from 

Corner Canyon road south of Draper, Utah. After driving 

this road to its end, a trail may be followed to where the 

second small creek crosses. Leave the trail here, and 

hike straight up (some bushwhacking), diagonal east high 

on the ridge. From there a walk over granite slabs brings 

you to the beautiful Lone Peak Basin, where many, many 

new routes are yet to be done. 

Ted Wilson leads a pitch on route two. 



Climbing party members in Lone Peak Basin 
are Fred Beckey, Rich Ream, Ted Wilson, Court 
Richards, and Dan Davis. 

Lone Peak basin, in Utah, is a gigantic 
amphitheater of towering granite, offering some of the 
finest high-angle rock climbing in the United States. 
Route 3 is the Question Mark. Routes 1, 3, and 4 
involve direct aid technique. Route 2 is free climbing. 

West face of Lone Peak. Ro 
climbed by Fred Beckey, Bob Irvine, a 

Climb is over one thousand fe 
summit, required 12 hours and 40 

was climbed by Ted Wilson, Rich Re 
and Court Richards. Route 2 was clim 

20 pitons 

14k00-tik 0•.! $ 
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le I was first 
Rick Reese. 
from base to 
ons! Route 2 
, Dick Ream, 

free, using 
Dr protection. 
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Delicate Arch: This darling of the arches is sculptured out of salmon-colored sandstone. In contrast to other arches 

in the monument, it stands in splendid isolation on a ridge between a huge bowl, left and a sharp drop-off, right. 

Formations in the background may once have supported arches. 

Camping and Hiking in National 

16 SUMMIT / DECEMBER / 1962 



A delicate arch that encourages climbing? In Utah they 

have one that has everybody doing it, from tottering babes 

to Senior Citizens on tour. Utah's Delicate Arch is so 

famous, one simply must struggle up the one and one-half-

mile trail to get a close-up view, regardless of high heels, 

girdles, babies, or thirst. 

A pretty teen-ager with a bouffant hairdo was close to 

tears when we met her dragging her (spike) heels up the 

slickrock whaleback over which the middle third of the 

trail passes. Two of three youngsters being coaxed up by 

their parents, were crying for a drink of water. A well-

laced senior citizeness, on a bus tour from Iowa, was 

puffing and perspiring, but a look of grim determination on 

her face indicated she'd make it. A jolly middle-aged man 

wanted to know whether he'd be able to buy a beer on top. 

Like us, they couldn't face the embarrassment, should 

well-traveled friends back home ask, "Of course, you 

went to see the Delicate Arch?" 

All the way up you're kept guessing as to where the arch 

is. A sandstone ledge has been widened into a broad ramp, 

and you begin to wonder what the idea is when. . . but let 

us not divulge the well-kept secret. No unveiling was 

ever more effective. 

Sculptured out of salmon-hued sandstone, the Delicate 

Arch stands, the undisputed star, on a stage all her own. 

In front a huge bowl has been scoured out, its walls etched 

with spiraling ridges, as if by some swirling maelstrom. 

Behind, a smooth precipice falls away into the canyon 

below. In the distance, on the other side of the Colorado 

River, the La Sal Mountains rise to more than 13,000 feet, 

but she dwarfs them; they are only so much background, to 

attract snow and clouds to enhance her beauty. Some empty 

pedestals on the left may have once supported arches. Del-

icate Arch may have attained her splendid isolation merely 

by surviving longest. All other arches we saw in the 

Monument were concentrated in groups. 

Being the kind of tourists who are a little contempt-

uous of the tourist angle, we began looking for a different 

viewpoint. Beyond, and to the right of the arch, a wall 

rises perpendicularly out of the canyon. We scrambled up 

the back side of this fin to find that it was by no means a 

first ascent. Even so, we like our pictures from that angle 

best. But we don't recommend it with high heels, etc. 

Photographically speaking, a good time to arrive at the  

arch is a full three hours before sunset, especially if you 

are taking both color and black and white. 

Another scenic area, The Windows, is close to the road, 

but in order to see and photograph individually, the Double 

Arch (a very unique one), the Turret Arch, and the Parade 

of the Elephants, you have to wade through considerable 

red-powdered sandstone dust, scramble over some slick-

rock and watch out for cactus. 

A particularly pleasant area for hiking is the Devil's 

Garden, where a two-mile trail starts as a neat black-

topped strip, graduates to an ordinary dirt trail, and then 

penetrates some of the rougher reaches via sandstone 

domes and fins that have drop-offs on both sides. 

In contrast to the unobstructed character of the view at 

Delicate Arch, the Devil's Garden is a stage full of arch-

es, fins and pinnacles, all vying for attention. The Tunnel 

Arch is just about what you would expect of an arch: a 

smooth sandstone oval with nothing but sky coming 

through. An arch, one feels, was born to let the light 

through. Landscape Arch, on the other hand, has been 

thwarted in this urge by featureless masses of rock close 

behind it. It has had to develop character in the form of a 

very wide opening and a very thin span. 

Painted arrows mark the trail over the bare rock to 

Double-0 Arch, well worth the scramble. Put a fitting 

period to your two-mile hike by passing through the lower, 

smaller of the two O's, and looking back, snap a picture of 

the Dark Angel framed in the opening. 

Who can resist photographing arches? Blue sky coming 

through textured red sandstone ovals, sometimes with 

feather-light clouds overhead. Arches seen through other 

arches, or framing fins, pinnacles or people. According to 

our meter readings, the light on rock, sky, and clouds did 

not vary to the extremes we have usually found in higher 

elevations, hence, we had less trouble with overexposed 

skies. 

There's a lot of rough hinterland on the outskirts of the 

Devil's Garden and beyond which might interest knapsack-

ers with a yen for exploration. Water would have to be 

carried. 

Camping 

The campgrounds are at the approach to the Devil's 

Garden area. Campsites are strung out around a large 

meadow surrounded by domes, fins, and spires. Tables 

Monuments: The Arches By Louise and Niles Werner 

Photos by the Authors 
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Double 0 Arch. A satisfying end to a two-mile hike in the Devil's Garden. 

have been placed in niches that recess back among the 

rocks, each with a few pinyon or juniper trees. There was 

a feeling of privacy about these pleasant and scenic spots, 

that has all but disappeared from the camping areas of our 

more popular National Parks. 

There is wood, no campfire permit is required, but water 

is available only at Monument headquarters, 18 miles 

away, so bring a container large enough for your needs. We 

saw evidence of attempted well drilling in the meadow, so 

perhaps this problem may soon be solved. The monument 

is open all year, snowfall is light, spring and fall are con-

sidered the most pleasant time; summer is the busiest 

season. Be prepared for rain. 

Souvenirs 
Rockhounds will find Utah highly to their liking. We had 

never before seen rock shops stocked with such variety. 

The town of Moab, five miles south of Arches National 

Monument, has a very good one. A box labeled "Dinosaur 

Bones" caught our eye. "Now there's a souvenir to take 

home," we thought. But the bones in the rough looked so 

much like hunks of common rock, how could we convince 

our friends back home that we hadn't been had? The owner 

showed us some polished pieces and jewelry. We finally 

fell for a thin cut, unpolished; when you hold it up to the 

light you can see the bone tissue. The shop also adver-

tises jeep trips into areas where you can find the bones in 

situ. 
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Pleasant camping at 

roads-end, in semi-

isolated niches like this 

one, each with a few 

pinyon or juniper trees 

and a scenic background. 
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SINGLE 
SLED 

DOUBLE 
SLED 

The Yoho Pack is a newly-available piece of equipment 

of special interest to those planning trips into snow-

covered wilderness areas. It is designed to serve as a 

packboard, as a small sled or, snapped together with a 

second pack, as an emergency toboggan. The pack has 

been tested under severe conditions and has stood up 

well. The Canadian Government used 12 of the packs in 

its 1962 Arctic expedition and reported favorably on them. 

Siegfried Bucher, a Swiss now living in Edmonton, 

Alberta, designed the Yoho Pack, which is made of alumi-

num sheets and tubing and fitted with nylon webbing and 

straps. It measures 19 in. x 16 in., weighs 71/2  pounds and 

curves up slightly at one end. 

Members of the Edmonton Section of the Alpine Club of 

Canada helped in designing and testing the pack and in 

New Pack 
On the trail: Starting before the sun rose, the party moved 
steadily to take advantage of the crusted snow. Dr. J. G. 
Kato (front) and Robert E. Scholes keep the sled steady on 
the trail. Leo Kunelius and Robert Fierz are ready to Uphill stretch made more difficult by the softening snow 
brake the sled on downhill stretches. Others follow with as the day wears on. Stanley D. Rosenbaum and others 

20 skis, pull on the forward rope. 



subsequent modifications. Two packs were taken into the 

Club's Ski Camp in the Little Yoho area of the Canadian 

Rockies last April (1962). They were used to evacuate a 

skier with a broken leg, being chosen in preference to a 

conventional wooden toboggan also available at the Out-

ing's base camp. 

The trip involved moving a large, injured man from the 

7,000-foot level down to the road at Takakkaw Falls, at 

about 5,000 feet, over an eight-mile-long trail. The snow 

varied from frozen, at the start of the trip, to very soft and 

wet at the end. The surface was pitted and rutted with old 

ski tracks. There were two very steep stretches where the 

trail switchbacked downhill. 

Before the trip began, the two Yoho Packs were snapped 

together and secured. Two small trees were felled and  

stripped of branches, then lashed to the sled to serve as 

handles. Ropes were fastened to the front and rear. 

The injured man elected to ride feet-first instead of in 

in the head-downhill position. Bundled in warm clothing 

and a sleeping bag, he was strapped securely to the tobog-

gan in a half-sitting position. His pack and a small board 

supported his shoulders. 

Ten men shared the work of moving the toboggan—or pre-

venting it from moving too swiftly—down the eight miles. 

The trip was completed in 5 hours and 10 minutes. 

At the road, with the victim loaded into a car for the 

journey to town, the toboggan was disassembled. In min-

utes, the two Yoho Packs were ready to serve as pack 

frames on the journey back up the trail to Ski Camp. 

Converts to Emergency Toboggan By S. Degenhardt 

Almost home: The injured skier sits up while his friends take a "breather." From left: John M. Dodds (on toboggan), 
Stanley D. Rosenbaum, Dr. J. G. Kato, Robert E. Scholes (behind Kato) and Dr. M. J. Tuttle (back to camera). Right: 
Robert Fierz uses the Yoho Pack as a packboard; claims its 71/2  pounds are light insurance in case of accidents. 21 



'Ai- Montana's Sheer Peak 
By Dan Doody 

While sitting out monsoon-like conditions during the Iowa 

Mountaineers' Tonquin Valley Outing many stories were 

swapped of climbs made, or attempted. Most of them were 

at least based on fact, although some seemed quite im-

probable, such as Bill Echo's tales of an attempt of "A" 

Peak, a most unlikely name for a mountain (later discus-

sion and thought concluded it was probably named by some 

member of a U.S.G.S. survey party, fresh-out-of-college, 

where most theoretical problems are concerned with meas-

urement from the hypothetical point "A" to Point "B"). 

Furthermore, this illogical peak was supposedly located in 

the even more improbable Cabinet Range, south of Libby, 

Montana, where most ascents of peaks are made, not by 

piton-driving mountaineers, but rather by chainsaw-

brandishing lumberjacks in quest of the tall straight pine 

trees which form the basis of the area's economy. 

To relieve the air of all this improbability Bill produced 

a photograph which looked quite real, although the route 

looked a bit vague in places. But Bill, a physicist by pro-

fession, is a good salesman, and when he assured me that 

there were no mosquitoes and the sun always shines in 

Libby during August, I became more than interested, and 

while the rain continued to drum upon the tent roof, we 

set about formulating definite plans. 

When the Iowa Camp ended, Bill and I were the first to 

wade down the trail with overloaded Kelty Packs (to avoid 

having to rely upon the somewhat unpredictable packtrain). 

Once we got our enfeebled bodies back to our cars, we 

wasted no time in getting south where, just as Bill had 

promised, we were met by the almost forgotten warmth of 

a sunny day. 

From Libby, we drove east a mile or two and then nine 

miles up the gravel and dirt Granite Creek Road to its end. 

Once again we shouldered our Keltys, however, this time 

they were a more reasonable 50-55 pounds. The six-mile 

trail to Granite Lake is for the most part excellent. The 

first mile and a half are somewhat discouraging with sev-

eral slight ups and downs. The next three miles, probably 

as easy and as enjoyable as any trail, accompanies a 

sparkling stream as it threads its way through a lush 

growth of pine rising skyward for over one hundred feet. 

The final uphill pull, rising six hundred feet in a mile, 
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ends at the outflow of Granite Lake, which lies at the 

base of A Peak. The difference in terrain, coupled with 

seeing a mink, squirrels, a beaver, and several birds, 

helped to make the pack-in enjoyable instead of a drag. 

After a good night's sleep we contemplated the half-mile 

bushwhack through near impenetrable brush, consisting 

largely of thorn-laden Devil's Club, and we decided it 

would be easier to build a raft from the driftwood which 

abounds along the lakeshore. 

With the raft completed, we packed our food, bivouac 

gear, hardware, and rain gear (I figured it impossible to 

have three sunny days in a row) and then, in true Huck 

Finn tradition, we boarded our trusty craft and set forth 

for the other side of the lake. Thanks to the wind, our 

voyage lasted but twelve minutes; thanks also to the wind, 

we arrived with webbed feet. 

Our cruise over, we set forth to conquer the hill (not the 

actual climb, but the 1,500 feet of scree and dirt slopes 

leading to the base of the rock). With determined hearts we 

proceeded undaunted, seemingly going two steps back-

wards for each one forward. Our trudging was rewarded, 

and we arrived at the base of the climb in early afternoon. 

Starting up from the right edge of the second snow patch, 

we followed the right-hand ridge (west side) of the giant 

couloir which splits the face in half. 

The first three hundred feet were easy third class ledge 

systems, followed by a couple of leads of mixed third and 

fourth class climbing. The next lead was easy fifth and 

the following was about 5.7; we knew then that it would be 

a good climb as the rock was beautiful limestone which 

afforded excellent holds and was rarely rotten, although 

each hold did have to be checked. 

As opposed to Yosemite with its cracks which force one 

to take a certain route, we were free to pick and choose, 

sometimes finding a rather easy fourth class move within 

inches of a 5.8 move. Thus, in typical limestone tradition, 

I started up a lead, became confused by the many possibil-

ities and after trying three, decided to just pick one and 

push it. A bit to my surprise it went, about 5.7, but still 

I got where I wanted to go. In the many leads to follow, 

more and more frequently we found ourselves picking a 

route and pushing it to avoid becoming confused and wast- 



Photo by Bill Echo 

"A Peak" in the Cabinet Range of Montana. Route up the center is a 2,800-foot climb on sheer limestone. 

ing a lot of valuable time fooling with the many possibili-

ties. The drawback with this system revealed itself when 

I found myself turning overhangs, while but fifty feet to my 

left was a fourth class ledge system. 

The next lead was moderate fifth class, and while Bill 

was busy pounding iron and working out the details of the 

route I began to enjoy the scenery. 

"Sure is pretty with the lake, forested hillside, blue sky 

with those nice white clouds. Clouds? My gosh, Bill, look 

southwest of us; I thought it never rained here in Aug-

ust!" 

"It isn't raining yet, is it?" Bill responded in true 

Chamber of Commerce tradition. 

At the top of that pitch a brief council of war was held 

and while I pointed out that we could rappel off before 

dark, if we hurried, Bill countered with the equally pro-

found statement that we could also bivouac as planned 

and would then have all day tomorrow to rappel down if 

the weather did disintegrate. 

Another lead and a half brought us up to an extensive 

grassy ledge system, about nine hundred feet up the face. 

As it was after seven we busied ourselves with clearing 

out a small cave, eating, and bedding down for the night. 

Bill had brought a lightweight sleeping bag, while I had a 

down jacket, long johns, and an extra pair of heavy wool 

socks, over which I pulled an elephant foot. 

I slept fairly well during the night, \ .ing several times 

due to the cold, however, only really disturbed once by the 

noise created by Bill and a rat or mouse of some sort, hav-

ing a tug-of-war over possession of the food. 

The morning was cloudy and cold, but not raining. My 

first impression was one of terror as I looked at a huge 

ragged, black cloud which, upon closer inspection, turned 

out to be the edge of the cave roof. 

Because of the cold, about freezing, it was almost eight 

before we continued on, under an overcast sky. After three 

leads we approached Bill's previous high point. Would it 

be our high point, too, or would we find the crux of the 
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A PEAK Challenge 
climb and be able to push it higher? Bill pointed out the 

several routes he had tried prior to retreating and, the 

shoe now being on the other foot, it was my turn to pick a 

route and lead it. 

I chose to remain on the inside wall of the couloir rather 

than traverse out onto the gendarmed ridge, as Bill had 

previously attempted. The route was, obvious for the first 

three leads, following cracks, chimneys, and doing some 

face climbing. Unfortunately, good piton cracks were few, 

but in spite of the many small overhangs the pitches went 

one after another, done for the most part fourth class, al-

though the moves surmounting the overhangs were fre-

quently as difficult as 5.7. 

We found the limestone fantastically enjoyable, as there 

is a great feeling of accomplishment and satisfaction to 

surmount overhang after overhang without even placing 

pitons for protection. You .get the feeling of invincibility 

and it becomes easy to understand how such fantastic 

routes can be put up in the Dolomites. 

All morning we continued up the inside wall of the cou- 

loir, never getting into the middle of it where we would 

have to contend with waterfalls, rockfall, etc., but we 

remained some fifty to one hundred feet away, almost, but 

not quite, on the actual ridge. A more accurate route de-

scription would be pointless because, as I have mentioned 

above, the possibilities are endless. 

Hours passed, pitch after pitch was climbed, and the 

weather continued to worsen. About three it started snow-

ing, not hard, but enough to convince us that our mountain 

could lay waste to us if she so desired. I had been climb-

ing in my long johns and down parka, in addition to my 

usual climbing clothes, thus had little to put on for anoth-

er bivouac. Furthermore, climbing so much fifth class 

without pitons was beginning to tell on us. The mental 

strain, coupled with the physical exertion, was making its 

mark; we were both quite tired. 

We estimated our position as being nearly 2,000 feet up, 

or 600 to 800 feet from the top. If the weather didn't get 

worse we might be able to make the summit by dark, but if 

we did we would have to bivouac there and make the long 

descent the following day. On the other hand, if we tra-

versed west a few hundred feet, we could hit what looked 

as easy ledges from the picture. Taking advantage of 

LOOKING FOR A SLEEPING BAG? BUY NOW ... 

ENJOY SUMMIT ONE YEAR FREE!! 

As Highland's Christmas present 

to you we will either renew your present 

subscription to SUMMIT for one year 

or give you a new subscription 

to the person of your choice for one year 

with every purchase of any 

sleeping bag through December 31, 1962. 

WE CARRY A LARGE SUPPLY OF 

HOLUBAR, BLACK, AND HIGHLAND 

SLEEPING BAGS IN STOCK. 

"Lazy Backpacker Brand" 

HIGHLAND 0 utaitteeJ P.O. Box 121, Riverside, Calif. 

Store hours: 10 AM to 4 PM and 7 PM to 9 PM 
Tuesdays through Fridays. Saturdays 9 AM to 
4 PM. 3593 Eighth St. (in downtown Riverside). 
Parking lot tickets validated. Tel. OV 3-7414. 
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The Walliner Axe 

these we should be able to make the summit early enough 

to have time to get back to our camp, or at least to timber 

and its protection from the wind. The latter was the 

obvious choice; although it would mean abandonment of 

the direct route, we would remain on the north face. An 

icy blast of wind lashed our face with snow as if to point 

out the folly of attempting to go on. 

I made a traverse to the right around a corner and there I 

was provided with a nice view of the lake, straight down, 

as the ledge just quit. This was hardly what I was looking 

for so I retreated, climbed higher, and tried again; this 

time the ledge gave out before the crest of the ridge. I 

backed off and went up again. 

Were we now to be forced to push the direct route and 

spend another night on the mountain, cold and tired? Had 

this friendly attitude of the mountain been nothing more 

than a lure? Fortunately, this was not the case, as the 

next ledge I tried went between a gendarme and the ridge, 

and on around the corner. After 300 feet, including one 

sixth class pin, we rappelled 150 feet and attained the 

ledges, which went third class to within 300 feet of the 

summit. The final bit yielded with but fourth class climb-

ing, and we emerged on the ridge 200 feet west of the sum- 

mit and were met by an icy blast of wind. We had managed 

the first ascent of the North Face of "A" Peak, although 

we didn't push the direct route all the way. 

After signing the summit register, we traversed the ridge 

and a subsidiary peak to the west and dropped down 

through the timber back to our camp, arriving there just 

after dark. 

In the morning I bravely poked my head out of my down 

cocoon, opened one eye, and looked at the mountain. The 

upper half of the peak was totally enshrouded in clouds, 

undoubtedly snowing, so our decision had been a wise 

one. 
Summary 

As can be seen from the picture, the possibilities are 

endless, and to the best of my knowledge, this 2,800-foot 

face offers the most extensive limestone climbing in 

the United States. It should be visited by many parties in 

coming years. Our route was certainly not the easiest; 

neither was it the hardest; therefore, this face still offers 

many challenging firsts to climbers of various abilities 

who want to get off the beaten track. Ours was the first 

route on the north face of A Peak, but I doubt if it will 

long remain the only route there. 

1  
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New Ensolite lined climbing boots made 

to order for cold weather climbing. Guar-

anteed satisfactory fit. Write for measur- 

ing directions $38.50, plus postage. 

Listing of down sleeping bags and other 

climbing gear mailed on request. 

Peter limmer & Sons 
Intervale, New  Hampshire 
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Cascade Pass Camp Aug. 8-14 

Climbing Seminar (Colorado) 

Rocky Mountain National Park 
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Rock Climbing 
July 19-23; Aug. 9-13 

— Write for Illustrated Brochure — 

DICK McGOWAN, President 
19828 - 80th Pl. W., Edmonds, Wash. 

PRospect 6-1620 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 

1807 VICTORY BOULEVARD 

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

Where Experts 
Come , 

to Buy 
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. 
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Five mountaineers, all in different 
walks of life, are on an expedition to-
gether in the mountains of Africa. Seat-
ed together in a semi-circle around a 
campfire a few days' march from the 
base of their objective, Dood Rumble, 
they have just completed a hearty sup-
per of lion steak, alligator egg-fern 
salad, and cottage cheese made from 
zebra milk. After a few remarks about 
their plans for the next day's march, the 

E ? 
By Dee Molenaar 

warmth of the fire and flickering flames 
gradually lulls each man into his own 
thoughts. 

The one-eyed carpenter is wearing a 
parka of phosphorescent lavender. 

The business tycoon owns a Box-
Brownie camera which he acquired in 
1930 when the Eastman Kodak Company 
commemorated their 50th Anniversary 
by giving cameras to all 12-year-old 
children. 

The man in the red parka is sipping 
wine. 

The labor leader is drinking tea. 
The man in the red parka is seated to 

the right of the ex-mountain trooper who 
is wearing the parka he found in a Jap 
dugout on Kiska in 1943. 

The man who owns a stereo camera is 
wondering if he brought along the right 
piton hammer. 

The man in the yellow parka is won-
dering if enough pitons were brought 
along for the proposed climb. 
The man seated in the middle is 

drinking rum. 
The plumber's helper is seated at the 

left end of the group. 
The man who is planning his next 

stock market coup is seated next to the 
man who owns a Leica camera. 

The man who is calculating the piton 
requirements is seated next to the man 
with the Exakta camera. 

The man who is wondering what he'll 
get for Christmas is drinking diluted 
catsup. 

The plumber's helper is wondering 
about the film requirements of the ex-
pedition. 

The statistician sits next to the man 
in the blue parka. 

Each man is in a different profession 
and has one parka, one camera, one 
thought, and one drink. 

Which man drinks beer? 
Which man owns the camera with the 

large red rubber lens shade? 
This is the puzzle—answer the two 

questions and you have solved it. 
There are no tricks, no gimmicks, and 
it does work out perfectly. 

The answer will be printed in the next 
issue of Summit. 
P.S. All five men wish you all a Merry 
Christmas! 
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requirements. 
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1615 University Avenue 
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backpack, mountain and camp equipment 

Dear Editor: 
I read the article "A Study of Frost-

bite Treatment" with considerable in-
terest. However, I was puzzled by the 
use of the word "visibility" in the 
second line on page 24. Suspecting that 
it might really be "viability," I ob-
tained the March, 1962 issue of Naval 
Research Reviews. 
I found that my suspicion was correct 

and that the entire sentence reads: 
"The data seems clearly to indicate 
that thawing with dry heat at high tem-
peratures is hazardous because of the 
danger of raising tissue temperatures 
above the limit of viability, especially 
tissues previously traumatized by ex-
cessive cold." 

Reading further, I discovered that you 
had, in editing the article, left out a 
paragraph which discussed the causes 
of exposure for the frostbite victims. In 
part, it reads: "A large number of the 
patients suffered exposure as a result 
of intoxication. Several of the natives 
were exposed because they were ren-
dered helpless or unconscious by 

attack. Three of the latter were women, 
who reported flight after the assault in 
sub-zero weather without adequate 
clothing." 
As you can see, cold is not the only 

danger in our most northern state. 
Jim Banks 
USAF Academy, Colo. 

Dear Editor: 
I am almost finished writing the new 

Climber's Guide to Yosemite Valley. 
However, good climbing photographs 
are needed. Glossy prints, 8 x 10, 
should be sent to: Bruce Kilgore, c/o 
Sierra Club, 1050 Mills Tower, 220 
Bush Street, San Francisco, California. 
They will be returned. The book will be 
published around June 1, 1963. 

Steve Roper 
Berkeley, California 

G. Seligman 
,now Structure and Ski Fields 
A limited reprinting now available. 

$10.00 
(Statement will be mailed with book.) 

Dawson's Book Shop 
550 S. Figueroa Street 

Los Angeles 17, California 
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. . . and who makes great skis? of course! 

Ski poster, anyone? If you'd like a 24" x 36" full-color view of the Chamonix Aiguille du Midi, mail 50 cents 
in change to Head Ski Co., Inc., 40 W. Aylesbury Rd., Timonium, Maryland, U. S. A. We'll also enclose 
an informative booklet on Head Standard ($98.50), Vector ($122.50), and Competition Vector (S132.50) 
Skis, and on Head Ski Poles (S24.50). Available only at authorized, serious ski shops. . . the world over. 

65 

letters 
Dear Editor: 

Work on a climber's guidebook to the 
British Columbia Coast Range is now 
entering its third year, and the data 
collection phase should be complete by 
next summer. Any person with informa-
tion on the Coast Range (International 
Border to Nass R.) which has not been 
published in one of the major journals 
is invited to contact the guide commit-
te, c/o 1709 Haywood Avenue, West, 
Vancouver, B.C., Canada. 

Dick Culbert 
W. Vancouver, B.C. 

What is a ski ad doing in a 
mountain climber's magazine? 
Feeling very much at home, thank you. The 
mountaineer inches his way up from hold to 
hold against the ultimate demands of a Class V 
climb. The skier pits his nerves and skill and 
disciplined reflexes against the vicissitudes of a 
mountain run. The two are blood brothers. 
They may be, in fact, the same man. 

You mountain climbers are fanatical about 
good equipment design. So are we. In Head 
Skis, this obsession translates into effortless 
performance in bumps and difficult snow, sure-
footed holding on ice, buoyancy in powder, 
responsiveness to the sweet, strong drive of a 
long, carving turn. 

Those of you who already own Heads will 
know what we're talking about. We hope the 
rest of you will try our favorite skis and find 
out. Not on rock, please. 
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Dear Editor: 
I would like to enlist the help of 

Summit readers. I am trying to locate a 
copy of "Man in a Cold Environment" 
by A. C. Burton. I have been informed 
it is out of print. If any reader has or 
knows the location of a copy of this 
book I would appreciate hearing from 
him. 

D. T. Mitchell 
1199 N. Tarniami Tr. 
Sarasota, Florida 

Dear Editor: 
The purpose of this is to correct the 

record; to disclaim bigamy and to ab-
solve a charming lady, who is an ex-
cellent rock climber, from any complic-
ity in what might otherwise be con-
strued as an off-beat relationship. 
Roberts French in his November 

Summit article refers to an unnamed 
nine year old boy who did a graded 
climb of the Exum Ridge on the Grand 
Teton, accompanied by both parents. 
The boy is my son, Pete, who in reality, 
was accompanied by but one parent. 

Julie Peterson, highly regarded by 
Teton regulars, was the distaff member 
of this memorable party. Julie is "lit-
tle" Pete's friend, not his parent. 
Pete, now seventeen, is a ten-year 

veteran. This past summer he was "the 
kid in the black beret" leading the vol-
unteer search party, which located the 
storm-stranded Appalachian Club party 

on the Otter Body snowfield of the 
Grand. 

Peter E. Marchetti 
Omaha, Nebraska 
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