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Can you name this mountain? 

Clue: At 13,785 feet, it is the highest mountain in its state and is located in the heart of a popular range. Picture was 

taken on New Year's Eve by Alexis Kelner. Answer on page two. 



Four skiers work their way toward Mt. Woodrow Wilson, approximately 13,500 feet. 

Answer to "Know Your Mountains." 

Gannett Peak, in Wyoming. 

During the past forty years members of the Wasatch 

Mountain Club and other local climbers have been making 

numerous hiking and climbing excursions to the Wind River 

Mountains of Wyoming. The nearness of this range, a mere 

six hours' drive from Salt Lake City, but yet its relative 

inaccessibility to all but the most devoted outdoorsmen, 

makes it a popular area for the enjoyment of outdoor 

sports. 

Geographically, the Wind River range forms the crest of 

the continental divide as it passes through the western 

half of the state. At the center of this divide is 13,785-

foot Gannett Peak, Wyoming's highest summit. Two major 

highways, U.S. 28 and U.S. 187, parallel the divide and 
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provide excellent access to several trails that lead into 

the heart of the climbing areas. 

The relative inaccessibility of the climbing areas, con-

taining the peaks located between Downs Mountain to the 

north and Fremont Peak to the south, is chiefly due to 

deep band's of protected territory—The Glacier and Bridger 

wilderness areas—that surround the divide. Of the many 

trails traversing these wilderness zones only four can be 

considered as popular by most climbers. Approaching from 

the northeast are the Ink Wells and Glacier trails; from the 

southwest, the Green River Lakes and Island Lake trails. 

As in most mountain ranges, the weather patterns are 

highly unpredictable. In the summer months, afternoon 



Photos by Alexis Kelner A storm breaks at the head of Dinwoody Valley, deep within the range. 

vv-ii\Tr) Fe-TV"MIR, RANG- H: 
By Alexis Kelner 

thundershowers predominate; torrential downpours and July 

snowstorms are not uncommon. 

It was during such a downpour that Tom Stevenson, 

Breck Morris, and I, while camping at the base of Gannett 

Peak, were visualizing the more favorable conditions 

found only during the winter. The gently sloping glaciers, 

steep head walls and numerous cirques, if covered with 

deep powder snow, could provide endless hours of enjoy-

ment for enthusiasts of ski, rope, and ice axe. These 

fancies received an added stimulus when a group of Har-

vard Mountaineers, during December of 1959, succeeded in 

the first winter ascent of Gannett Peak. Their reflectionsl ' 

1. The American Alpine Journal, 12,129, (1960).  

concerning the excellent weather and snow conditions 

prompted us to make tentative plans for a winter expedi-

tion to the area. At this time, Breck and Tom, enlisted 

in the armed forces. Their eagerness and spirit were 

replaced by that of Vern LeFebre and Jim Tanis who were 

also fascinated with the feasibility of such an adventure. 

Preparations began during September of 1961, with pur-

chases of colorful down parkas, tents, and other equipment. 

Much weather data and dietetic information were also 

gathered and analyzed. It was argued, but finally agreed 

upon, that a "loop" tour would be the most desirable. 

Plans were made to enter the range by the long Glacier 

trail and exit via the shorter Ink Wells trail. Summit as- 
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cents of Mt. Woodrow Wilson and some other major peaks 
were planned. The group olski-mountaineers by this time 
had grown to a cumbersome nine. This group was later 
sub-divided into three "tent" units; all food and equipment 
purchases were based on such units of three. In the event 
of a minor skiing accident a complete unit could retreat 
with assurance of safety for the injured and also assur-
ance that the remainder of the party could continue undis-

turbed. 

Finally, by the time that all equipment was gathered and 
all preparations made, an advance party of three left Salt 
Lake on Christmas Day to arrange for the rental of jeeps 
from a local rancher. The rest of the personnel joined them 
in Dubois the morning of the 27th. During the drive from 
Salt Lake a radio weather report stated that night-time 
temperatures in West Yellowstone had reached a phenom-
enal -54 degrees. Immediately several bets were laid con-
cerning the anticipated use of down jackets. 

The actual hike started about noon of the 27th. The first 
four miles of trail led to the barren pass known as "Goat 
Flat Pass" at approximately 10,500 feet. Our first camp 
was established in a grove of protecting trees near the 
pass. Next morning, the pass was crossed with some dif-
ficulties due to low clouds, high winds, and much blowing 
snow. The second camp was established near the base of 
an impressive peak, locally known as "Bear's Tooth 
Mountain." Next morning, we awoke under a clear sky and 
several inches of fresh snow. After a leisurely breakfast 
a decision was reached to have one tent unit retreat due 
to poor conditioning and a severe knee injury of one of its 
members. 

As we became accustothed, both physically and psycho-
logically, to the packs we were carrying our rate of pro-
gress became somewhat smoother and faster. The smaller 
size of the group also kept time lags between the faster 
and slower skiers to a minimum. For the next two days the 
weather continued with periods of snow, sun, and fog. A 
continual supply of fresh powder snow thrilled and de-
lighted the more experienced skiers. The evening of the 
fourth day found the six camped in "Wilson's Meadow," 
about four miles from the summit of Woodrow Wilson. As 

the barometer rose, so did our spirits; throughout the 
evening, shouts of: "It's nice to stand up and stretch!" 
originated from the tall pyramid tent designed by Tom 
Stevenson, who had returned from active duty in time for  

our trek. Only jeers issued from the orange Himalayan 
tent. 

The morning of New Year's Eve found our group travers-
ing Dinwoody Glacier arid heading for our objective. At 
the base of the peak we separated—one group attempted 
the summit, and the other chose to spend the remainder of 
the day skiing the glacier. 

After completing several delightful runs on the glacier, 
we decided to make a leisurely descent to base camp at 
the meadow. The sun was dipping toward the rim of the 
divide, and we could barely distinguish the summit party 
trudging wearily along a snowswept ridge. It was not until 
11 p.m. New Year's Eve that the climbing party, guided by 
a giant bonfire, arrived at camp, tired, hungry, and thirsty, 
but with exuberant spirits and good news. The summit was 
reached at sunset, but only after several difficult gen-
darmes were surmounted. The panorama was magnificent; 
the three Teton peaks stood out clearly against the red-

dening sky. The descent in the darkness had been tiring, 
but otherwise uneventful. The New Year was welcomed 
with a round of Apricot brandy and everyone retired to the 
comfort of their sleeping bags. 

New Year's Day dawned bright, crisp, and clear, but 
camp was not broken until noon. We skated along the 
frozen Dinwoody Creek until a familiar landmark, the 
horse bridge, enticed us to rest. The last camp of our 
excursion was pitched somewhere between the Ink Wells 
lakes and "Scenic Pass," 11,800 feet. The sky was still 
clear although a slight wind was becoming apparent. After 
discussing several new climbs and routes we retired for 

a comfortable rest. 

Next morning, hastened by gathering clouds, we reached 
Scenic Pass, from where we could see the entire Wind 
River skyline. After a brief rest, we laced our ski boots for 
downhill skiing and pushed off. Three hours later we were 
in the company of our companions who greeted us warmly 
and provided us with the usual refreshments. 

Additional Notes and an Acknowledgement 
The summit party consisted of Vern LeFebre, Tom 

Stevenson, and Carl Dunn. The skiers were Jim Tanis, 
Bruce Christensen, and the author; the unsuccessful party 
were Roy Willie, Bob Nestor, and Charles Lesley. 

Appreciation and gratitude is extended the Lederle Lab-
oratories who provided us with a food concentrate com-
mercially known as "Gevral Protein." 

Paralleling a "moat" at the base of Mt. Woodrow Wilson in the Wind River Range. 

Photo by Alexis Kelner 
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Solitary climbing is universally condemned— and almost 

as universally practiced. 

For the climber of modest technical ambition who longs 

to face the mountains now and then alone, there is no 

friendlier range than the Sierra Nevada. 

Bare of enervating brush, almost shorn of tantalizing, 

death-concealing glacier, the stark and stony granite up-

lands beckon. . . cool and grey and brown and pleasing, 

craggy and gentle, snow-flecked and sere. .. 

So, one June not long ago, this winter-weary, office-

flabby climber stood beneath the granite peaks, and gazed, 

and slowly started up the tourist-trodden trail from Whitney 

Portal, slogging, limb-weary, toward the heights. Sturdy, 

strong-legged monsters clamor from behind: Weekend 

hikers, anxious to go by. I wave them feebly on: Begone! 

Beercan-spattered Mirror Lake is left behind at last. On 

the stony slopes far above, gathering darkness and a mis-

placed cairn conspire to lead me up a blind gully. As I can 

see no more, I make a waterless camp on the slope. An 

unpropitious start, indeed! 

Next morning, at 12,000 feet, in the shade of the austere 

crags of Whitney's East Face, I make a solemn decision. 

The pack has got to go. Packboard, cans, rope, flashlight 

—everything that weighs—will stay right here. I will take 

only the little summit pack, with dried food, stove and gas, 

first aid kit, and sleeping bag. I will even leave the 

poncho. 

Now I peruse the Climber's Guide to the High Sierra for 

a route down the cliffy north side of the pass. Following 

the instructions therein, I descend—and promptly get hung 

up. Climbing out of the cul-de-sac, I find a route not 

mentioned in the Guide, and descend into the valley of 

the north fork of Lone Pine Creek. 

Soon I reach East Face Lake, still ice-sheathed in late  

spring. It is the middle of a sunny Sierra afternoon. I 

gratefully drop what remains of my pack and head up the 

Mountaineer's Route of Mount Whitney. 

A pleasant, gully-shaded snowslope and gleeful pack-

unburdened boulder scramble soon lead to the broad 

summit. The awesome blue shadows of my peak and its 

neighbors silently fill the Owens Valley to the east as I 

retrace my steps. Slide and sciamble down—brew a little 

jello and cocoa—crawl into the sack, and it's morning 

again. 

I start out from the lake with my camp on my back to try 

the fourteen-thousand-foot fortress of Mt. Russell, north of 

Whitney. Two gullies descend from its battlements; the 

western one defeats me with its water-smoothed slabs, but 

the eastern one goes in a scramble almost to the summit 

ridge. Then, for a few nervous moments, it seems I have 

lost my labor to a puny stretch of cliff; but a little careful 

searching discloses a chimney by which I reach the ridge 

just east of the east peak. 

As I reach the higher west summit, I find myself the 

apparent center of attraction of two thunderstorms, one 

approaching from the north, the other from the west. I 

scurry back to the other summit and down the firm rock of 

the north ridge, which proves airy but not difficult. Drop-

ping my pack at the base of the ridge, I make a sunset 

scramble up Tunnabora Peak, an uninspiring rockpile but 

a fine viewpoint. 

Morning: a chilly walk along the arctic shore of Tulainyo 

Lake; an enjoyable hour up the ridge of Russell's small 

companion, Carillon; then back to camp, and down the 

broad valley to the west. Down through the boulder fields 

and the coarse Sierra sand of crumbled granite; down—a 

little haltingly—over a cliff that isn't marked on the map, 

down to the grassy meadow and the limpid chain of lakes, 

6 SUMMIT / JULY 1962 
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By Charles H. Bell 

churning with trout. 

Wallace Lake. Splendidly set beneath the tower of Mount 

Hale, it invites the weary traveller to sojourn—but the 

weary traveller quickly di.scovers that the grassy meadow 

is a bog, the inhabitants, mosquitoes and, he, the first 

warm meal of the year. 

Quickly, then, up the slopes of Mt. Barnard—Barnard, the 

t.lus pile, justly demoted from the ranks of fourteen-

thousanders by the meticulous photogrammetrists— across 

its summit and down, and over a ridge to the western 

slopes of the smaller slag heap known as Trojan. From its 

summit, I examine my next day's objective: the west face 

of Williamson. 

Williamson is one of the finest, as well as one of the 

highest peaks of the Sierra crest, standing boldly out into 

the valley, clearly separate from its neighbors; from any 

side, a truly individual mountain. 

A single glance at its west face from the peak of Barnard 

or Trojan discloses the best route: a great gully which 

cuts the face diagonally from north-up to south-down. Any-

one can see that this is the way up —anyone, that is, but 

the Climber's Guide to the High Sierra. 

In my camp below the face next morning, I wait until I 

can see the sun over the summit. Making my way up the 

talus, I soon arrive at the "inverted shield with a rectang-

ular column superimposed on top of it," so redundantly 

described in the Climber's Guide, route 2. 

From here, the great gully goes left. 

The Climber's Guide says go right. 

I look up the easy gully to the left. 

Then I head up to the right. 

Note to future climbers: 

left is right. 

right is wrong. 

Not that you can't make it the other way, understand—the 

face is complex, and so broken up that you can make it 

almost any way, if you just look hard enough, and back-

track often enough when you come to dead ends—but you 

will not find yourself headed "straight for the summit of 

Williamson," as the Oracle says: You will find yourself in 

the middle of a bewildering array of cross-gullies, pinna-

cles that threaten to peter out and leave you hanging, and 

airy, unnecessary buttresses. 

Halfway up this mess, I begin to get dizzy. Altitude? 

Probably just hunger. I move more slowly, always up, al-

ways to the right— and always wondering whether the next 

blind corner is going to be the real dead end. 

Across a gully of granite slabs, a little bird hops about a 

shaded snow patch, selecting a breakfast of frozen insects. 

Another buttress, another gully—I have traversed almost 

the whole face by now, diagonally north to south—and 

finally, the big black blocks of the summit ridge. A short 

scramble, and I am there. 

And, I'm bloody well not going back the same way. 

Descending the north side of the summit ridge, I soon 

find the key to the great gully: a narrow crack about 25 

feet high, which I slither down to the ruination of a good 

pair of mountain pants. Once down the chimney, the gully 

is just a scree and talus slide. In fact, the route up this 

gully tallies exactly with the Climber's Guide route 2—all 

except that little detail. You turn left at the big column. 

Not right. 

Why climb? Who can say? A thousand climbers, a thou-

sand answers. But I know why I made that particular climb 

—or why I kept it up after I could see it was proving more 

than I bargained for. Pure stubbornness, that's why. You 

see, the Good Book notes, somewhere a couple of para-

graphs above that little gem of misinformation about the 

SUMMIT / JULY 1962 7 



gully, that the west face of Williamson affords many 

routes. . . "and many cal-de-sacs for the less experi-
enced." I just didn't have the face to back down. 

After lunch that day, I took my pack across the Shepherd 
Pass trail to a little meadow below Diamond Mesa, and 
looked up at Junction Peak. I was tired, and it was already 
past mid-afternoon, but this was a climbing trip and there, 
unmistakably, was a climb—so: I noted a couple of land-
marks to lead me back to my pack— a big boulder, a big 
snowpatch, a lake half filled with snow—and started off. 

At the point where Diamond Mesa ends and Junction 

Peak begins is a scree slope leading up from an unnamed 
lake to the ridge of Junction, just north of the little knife-
edge which connects the two. From there, it is an easy 

scramble to what appears to be the summit. 

But, it isn't the summit. 

It is just the beginning of the summit ridge—a ridge 
which narrows to a rooftop form, with a tremendous drop 

to the east and a quite adequate drop to the west. Solo, 
unroped climbers of timid habits do not follow this ridge. 
They descend to the west a couple of hundred feet, cross 

a gully, climb up the next buttress to the summit—only 

that isn't the summit either. They do this two or three 

times, and finally arrive at the true summit, just in time 
for a fine sunset. They inspect the register—with some 
annoyance, discovering that one party made the climb "in 

30 minutes from Foresters Pass'— and return in the deep-
ening twilight, and finally starlight, to the meadow where 
they left their pack. 

The flashlight, remember, is back at Pinnacle Pass. 

Those landmarks—that's the big snowpatch, isn't it? 
And isn't that the lake half filled with snow? And here's 

the meadow. It isn't a very big meadow. The pack is right 
around here, somewhere, with its nice shiny stove and 
heart-warming little packages of jello and chocolate bars, 

and big, fluffy, welcoming sleeping bag. 

Right around here — somewhere. 

You wander around a little meadow for a couple of years 
—up and down, criss-cross, in circles, tripping over rocks 

and slipping into the stream, and after a while you begin 

to wonder whether it's the right meadow, landmarks or no 

landmarks. So you wander upstream and down, and explore 

a few more meadows. And you wander back toward Shep-
herd Pass; maybe a trail crew came along and moved the 

meadow while you were up the peak. 

Dark speculations intrude on your thoughts: maybe some  

slimy bastard came along and stole your pack and ice axe! 
Oh, one other thing: the much-abused soles of your boots 

have begun to give up the unequal struggle, and are flap-
ping forlornly at every step, held on only by the strength 
of the Tricouni edge nails. You trip over them a few times, 
too. 

Once or twice.you give up and lie down in the shelter of 
a big rock for a nap, but the cold soon wakes you and you 
give that up, too, and get up to wander some more. 

Then, just as the dying moon is about to stagger over 
the ridge to the east, you trip over something that isn't a 
rock. It seems to be an ice axe. Now who could have left 
an ice axe lying around here? And, look— a pack, with a 
sleeping bag. Well, well. To hell with the jello and the 

chocolate bars. 

And, so to bed. 

Late next,morning, I started stiffly down the trail, soles 
flapping (merrily now), past the great ridge of Tyndall, 
past Russell and Hale and Young, past a bunch of bushed 
Boy Scouts (the first human contact in five days), past a 
deserted ranger station and into the cool shadows at the 
western base of Whitney. Here, at Timberline Lake, I met 

a party of four who had been climbing to the south. We 
traded reminiscences into the night. 

My newfound friends were a big help: they were up at 
dawn, and I was, too. We were up over the trail crest be-
fore the sun hit us, for my companions did not favor the 
leisurely pace of my solitary wanderings. A short detour 
to climb Mt. Muir, which is really only a pinnacle on the 

side of Whitney, and we glissaded and ran down to Mirror 

Lake for lunch. 

Tempted though I was to let my cache rot on the hot pass 
fifteen hundred feet above, I trudged back up and got it, 
detouring to take in the summit of Thor Peak on the way. 
Then, dragging the heavy pack, I stagger down to Whitney 
Portal to end the first part of a Sierra adventure. 

Lone climbing in the Sierra has a long and honorable 
history, as the names of Muir and Clyde attest. Even the 

easiest terrain, of course, can prove disastrous to the 
unwary, or the unlucky. It is to each to decide whether the 

game is worth the risk. 

To whom can the Sierra crest appeal? To those, I think, 

who seek the heights for the sake of the heights alone, 
who would leave the feats of glory to the pterodactyls 
and other fabulous monsters; to the mute, inglorious Muirs 
of megalopolis. 

Aerial photo of the summit of Mount Williamson, 14,384 feet, looking south, with 
Mount Whitney in the background. 

Photo by James A. Suthard 
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EAST AFRICA'S PERENNIAL SNOWS 
By Ian Michael Wright 

High mountain places have always excited the reverence 

of those living nearby. This is no less true of East African 

peoples than it is of American mountaineers. Quite natur-

ally the Chagga who live at the foot of Kilimanjaro con-

sider it the seat of God, for as their past chief, Tom 

Marealle, once said, "Indeed a seat that is 19,000 feet 

high cannot belong to anyone else!" Mount Kenya and the 

Ruwenzori, the two other important mountain masses in 

East Africa, were looked upon in a similar vein by the 

Africans living at their feet. The idea of climbing them 

never entered their heads, or more correctly, the idea 

terrified them. 

These mountains are truly fantastic. Kilimanjaro and 

Kenya are both extinct volcanos, while the Ruwenzori, 

which are not volcanic in origin, rise from the western arm 

of the great rift valley. These are the only glaciated moun-

tains in East Africa and, following the general trend, the 

glaciers are receding. The presence of large glaciers so 

near the equator has made these mountains (especially the 

Ruwenzori) among the wettest in the world. 

There are, however, other mountains in East Africa. The 

almost symmetrical volcanic cone of Meru (14,997 feet) 

would be considerably better known were it not only a few 

miles west of Kilimanjaro. The eight shapely Virunga 

Volcanos where Uganda, Ruanda-Urundi and Congo come 

together were once climbed by a barefoot Englishman. 

Finally, there are the remote mountains of Masailand and 

the vast volcanic peak of Mount Elgon. 

It was the Europeans in their quest for converts and trade 

who opened up East Africa's vast interior. Until the mid-

dle of the last century its geography had largely remained 

a closed book. In 1848 Johannes Rebmann, an intrepid 

German missionary-explorer, first saw Kilimanjaro. His 

reference to snow on the summit was ridiculed by Europe's 

learned geographers, for at that time everyone knew there 

could be no snow so near the equator. He was promptly 

labelled a liar. Forty-one years later, Hans Meyer climbed 

Rebmann's lie and the age of East African mountaineering 

began. 

In 1899 Halford Mackinder, in the company of two Swiss 

guides, climbed Mount Kenya. Mount Kenya is by far the 

most impressive peak in East Africa, but in those days the 

difficulties weren't primarily rock and snow. Mackinder's 

party trekked all the way from Mombasa through territory 

often inhabited by hostile tribes. 
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At the turn of the century, only the Ruwenzori, the fabled 

Mountains of the Moon, remained an enigma. They had 

appeared on maps as far back as 150 A.D., and as the 

supposed source of the Nile were greatly sought after by 

early explorers. They were seen for the first time in 1888 

by Henry Morton Stanley, but for the next eighteen years 

all efforts to penetrate the deep equatorial forest ap-

proaches to the peaks failed. In 1906 the Duke of the 

Abruzzi, with characteristic thoroughness, mounted a 

strong expedition and in six weeks climbed all but three 

of the eighteen highest points. 

But enough of history. All mountains have their own 

individual presences, especially those of East Africa. 

Where else can one run across elephant, buffalo and leop-

ard while mountain-climbing? Most people would prefer not 

to, but seeing chimpanzees, giant forest hogs, and the 

delicate red forest duiker is something else. All are found 

in the Ruwenzori (although rarely seen), as well as on 

Mount Kenya and Kilimanjaro. 

Again, where else does one see such an extraordinary 

variety of almost pre-historic vegetation? Not only are 

there giant species of the common groundsel, lobelia and 

heather, but there are also smaller temperate plants con-

sidered by some to be left-overs from an ancient pluvial 

age. One also finds impenetrable equatorial rain forests 

characterized by camphor and cedar, and slightly higher 

there are massive growths of bamboo. Finally, exquisite 

tree and ground orchids abound. 

The mountains themselves are equally exciting. The 

three mountain clubs of East Africa (Kenya, Tanganyika 

and Uganda) have constructed a fine system of huts. For 

hikers the open moorlands of Kenya and Kilimanjaro are 

ideal, while in the Ruwenzori the heavy undergrowth and 

numerous bogs offer a real challenge. All the peaks except 

Mount Kenya have easy routes to the summits. In the past 

the challenge lay in reaching the feet of these giants. To-

day it lies in pioneering new routes. Of greatest potential 

interest is the Kersten Glacier on Kilimanjaro, hitherto 

unclimbed, and considered unclimbable by some because 

of the objective dangers involved. 

The photographs that follow attempt to give an idea of 

those remarkable mountains. With the exception of those 

by Arthur Firmin (the dean of East Africa's mountaineer-

photographers, who unfortunately was killed a few years 

ago in the Himalayas), all were taken by the author. 



Kilimanjaro's main peak, Kibo (19,340 feet), has many different aspects. Above, the tourist route goes straight up th'e center 
of the photograph onto the crater rim and then swings left to the summit. Below, the Heim Glacier (left center) is considered 
one of East Africa's finest ice climbs, while the Kersten Glacier (right center) has yet to be climbed. 



Our Kilimanjaro guide, Safari, and 
two porters. Carrying a rucksack (no 
matter how) lends great prestige to 
this Chagga's profession. 

Mawenzi (16,890 feet) is the second 
peak on Kilimanjaro. The porter in the 
foreground is on his way to Kibo Hut 
with a bedroll on his head. 



Photo by Arthur H. Firmin 

In the early morning mists, Point John (16,100 feet) stands majestically above Hut Tarn, one of the many small lakes found 

in the upper regions of Mount Kenya. 
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From the northeast, Mount Kenya's twin peaks present a formidable array of near-vertical faces, gullies, and glaciers. 

Nelion (17,022 feet) is to the left, and Batian (17,058 feet) is just to the right of it. 

14 SUMMIT / JULY 1962 



Among the remarkable and, in several respects, unique vegetation found on East Africa's mountains is the giant lobelia 

whose American cousin is no higher than 18 inches. This Ruwenzori specimen is 10 feet high, although it often grows to 25 

feet. Giant heather is in the background. 
SUMMIT/JULY 1962 15 



Above: Mount Baker (15,889 , feet), in the Ruwenzori, is impressive from the north, but the usual route is on the other side. 

Below: The Bakonjo porter in the foreground is almost completely lost in the maze of giant heather bedecked with mosses 

and lichens. 

Ai 



Above: Alexandra (ca. 16,590 feet) and Margherita (16,763 feet), the two major peaks of Mount Stanley, are the highest 
points of the Ruwenzori. Below: Lake Kitandara is ringed by Mount Baker, Mount Luigi di Savoia and Mount Stanley. Giant 
groundsel and lobelia are in the foreground. 

Photo by Arthur H. Firmin 
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The northeast face of Nevado Ulta, 
19,250 feet, from Camp //. 

ChitOtatee 
Photo by Richard Hechtel 

Three Americans and three Germans combined talents 

last year on an expedition to the Peruvian Andes for an 

attempt on the previously unclimbed Nevado Ulta, 19,250 

feet. The six members of the expedition were: Kurt Bogner, 

Kemp ten, Germany; Erhard Erdmann, Stuttgart, Germany; 

Guenther Kaempfe, Ulm, Germany; Donald Liska, Seattle, 

Washington; Christian Schiel, Chillicothe, Ohio; and Rich-

ard Hechtel, Redwood City, California. The group suc-

ceeded in placing the German, American, and Peruvian 

flags on the summit. 

June 23: We leave Huaras, at 10,000 feet, with all of 

our equipment and porters in a rented truck. Soon after we 

are underway, we make two shocking discoveries—the 

operation of the gear shift is problematic, and there are no 
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foot brakes. The road down to Carhuas, a village about a 

thousand feet lower in elevation than Huaras, is steep and 

winding and offers no comfort. Much to our surprise, we 

arrive safely at our destination without mishap. 

June 24: Instead of the fifteen mules we had been prom-

ised, only seven burros are delivered to us in the morning. 

We have no choice but to split up the expedition; Guenther 

stays to watch the baggage; Kurt goes in search of more 

mules, and the rest of us head for the Quebrada Ulta 

(Ouebrada is "canyon" in Spanish) to establish a base 

camp. We find a suitable site at 13,000 feet. 

June 25: Chris and I make' a reconnaissance trip to the 

base of the west face of Nevado Ulta. At 15,000 feet we 

find a place where it is possible to put up a few tents. 

June 26: We spend the day relocating our base camp to 



Christian Schiel and Erhard Erdmann at Camp I after a storm. Photo by Richard Hechtel 

01. J( TettuUiatt eypedittott 
By Dr. Richard Hechtel 

a better site two miles upstream and 700 feet higher. 

June 27: We are becoming impatient waiting for the rest 

of the expedition. Finally, late in the evening, they arrive 

with twenty burros and three arrieros (mule skinners). Kurt 

had scoured the neighboring villages to find enough 

animals. 

June 28: Four of us climb up to 15,000 feet with our 

porters to establish Camp I on a little morraine immediate-

ly under the west face of Nevado Ulta. The porters go 

back to base camp shortly before dark. During the night 

some snow falls. 

June 29: Our approach to the saddle north of the summit 

is blocked by a 2,400-foot high icefall —one of the most 

formidable any of us had ever seen. It is still snowing and 

visibility is poor as we set out to try and scale the ice- 

fall. Early in the afternoon we are forced to retreat be-

cause visibility has dropped to zero. 

June 30: It has stopped snowing, so we make another 

attempt to scale the icefall. By late afternoon we have 

successfully surmounted two-thirds of the icefall and the 

remainder looks easier. We turn back, leaving fixed ropes 

at all difficult spots. 

July 1: The weather is near perfect as Kurt and Guen-

ther, with two porters, leave at dawn to scale the icefall. 

They reach the saddle by early afternoon only to find an 

extremely steep, formidable ice and rock face 1,300 feet 

high blocking the access to the summit. Greatly discour-

aged, they deposit their load of food and equipment at the 

saddle and descend to Camp I. When they report to us that 

the route from this side looks impossible, we are all 
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Erdhard Erdmann cutting steps in 
the ice/all between Camp I and II. 

Photo by Richard Hechtel 

depressed, since we won't have time to look for a route 

up another side. 

July 2: The weather is again clear as Erhard, Don, and 

I climb up to the saddle. Looking at Nevado Ulta from this 

vantage point, we can only agree with our friends—the 

face looks hopeless. A little later, we decide to inspect 

the "impossible" wall more closely by climbing to its 

base. Once at the base, we delightedly discover a route 

on the eastern half of the face which looks promising for 

another thousand feet, at least. After having reached an 

elevation of 18,300 feet, we start down. 
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July 3: Erhard goes down to base camp to organize the 

transportation of more food and equipment to the higher 

camps. Don, Chris, and one of the porters carry loads to 

the saddle, pitch lightweight tent, and start digging a hole 

for an ice cave. This will be Camp II. 

July 4: Four of us and a porter carry heavy packs up to 

Camp II. Guenther and I stay in the tent and the rest in 

the ice cave. During the night a howling storm hits us. The 

noise of the wind on our tent is as loud as a machine gun 

and makes sleep impossible. 

July 5: The worst of the storm is over and Guenther, 



On the summit of Nevado Ulta, 19,250 feet, are, left to right: Don Liska, Guenther Kaempfe, and Kurt Bogner. 

Photo by Richard Hechtel 

Kurt, and Chris climb to 19,000 feet, leaving fixed ropes 

over m9st of the route. 

July 6: Another storm hits, and we are forced to stay in 

camp through July 7. 

July 8: After a breakfast of oatmeal, prepared on our 

butane stove, we leave camp at 4 a.m. Because the steps 

from our earlier attempts are covered by fresh snow, they 

are unusable, but the fixed ropes are of the utmost value. 

Above 19,000 feet, steep ice slopes lead to a point where 

further advance seems impossible. At this point, Guenther, 

the leader of the first rope, finds an ice cave and disap-

pears into the interior of the ice wall. We follow him for  

two hundred feet through ice chimneys and caves, climb-

ing behind a curtain of gigantic icicles, and finally emerge 

into daylight again, very close to the summit. A few more 

steps and we have reached the summit. It is four o'clock, 

and we prepare to make a quick descent to avoid a biv-

ouac. Most of the descent is done by rappelling, and as 

darkness descends we use our head lamps. When this 

source of light grows dim and finally expires, we continue 

downward, our path illuminated only by the stars. We reach 

camp at midnight and receive a warm welcome from Erhard 

and Chris, who remained behind. We talk about the first 

ascent of Nevado Ulta until late into the night. 
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Photo by Fred Beckey 
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the priest 
By Fred Beckey 

Long known as a famed desert landmark near Moab, Utah 

stands a 400-foot sandstone monolith with the peculiar 

shape of a priest in formal religious attire. It is not far 

from Arches National Monument, and was probably discov-

ered by climbers seeking unclimbed challenges higher than 

the shorter pinnacles in the Monument. 

Early in the fall found a pre-arranged meeting of Layton 

Kor, Harvey Carter, and myself a bit unorganized, and we 

spent the first day searching for each other. Kor and I 

finally heard some piton hammering, and after some mis-

givings about being 'beat out' by unknown climbers, we 

discovered Carter and his wife on the first pitch. Actually, 

we could only talk to them, since the pitch led into a deep 

open chimney, and the first belay point is invisible from 

the ground. 

The three of us continued on the next day, making a fresh 

start by climbing a difficult open chimney which took the 

full length of the 150-foot ropes. We continued across on 

an overhanging wall, using four bolts for aid in succession, 

until the wind became so gusty that we decided to descend 

for the day. The next chapter wa§ written by the weather, 

and the entire region became a turmoil of mud and dirty 

streams. We spent an afternoon rebuilding a road so Carter 

could take his car out of the arroyo country before the 

water carved him in for the season. 

The final push came on a grey day, but with little wind. 

Further bolting, after prusiking up the fixed ropes, brought 

us to a shallow cave about forty feet beneath the summit. 

Here it was possible to piton up a freely overhanging 

crack, and using slings, climb on pitons the entire remain-

ing distance to the summit. Fortunately, everything held. 

The wind had loosened the moorings of a spare rope during 

the night and had whipped it almost to the opposite face 

of the monolith. A rappel down that face only succeeded 

in cutting the rope short, as it had jammed badly in a 

crack. Any future climbers should not be misled into 

thinking that this is the route, although they might hare 

apprehensions about how it got there. With the bolts in, the 

secorkl party should be able to climb the monolith in a 

day's time, but we suggest driving and approaching from 

the Castleton Road, on the west side. 



In Oregon we are loath to part with our ice axes even 

while "wading" across a glacial pond after a hot day's 

outing. Although somewhat reminiscent of the sword of 

Excalibur— this time the climber did not disappear into the 

"mere" but soon emerged refreshed and happy —ready for 

another climb. 

Photo by Guido R. Rahr 

gietiYite 
Dehydrated Foods of Highest Quality 

Freeze-dry Meats, Main Dish Combinations, Whole 

Pitted Prunes, Eggs, Peas, Tomato Flakes, Sierra 

Salad, Desserts, Drinks, Tropical Chocolate, Grape-

fruit Juice Crystals, and many, many more! 

Write for Food List: 

DriLite Foods • 8716 Santa Fe Ave., South Gate, Calif. 

"May your heart be as light as your DriLite" 

To Delight You! 

The Holubar Parka 

Designed for action. Easy, good-looking fit, comfortable cotton-nylon 

Adjustable closures at hood, wrist, waist, and down the front 

Tremendous durability, NP22 fabric (some parkas are still in rugged use 
after over six years) 

Complete weather protection—no wind or rain penetrates 

   

$25.00 

  

 

Catalog on request 

Boulder, Colorado 

and at Highland Outfitters, 8th and Orange Streets, Riverside,' California 
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Where Experts 
Come , 

4  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. 

Reeteettiesaae Efeciiesteat ?see. 
DEPT. S 

523 PIKE ST., SEATTLE I. WASH. 

•• • • 5.5 • • • • 
• 

featherliggiC 

' 
Kiddie Cartiers 
offer you the ultimate in 
comfort and flexibility 

• 

40  0 BABY SLING 
An inexpensive carrier 
that supports baby in 
natural position astride • 

$3.95 

• 
• 

0• KIDDIE CARRIER 
A compact piggyback car- 

• 
• 

• 

• 
• 

Prices include postage. 
We gift ship. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. 
See at baby and sports shops 

Send for free folder. 

• fen, De49g4 
Box 998 Boulder, Colo. 

• 

• • • • • • • • • • 

rier that has adjustable 
straps and folds to 
pocket size. $4.59 

KIDDIE PACK 
A 24 oz. frame carrier 
with storage space un• 
der seat. Car seat 
adapter :available for 
01.98 514.95 

The Wild Cascades 
Monthly newsletter of the 

North Cascades Conservation Council 

"To secure the support of the people and 
the government in the protection and 
preservation of scenic, scientific, wild-
life, wilderness, and outdoor recreational 
resource values in the North Cascades.." 

$2.00 per year 
Rt. 2, Box 6652 Free sample copy 
Issaquah, Washington on request 

And a Dandy! 

Aluminum Heliarc Welded Frame — Rump Pad — Flap Cover — Cover Straps 

Adjustable 
Shoulder Straps 

All Top Quality 
Materials 

Our Usual 
Guarantee 

— Your Satisfaction 
A Must 

Order Early! 

16 ounces 

Bottom Zippered 
Pocket 

Order Direct 
from this Ad 

ONLY 
$19.50 

1.95  excise 

$21.45 total 

Washington residents 
add 4% sales tax 

Budd Davis Pa c ks - 1150 No. 205th St., Seattle 33, Wash. 

See the Century 21 Fair April 21st to October 21st. 
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You Bet 

"You.' 

Dear Editor: 
I would like to correct an impression 

left by the piton article in the June 
issue of Summit. Due to the order in 
which the letters by Mr. Doody and 
myself were printed, it looks as if my 
request for industry standards is but 
a weak echo of Mr.Doody's suggestion, 
whereas in actual fact, my letter was 
written first. 

I would also like to add two facts to 
the case, which have just come to my 
attention. I have seen the piton that 
broke and it was not only driven up-
side down, but the eye was protruding 
over 11/2  inches from the rock. Under 
this kind of leverage, I would estimate 
the piton was good for way less than 
one thousand pounds. No amount of 
statistics can protect a climber 
against such a situation; only more 
thorough teaching by the numerous 
schools that introduce a climber to his 
art can instill a second nature that 
will recognize an improperly placed 
piton. 

Gerry Cunningham 
Boulder, Colorado 

Dear Editor: 
Following are comments on the arti-

cle "After a Fall—What Do You Do 
Next?" published in the May issue. 

On page three, the last paragraph, it 
states that a pulley system utilizing 
two slings and two carabiners is not 
very satisfactory. 
This system has mathematically a 

three to one advantage; however, 
actual measurements show that ap-
proximately a two-and-one-half to one 
advantage is realized due to the fric-
tion. In pulling an incapacitated 
climber out of a crevasse, a two-and-
one-half to one advantage is very 
appreciative. 

On page four, the second paragraph, 
there is no mention of a chest sling, 



New Limmer Custom made climbing boot 

One seam construction on upper makes 

for strength, comfort and water proof ness 

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 
PETER LIMMER AND SONS 

Intervale, New Hampshire 

hiGh ()pi 

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-scapes, action and people. 

Fireside climbing for the mountaineer or dreamer. 

Autographed $10.00 postpaid 

The Springs 

18809 Olympic View Drive, Edmonds, Washington 

Trailblazer p.o. box 1 highlands, n. c. 

TRAILBLAZER BACKPACKER 
2-man pup tent 
architect designed 
2 pounds 12 ounces 
sewn-in groundcloth 
zippered mosquito netting 
lightweight egyptian cotton 
aluminum front pole 
$44.75 postpaid'U.S.A_. 

backpack, mountain and camp equipment 

 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 
1807 VICTORY BOULEVARD 

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

 

"...letters  

which is very desirable in the Bilgeri 
method. 
In the top paragraph on the right 

side of page four, a nylon sling is 
recommended. There is no question 
that nylon cannot be beat for a climb-
ing rope; however, our experience has 
shown that it is not very satisfactory 
as prussik slings. Due to the stretch 
in nylon, it appears that you lose as 
much as you gain when prussiking. 

The picture on the left side of page 
five, shows the lifting ropes of the 
Bilgeri going outside the climber's 
leg. It is our experience that it is 
more satisfactory to route the rope 
through and then around the climber's 
leg. 

I am a member of the Seattle Moun-
taineers, and we take pride in our 
thoroughness of technique detail, al-
though it must be recognized that 
there are many different ways to ac-
complish the same thing. 

G. W. Bergford 
Seattle, Washington 

Dear Editor: 
In your article "After a Fall—What , 

. . ." you lightly mention "if the 
victim is not injured and he has prus-
sik slings, he can rescue himself." 
This is a very nice thought, but it is 
not really that easy. 

In caving, the standard technique in 
a modest sized pit is the prussik 
method, i.e., one rappels down with 
the intention of climbing out by means 
of prussik slings. More than once 
people who have practiced the tech-
nique in advance, and who are cer-
tainly no more tired than a fallen 
climber would be, have gotten them-
selves established in the slings, 
climbed part way up, and been unable 
to complete the climb without assis-
tance. 
What about using small pulleys in 

your system instead of carabiners? 
Roioli Schweiker 
Plainfield, Vermont 
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THE LARGEST EXHIBIT OF 

LIGHTWEIGHT CAMPING EQUIPMENT 

IN THE SOUTHWEST 

(see our new expanded store and stock) 

you can't ask for a better way of choosing your camping needs. 

highland's permanent equipment exhibition shows you hundreds of items of camping and climbing gear. 

tents are pitched. 

cooking gear set out. 

an extensive selection of camping accessories completes the picture. 

see and examine what you buy at our catalog sales store (52 pages of the world's finest quality equipment!). 

you can buy with confidence from HIGHLAND —everything we sell is "on approval." 

YOU must be satisfied! 

Store Hours: 10-4 Tuesdays through Fridays, evenings 7-9. Saturdays 9-5 Through August. 

Location: Corner Eighth and Main Streets, downtown Riverside, above Morris Plan Offices. Across street from United States National Bank. 

SEE THE FOLLOWING LINES OF EQUIPMENT 

Thomas Black & Sons — Holubar — Camptors 
Highland "Lazy Backpacker" — Sigg — Stubai 

BOOTS: Bass — Kronhofer — Pivetta 

STOVES: Primus — Optimus — Bleuet 

Pyro and Sky-Line Cookers 

Bergans Ruc-Sacs — Kelty Packs 

Plymouth Goldline — Columbian Rope 

Li-Lo Air Beds 

Dri-Lite Foods — Horlicks Survival Rations 

HUNDREDS OF SLEEPING BAGS - PACKS - TENTS - CLOTHING & ACCESSORIES 

HIGHLAND 644/1444. 
3593 - 8th Street 

P.O. Box  121, Riverside, California 

Telephone: OV 3-7414 

(Home of the "Lazy Backpacker" Brand) 



Your l_letters  

Dear Editor: 
There are many complicated cures 

for poisonous snake bites. A compar-
atively new and different one is that 
outlined in a pamphlet by Dr. Herbert 
Stahnke of Arizona State College, 
Tempe, Arizona, entitled the L-C 
Treatment of Venomous Bites or 
Stings. This is the ligature and cryo-
therapy method, cryotherapy being the 
science of healing by means of low 
temperature. 

The method uses a chemical, Ethyl 

Chloride, a local anesthetic, produced 
by the Gebauer Chemical Company of 
Cleveland, Ohio. 

Roughly, the method is this: 
Following the bite, the area bitten 

is cooled by means of Ethyl Chloride, 

or ice as a substitute. Of course, a 
ligature or tourniquet is placed just 
above the wound at the outset. When 
the area bitten is thoroughly chilled, 
about ten minutes in ice or ice water, 
the tourniquet is removed. Using 
Ethyl Chloride you are to spray to the 
point of frost formation and then keep 
the area cool. Using either of these 
agents, you then take the afflicted 
person to the nearest physician for 
further treatment. 

This method stresses that no incis-
ion should be made unless absolutely 
necessary. The principle involved is 
that the area is cut off (ligature) from 
the rest of the body and the circula-
tion is retarded (Ethyl Chloride) to 
localize the vemon. This method is 
recommended for other poisonous bites 
and is thoroughly proven. The Ethyl 

Chloride is available upon prescrip-
tion in 100 gram spray tubes from a 
registered 'pharmacy. 

Gary E. Werner 
Madison 5, Wisconsin 

(Editor's Note: This publication on 

"L-C Method" is available from the  

Poisonous Animals Research Labor-
atory, Arizona State College, Tempe, 
Arizona. Price, about fifty cents. The 
June and July, 1960 copies of Summit 
also have information on treatment of 
poisonous bites.) 

Dear Editor: 
Craig Forrest's interesting article on 

backpacking in the Gros Ventre Range 
brings out the commonly accepted 
thought that these mountains are very 
much older than the nearby Teton 
Range. Recent work along the south 
front of the Gros Ventres by members 
of the U.S. Geological Survey resulted 
in discoveries that indicate there is 
not such a great discrepancy in ages 
as originally believed. In fact, it may 
well be the recency of the Gros 
Ventres that bears on the abundance 
of landslides present there. The geo-

logical age of the Tetons is post Mid-
dle Pliocene, or within some 3 millions 
of years ago, and that of the Gros 
Ventres is post Early Pliocene, or 
within about 4 millions of years ago. 
Granted, there were old folds in the 
area now occupied by the Gros Ven-
tres 60 millions of years ago, but 
these same folds also extended into 
the Teton Range area. The essential 
difference between the two ranges is 
a structural one; the Gros Ventres are 
compressional mountains in which 
rumpling has taken place along an 
approximate east-west axis, whereas 
the Tetons are most popularly inter-
preted as block faulted mountains in 
which vertical uplift and tilting has 
resulted, giving the single bold front 
that alligns essentially north-south. 
The latter can result from tensional 
forces. 

I hope this may clarify some of the  

relations in this popular and spectac-
ular area. 

John de la Montagne 
Asso. Prof. of Geology 
Montana State College 

Dear Editor: 
In your June issue, page 20, the 

price of the Climber's Guide to the 
Cascade and Olympic Mountains of 
Washington is given as $4.00. The 
actual price is $5.00 ($4.00 to AAC 
members only). 

H. S. Hall, Jr. 
Cambridge, Mass. 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 

Ten cents per word. Payment must be 
enclosed with all orders. 

MOUNTAINEERING SUPPLY: Black's 
sleeping bags, Optimus stoves, Fritsch 
and Stubai iron, Beardmore dehydrated 
foods, Eureka tents, Zedo packs, etc. 
Send for catalog, 897 St. David's Ir.ane, 
Schenectady, New York. 

PACK TRIPS by burro with Snowmass 
Wilderness Guide Service, P.O. Box 446, 
Aspen, Colorado. 

COMPLETE 1961 issues of SUMMIT, 
$4, postpaid. Send check or money order 
to SUMMIT, Big Bear Lake, California. 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
1962 American Alpine Club Journal 
now ready —Price —$3.00. Will be 
mailed with a bill upon request. 

550 S. FIG UEROA ST. 
LOS ANGELES 17, CALIFORNIA 

MADISON 6-6729 

The Iowa Mountaineers ,invite you to visit the 
beautiful Rampart range in the Tonquin Valley of Jasper National Park, Canada 

with them August 14 through 23. Climbing leaders include 
Hans Gmoser, Harvey Carter, Whitney Borland, John Ebert, John Evans, Dan Doody, 

Bill Echo, Paul Stettner, Charles Walsmith, Wally Joura, and others. 
Outstanding fishing, hiking, and mountaineering. Write for brochure. 

 

IOWA MOUNTAINEERS 
P.O. Box 163 

Iowa City, Iowa 
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SPORT CHALET 

Letters continued 

Dear Editor: 
Inasmuch as Summit Magazine was 

the first mountaineering publication to 
report experiments with a "sleeping 
system" to replace the sleeping bag, 
I believe you and your readers will be 
interested in the enclosed article from 
the March issue of Industrial and Eng-
ineering Chemistry. 

Some readers may recall that our ex-
periments were questioned. Indeed, 
even our sincerity was suspect by 
some. 

Rather obviously, Ethyl Corporation 
took us seriously. We are happy to find 
our pioneering efforts continued, and 
hope that in the near future we will 
be able to throw away our sleeping 
bags and enjoy the comforts of 
"sleeping systems." 
The following is quoted from Indus-

trial and Engineering Chemistry: 

PERSONAL HEATERS 

Human breath activates chemical sys-
tem to warm hands and feet — 

We may soon put our own "hot air" 
to work—chemically. The device to 
do it is a new chemical heating sys-
tem. for cold-weather clothing. Ethyl 
Corporation's research laboratories in 
Detroit are developing the system. Key 
to its commercial feasibility is Ethyl's 
new direct synthesis route to low cost 
sodium aluminum hydride, which may 
become available for 112 a pound or 
less (Chem. Eng. News, p. 45, Dec. 
18, 1961.) 

Exhaled breath of the person using 
the heating system passes through a 
canister attached to his face mask.  

Sodium aluminum hydride in the can-
ister reacts with water vapor in the 
breath to release hydrogen. The dry 
gas stream then contains both hydro-
gen and oxygen, but the mixture is too 
dilute to support ordinary combustion. 
However, by distributing it through 
flexible tubes to catalytic oxidation 
units in the gloves and shoes, heat is 
produced to keep the wearer comfor-
table under severely cold weather con-
ditions. 

Ethyl Corporation has not revealed 
the nature of the catalyst used in the 
low temperature combustion units, but 
claims several advantages over elec-
trically heated suits or systems re-
quiring tanks for fuel gases. The en-
tire suit would weigh 10 pounds or 
less, and no external connections are 
required. The system is safe. The 
fuel-air mixture will not burn without 
catalysis, and exhaust products are 
only those found in the human breath. 
Catalytic heaters can be located any-
where in the garb, in as many places 
as desired, and heat production is 
regulated by simple manual control. 
The system will produce up to 600 B. 
t. u. per hour, with full control over the 
entire range. Personnel wearing the 
suits can walk about, work with their 
hands, and ride or drive unheated 
vehicles. The heating elements could 
be used in arctic gear, space suits, or 
hunting outfits. 

The system can operate continu-
ously for long periods of time. Only a 
couple of minutes is required to re-
place the canister containing the 
sodium aluminum hydride, only com- 

ponent requiring replenishment. One 
pound of the hydride is enough for 8 
hours or more of operation at the top 
end of the heating range. 

Dale Cole, Ph.D,. Pres. 
The Cougar Mountaineers 
Issaquah, Washington 

CLIMBING SCHOOL 

A climbing school, directed by Paul 
W. Blackstock, will be in session dur-
ing the month of August for beginning, 
intermediate, or advanced technical 
climbing courses in the Needle Moun-
tains of Colorado, located in the San 
Juan range between Durango and Sil-
verton, Colorado. 

The basic mountaineering course will 
include training in the use of the 
rope and other technical equipment, 
climbing courtesy, safety and discip-
line, rappelling, and the preparation of 
high-protein mountaineering menus and 
rations. Beginners who qualify in the 
basic course will be able to qualify 
for guided climbs up any of the sur-
rounding peaks. 

Advanced instruction in climbing will 
be given by George M. Fairer, Assoc-
iate Director of the school. 
Rates are a nominal $5 per day, 

which includes sleeping bag, shelter, 
and food, plus $5 for the required 
basic course, or more advanced in-
struction. Guide service on the sur-
rounding peaks will be available for 
approximately the same rate. 

For further information, write to the 
Director, P.O. Box 741, Durango, Colo. 

Fast mail order service . 

Write for free catalog. 

951 FOOTHILL BLVD., P.O. BOX 186 

LA CANADA, CALIFORNIA 

NOW CARRYING CHOUINARD PITONS & CARABINER 
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A PACK 

FOR 

EVERY 

Write for free catalog. 

P.O. Box 910 

Boulder, Colorado 






