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knon) your mountains 
Magnificent rocky peaks, alpine lakes and few trails charac-

terize this little-known range of mountains in Montana. In 

mid-March the area is still buried under a blanket of snow. 

Greywolf towers over High Park Lake (frozen) in the center. 

Sunset Peaks are to the left. Picture was taken from Lindy 

Peak. Name of the range: Mission 
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the devils tower 
BY LELAND J. TURNER 

Devils Tower in Northeastern Wyoming climbs a quarter 

of a mile above the Belle Fourche River valley. Here it 

stands, seemingly oblivious to the ravages of weather and 

time, a massive stump-like formation of rock that was 

forced up from deep within the earth some fifty million 

years ago. In modern times it has been a source of inspir-

ation to the Indian and white man, a landmark for early 

settlers and explorers and now is a serious challenge to 

the rock climber, and one of the few places where climb-

ing can be a spectator sport. Here in the shade of the many 

trees along the tourist trail that circles the Tower, the 

rocking chair climbers can watch their sturdier brothers 

high on the Devils Tower's sheer walls, and due to the 

excellent acoustics, each can hear the other's comments. 

The Tower is a massive pillar of stone that was formed 

by a molten rock intrusion which, as it cooled, cracked 

into its present columnar structure. The walls are sheer 

and high, 865 feet from its base on the mound to the sum-

mit surface that covers nearly an acre and a half. The rock 

is fantastically hard and a piton, once well placed, is 

almost impossible to pull. 

The first assault to be made on the tower was in 1893 

when two ranchers, Rogers and Ripley, spent six weeks 

driving cedar pegs into a crack between two columns on 

the south face to form a rough ladder to the meadows, a 

large grassy ledge about two thirds of the way up. From 

here the rock is more severely weathered and broken, and 

they were able to climb on to the summit. That afternoon 

the stars and stripes floated from the summit, and the 

climbing history of the Devils Tower was started. In the 

next few decades there were many people that took advan-

tage of this ladder to climb to the summit, including 

Roger's wife, two years later. 

It was in 1937, several years after the last climbers had 

used the old ladder, that three highly skilled alpinists, 

Weissner, House, and Coveney, made the first attempt to 

climb the Tower on a route other than the stake ladder. In 

four hours and forty-six minutes the three men gained the 

summit and ushered in a new era of climbing for the 
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Devils Tower. A year later, Jack Durrance led a party to 

the top and established what is now the Durrance Route, 

the most popular on the Tower. Durrance returned in 1941 

to lead the rescue party for a stranded parachutist. 

Climbing was uneventful for the next few years until 

1948 when Jan Conn became the first woman to "climb" 

the Tower. She returned four years later with Jane Show-

acres to make the first manless ascent of the tower. In 

1951 Tony Soler led a party on the southeast corner in the 

first tension ascent of the Tower. The crux of this climb 

was a 270-foot right angle corner crack. In 1959 Layton 

Kor and Ray Jaquot did this route in a 21/2  hour climb with 

Kor tree climbing it and using stirrups only for belays. 

A major step in the monument's climbing history came 

during Mountaineers' Week in July of 1956 when mountain-

eers from thirteen states, France, Switzerland, and the 

United States Army gathered at the Devils Tower under 

sponsorship of Walt Bailey and the Wyoming Mountaineers 

of Casper College to commemorate the Fiftieth Anniversary 

of the Devils Tower as a National Monument. During this 

week of concentrated climbing several new routes were 

established and more climbing was done than in the entire 

25 years of mountaineering on the Tower. 

After Walt Bailey's untimely death of pneumonia while 

attempting to climb 20,000-foot Mount Alpamayo in the 

Cordillera Blanca range of tile Peruvian Andes, three 

Wyoming mountaineers, Ray Jacquot, Gary Cole, and 

Charlie Blackmon established the Walt Bailey Memorial 

Tension Route, on the south side of the Devils Tower, four 

cracks to the right of the old stake ladder. The climb took 

the better part of two days. 

At this time there are 22 climbing routes on the Devils 

Tower that are known, however, a part of the climbing 

records have been lost and this list may not be complete. 

If any persons should know the location of other routes 

this writer would appreciate receiving this information. 

The list of known routes is as follows: 

Stake Ladder Route: Established July4,1893 by Rogers 

and Ripley. No climbs have been made on this route 



Popular climbing routes on the south side of Devils Tower: 1. Durrance. 2. Sundance. 3. Pseudo-Weissner. 4. Weis-
sner. 5. Bonhommie. 6. Old Stake Ladder. 7. Walt Bailey Memorial. 

Photographs by the author 

for over 30 years, as the Park Service is attempting to 

preserve the remnants of it as a historical curiosity. 

Weissner Route: Established June 28, 1937, by Weis-

sner, House, and Coveney. First climb on Devils 

Tower using other than Stake Ladder Route. 

Durrance Route: Established September 8, 1938 by 

Durrance and Butterworth. 

Soler Route: Established August 30, 1951 by Soler, 

Moore, Lembeck, and Conn. First tension ascent of 

the Devils Tower. Located on the southeast corner. 

Psudo Weissner: Established August 10, 1954 by North-

cutt and Carter. Route is on south face, just to left of 

regular Weissner Route. 

McCarthy Tension Route: Established July 6, 1955 on 

west face by McCarthy and Rupley. First ascent of 

west face and climb took three days. 

Casper College Route: Established June 7, 1956 on 

east face by Bailey, Sturdevant, McReynolds, and 

Smith. 

M&CTW Route #1: Established July 7, 1956 on south 

face, two cracks to right of Weissner Route, by 

Oulette and Kness. 

Tad Route: Established July 11, 1956 two cracks to 

right of Soles Route by Gallagher and Morehead. 

M&CTW Route #3: Established July 12, 1956 by Oulette 

and Kness. Location unknown. 

M&CTW Route #4: Established July 14, 1956 by Rossi 

and Callahan. Location unknown. 

McCarthy North Face Tension Route: Established Aug-

ust 5, 1957 on north face of Tower by McCarthy and 

Rupley. 

Sundance Route: Established August 17,1958 by Kamps, 

Rearick, and Fryman, located on south face between 

Durrance and Psudo Weissner Routes. 

Bonhommie Route: Established August 20, 1958 on 

south face of Tower by Kamps and Yestness. 

Gooseberry Jam Route: Established July 23, 1959 by 

Kamps and Yestness on east face of Tower, one crack 

to right of Casper College Route. 

Non Tension Climb of Soler Route: Climb made by Kor 

and Jacquot. Kor made climb without artificial aids, 

used slings only for belays. May 2, 1959. 

Walt Ba:Hey Memorial Tension Route: Established June 

to page six 
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Leaning Column marks the first lead on the Durrance 

Route. Climber has reached the top of the first p itch. 

Climbers, barely visible at X marks, on the Durrance 

Route. This route must be ascended before permission is 

given for other routes. 
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Climber at the Jump Traverse on the Durrance Route, west 

end of the meadows. 

Agrial view of climbers on the second lead of the Durrance 

Route. A 70-foot pitch, leader is placing third piton aid is 

belayed from the top of the Leaning Column. 
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Rappelling on the Durrance Route. 

from page three 

26, 1959 by Cole, Jacquot, and Blackmon on south 

face of Tower. 

Hollywood and Vine Route: Established on southeast 

corner, May 8, 1960 by Cole and Jacquot. 

Vulture Route: Established May 13, 1961, 12 columns 

to left of McCarthy Route on west face, by Kor and 

LaGrange. 

Belle Fourche Buttress Route: Established on east 

face May 28, 1961 by Cole and Ryan. 

Northwest Corner Route: Established July 16, 1961 on 

northwest corner by Kor and Swedlund. 

Southwest Direct: Established July 1, 1962 between 

McCarthy and Durrance Routes by Evans and Long. 

Devils Delight: Established July 2, 1962 on south face 

by Evans and Becker. 

As this article is not meant to be a guide book, it will 

not go into detail on climbs other than the Durrance route; 

this is the most popular route on the Tower, with about 

three out of four Tower climbs being made by this route. It 

is also Park Service policy to require all new climbers 

that have not climbed the Devils Tower previously to make 

their first climb on this route before attempting anything 

more difficult. 

The Durrance Route follows the southwest shoulder of 

the Tower to the prominent leaning broken column where 

the main climb begins. This pitch, popularly called the 
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Leaning Column, is technically the most difficult on this 

route and the second lead, the Durrance Crack or the "70-

Footer" is the most strenuous. The leaning column is face 

climbing in the lower half of the lead with a finger jam 

possible in the crack which gradually widens; the upper 

half of the lead is on the leaning column itself, which can 

be either jammed or stemmed. Two good pitons can be 

placed if they are desired. 

Second pitch on this route is the Durrance Crack, a stren-

uous seventy-foot jam crack that is best climbed with the 

right arm and leg thrust deep into the crack, and by using 

the handy vertical crack about three feet to the left for foot 

holds, rapid progress can be -made. There are cracks for 

three good pitons; the protection is very comforting when 

you reach the upper part of the crack and have to turn 

directly into the jam crack, as the footholds for your left 

foot are suddenly out of reach. Here, also is a slight boil-

out on the column that makes it nearly overhanging, and 

you gratefully remember your belayer nearly seventy feet 

below you. A quick reassuring glance down and you see 

him waving at the blonde in the red shorts on the tourist 

trail, and the thought idly crosses your mind that if you 

should fall, just which would interest your buddy more, 

catching you or the blonde? Forget it, your good old buddy 

is a mountain climber, isn't he? 

A few more feet and the worst is over; ahead is still the 

cussing crack and the chockstones, but after the first two 

leads they don't seem to be too difficult. Across the jump 

traverse to the grassy ledges, the meadows, and then the 

long scramble from the east end of the meadows to the 

summit cairn brings the climbers to the top and the fabu-

lous panorama of the Belle Fourche Valley and northeast-

ern Wyoming. There are several variations on the upper 

part of this route, most of them differing from the regular 

route by breaking off at the jump traverse and either 

climbing straight up the crack or traversing to a different 

crack to the right or left. Most climbers also use the Dur-

rance route as a rappel route as anchors are more or less 

permanent. All parties should have anchor material with 

them, as the quality of these anchors varies from time to 

time, and all anchor slings and ropes that are found should 

be checked before trusting them. 

The National Park Service, and in particular the rangers 

at the Devils Tower National Monument, take an active 

interest in climbing on the Tower. Many of the rangers are 

veterans of a great number of climbs on this great rock, 

and their advice is extremely helpful and interesting to 

any climbers planning a climb there. Much credit should 

be given to them for the excellent safety record that has 

held through the years. The only rescue on the Tower was 

twenty years ago when a stuntman, George Hopkins, para- 



Hollywood and Vine Tension Route. 

chuted onto the top of the Tower and then was unable to 

get down. After several days and much publicity, a rescue 

party, led by Jack Durrance, made the ascent and brought 

him safely down. 

To control to some extent the climbing and climbers, the 

Park Service has set up a climbing register for all climb-

ers attempting the Devils Tower with ten common sense 

rules to promote good mountaineering and to prevent acci-

dents, as they are well aware of the bad publicity given 

mountaineering as a sport by climbing injuries or fatali-

ties. 

In pursuit of these aims, the following rules have been 

established: 

All prospective climbers are required to file a re-

quest - for permission to climb at least one month in ad-

vance of their anticipated climbing date, which request 

should state their names, ages, rock climbing training, ex-

perience in fifth class climbing, and climbing club affili-

ation, if any. 

Climbers will be registered as (a) qualified members 

of a climbing party sponsored by a recognized climbing or 

mountaineering organization, or (b) as qualified members 

of independent climbing parties under experienced and 

qualified leaders who present satisfactory evidence to the 

Superintendent that they are qualified to lead the climb, 

and who will take responsibility for the safety of the mem-

bers of their party. 

No climber under eighteen years of age will be per-

mitted to climb the Tower. The ascent will only be made 

by the route approved, and all new climbers are required 

to make the ascent via the Durrance route. 

Provide and use the amount and kind of equipment, 

INCLUDING HARD HATS, as designated and make same 

equipment available for inspection. No permanent expan-

sion bolts or anchor bolts will be affixed or installed on 

the Tower. 

All members of the party will remain roped together 

during any climbing above the talus slope. No climbing 

without fixed belay. 

Remove and carry back all garbage, food containers, 

paper, etc., that might be incurred by your party. Keep the 

Tower clean. 

After the climb, fill out the record of ascent that will 

be provided by the Superintendent or his representative. 

All climbers planning to attempt tension climbs must 

present evidence of training and experience in sixth class 

climbing. 

The leader will be responsible for the conduct and 

actions of the other members of the party and allow only 

persons that are registered and approved accompany the 

party. Failure to comply with this regulation will result in  

being restricted from future climbs. 

10. It is understood that the National Park Service as-

sumes no responsibility for accidents while climbing the 

Devils Tower, and any or all of the expense of rescue may 

have to be covered by the climbing party involved. 

It has also been Park Service policy to require a support 

party for any group attempting to establish a new route on 

the Tower. 

At this time Ray Jacquot is working on a guide book to 

the Devils Tower. Ray has done most of the routes on the 

Tower and has several new routes to his credit. 

Each year many climbers reach the top of the Tower, and 

there is always the satisfaction of a good day's climb 

whether the climber has spent a few hours on the Durrance 

Route or a long day on one of the tension routes. In either 

case, it will be a climb that will not soon be forgotten. 

There are places where many new routes can be driven up 

the sheer sides, but the person who prefers a non-tension 

climb is limited to the south side where the rock shows 

more of the effects of the centuries of weathering, and 

severe climbing is not as long as on the other sides. The 

Tower has no massive snowfields or glaciers as do the 

climbing areas in other parts of Wyoming, but the person 

who enjoys the feel of good rock beneath his boots, or his 

hanging and banging brother who loves the ringing of steel 

against rock, are passing up a real challenge if they turn 

their backs on the mighty Devils Tower. 
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Photo by Hal Kanzler 
8 SUMMIT/ JULY-AUG./ 1963 



the mission mountains 

A few hundred miles south of Glacier National Park in 

western Montana lies a beautiful alpine area of craggy 

peaks, deep-blue lakes, and glaciers. Few trails even lead 

into the Mission Mountain Primitive Area, and until a few 

months ago it had never been mapped in detail. 

After eight years of research, Hal Kanzler has published 

a three-color recreational map, 24 x 36 inches, which 

shows the trails, lakes, and peaks with contour intervals 

of 200 feet. The map—a must for those who intend to ex-

plore the Mission Mountains —is available from Hal 

Kanzler, Columbia Falls, Montana for $1.10 folded, or 

$1.25 rolled in a tube. 

The eastern slope of the Mission Range is contained 

within the Mission Mountains Primitive Area of 75,500 

acres. The western slope is within the Flathead Indian 

Reservation. The heart of the Mission interior can be 

reached from five trails leading in from the west side of 

the range —from Hellroaring Pass east of Poison; the 

Looking north over Lake-of-the-Clouds from Glacier 

Peaks in the Mission Mountains. Few trails lead into 

this wide and isolated range. 

North Creek headquarters east of Pablo; Mollman Pass, 

east of Kicking Horse Reservoir; Eagle Pass, east of 

Allentown and near the Bud Cheff Ranch, and east from 

McDonald Lake. 

Access roads reach farther into the interior of the range 

from the east side, with trails taking off from the area 

west of Salmon Prairie, midway between Condon and 

Salmon Prairie and near the Strom store. 

The Missions contain eleven glaciers, all located be-

tween Mt. McDonald and Greywolf Mountain. Highest peak 

in the range is McDonald's east peak, 10,300 feet. Other 

peaks reaching over 9,000 feet are McDonald's west peak, 

St. Mary's east and west peaks, Glacier, Mountaineer, 

Harding, Black Buck, Greywolf, X and Y Peaks. 

Though a knowledge of snow and ice technique is useful 

for traveling and climbing in the Missions, all of the peaks 

can be climbed without technical equipment. The Mission 

Range is a glaciated sedimentary upheaval with rock so 

unstable that it wouldn't hold a piton even if you wanted 

to place one. The charm of exploring the Missions lies in 

discovering isolated little lakes and streams, catching a 

panful of trout, seeing the landscape covered with bril-

liantly colored alpine flowers, and watching the antics of 

Rocky Mountain goays, bighorn sheep, porcupines, squir-

rels, marmots, and other abundant wildlife. 

For information about horse packing write to Bud Cheff, 

Cheff Ranch, Ronan, Montana or Dick Hickey, Diamond-L-

Bar, Lindberg Lake, Seeley Lake, Montana. Arrangements 

for sled dog packing in the winter can be made with Henry 

Buege, Freshours Resort, Seeley Lake, Montana. 
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Exploring the many high 

country lakes in the Mission Range of 

Montana has some fringe benefits — 

as this young fellow will testify. 

Photo by Hal Kanzler 

Camping at one of the many 

back country lakes offers solitude as well 

as good fishing. 
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Ice flow Lake is at the foot of the Ashley-Ice flow Pass, also known as the South Col of Mt. McDonald. 
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Photo by Hal Kanzler 

Turquoise Lake from the head 

of Sunrise Glacier in the Mission Mountains of 

Montana. Lindy Peak'is on the left, 

Daughter-of-the-Sun on the right, with the Swan Range 

in the background. 
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Photo by Hal Kanzler 

Headwaters of the south fork of 

Post Creek in the Mission Range. Falls is the 

outlet of Lake of the Clouds. Foreground 

stream is outlet of Ice/low Lake. 
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a matterhorn climb 
BY PAUL H. PFEIFFER 

It was Saturday, August 11, 1962 when I arrived at the 

Hotel Burgener in Zermatt, Switzerland with a desire to 

climb the Matterhorn. Another Rambler (England), Alan 

Jones, accompanied me. 

At the Guides' Office in Zermatt I overheard a frantic 

young man complaining that he'd been waiting for a guide 

for a week, and his vacation was drawing to an end. I had 

to leave the following Saturday, and I was not optimistic 

about securing a guide. 

A friend gave me the name of Emil Perren and his phone 

number. After a long struggle with the phone, I reached 

Emil Perren who listened to my qualifications and said he 

would meet me in front of the Hotel Burgener at eight on 

Monday. Evidently he wanted to look me over. 

Monday morning Alan and I met the broad-shouldered, 

grey-jacketed Emil Perren. Perren walked with us across 

the street to the office of the guides. All guides are listed 

—the Perren family includes many guides —and for the 

ascent of each mountain there is a scheduled fee. In the 

office the man behind the desk drew forth a sheaf of appli-

cations and counted them. Perren turned to Alan and me: 

"He says he has five applications for a guide for the 

Matterhorn but no guide. I will ask among my friends and 

tell you at eight o'clock tonight in front of the hotel." 

I said, "Thank you. I should like to go up to the Belve-

dere Climbers' Hut tomorrow, spend the night there, and 

climb the Matterhorn on the next day, Wednesday." 

Emil's broad brow furrowed, "Even if I find a guide, I do 

not think that he will work on , Wednesday. It is a church 

feast day, and all the guides are Roman Catholics. But, I 

will ask the priest and tell you tonight." 

That evening, Alan and I met again with Emil Perren. He 

had a guide for me, a man younger than him named Werner 

Perren, but not for Wednesday—the priest had forbade 

work then. 

"And, Herr Perren," asked Alan, "did you also find a 

guide for me?" 
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"You? I thought you were only going to walk to the 

Belvedere with Herr Pfeiffer. I will see what I can do." 

"Could I go also with Herr Pfeiffer and his guide?" 

"No, the rule is one client to a guide." 

I phoned reservations to the Belvedere Climbing Hut—a 

nationally maintained hostelry—for Wednesday night. On 

Tuesday Alan secured the service of another guide, and 

I met my lean and axe-faced guide, Werner Perren. He 

asked me about clothes: Boots with lugs or nails? Yes. 

Windbreaker? Yes. Gloves? Yes. Food for the climb? Yes. 

I asked if I would need crampons or ice axe. "Crampons, 

no," he answered, but I found later that he took a pair for 

himself. "An ice axe is not necessary but you can bring it 

if you wish," he declared. I was glad when I came to the 

fixed ropes later that I did not have one. 

I borrowed a liter bottle in which to carry drinking water 

up to the hut. An article in the May 1962 issue of Summit 

had said that water was hard to get up there. 

On Wednesday morning, with my light rucksack on my 

back L walked down from the hotel past the basement 

where the goats were kept at night, up the main street of 

Zermatt, past the bas-relief of Whymper, past the Alpen-

rose (where we had seen Swiss teen-agers dancing the 

twist) to the teleferrique. I bought a round trip ticket to 

Schwartzsee. As I got into the gondola I noticed that the 

sky was ominously grey. Up we swung, over the fields on 

which there were clusters of houses, each with a roof of 

flat grey slates (some covered with orange lichen), over 

the capella or small chapel for each eight or nine believ-

ers, and over the white cross of Switzerland. 

Then I observed that the passengers in the front of the 

carrier were backing away from the window. A thin rain 

was driving in. The pastures and meadows had vanished 

and we were over a forest of sparsely-needled larch trees. 

The rain increased as the forest thinned out, giving way to 

rock barely covered by grass. I pulled on my raincoat. 

At the uppermost station, three thousand feet above the 
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approximate five thousand of Zermatt, I hurried through 

rain into a waiting room and found there luckless climbers 

dripping and defeated by the weather in an attempt to 

climb the Matterhorn. I waited in the station for awhile to 

see whether a clearing sky would cheer me upward or con-

tinued rain send me down. After awhile a wan sun shone 

slightly but disappeared very soon into even blacker 

clouds. I descended to Zermatt where Werner told me he 

would meet me at the Belvedere Thursday night and climb 

the following day. 

Thursday morning I met Alan and we ascended by means 

of the teleferrique. Today,. no rain. At the top of the lift, 

Alan suggested that we go down to see the chapel at the 

outer edge of the small, treeless Schwartzsee. Inside the 

chapel are the names of climbers killed on the Matterhorn. 

From the top of the lift a trail leads up to the Belvedere 

Hut. It was broad, smooth and well-engineered to ascend 

the two thousand feet to the climbing huts. 

A great snowfield on the right of the Matterhorn was 

warmly pink this late morning. The peak itself was a 
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twisting ridge of boulders and steep rock surfaces. Not a 

cloud touched it at this time. To the left was the great 

sweep of white and grey glaciers, through which protruded 

brown and black rocks at the summit. Occasionally, I saw 

to the side of the trail a wooden cross suggesting that not 

for all climbers of the past had the mountain been as safe 

as it seemed this morning. The air grew cooler despite the 

sunshine. 

I passed two mules which were extracting grass from the 

hard rocks. Then I arrived at the Hornli Hut of the Swiss 

Alpine Club, and I watched young men in knickers who 

were sawing wood by swinging a log above an upturned 

saw and drawing it to and fro upon the teeth of the saw. 

Nearly touching their building, which only members of 

their club may enter, and a little above it, was the terrace 

set with tables and backed by the Hotel Belvedere "the 

place with a beautiful view." 

I entered the hotel and the energetic, polylingual pro-

prietress directed me to Room 6 upstairs. This room was 

about twelve by twelve, of the knotty pine era. Two beds 

were furnished with clean stout sheets and ample quilts. 

There was a rag rug, a washstand with two pitchers, a 

wash basin, towels, and a slop pail. The pitchers were 

only partially filled with water, and I was glad that I had 

my extra liter bottle of water. 

At the window I parted the white curtains of lace and 

found my head tilted back almost forcefully to gaze up at 

the hard rock of the Matterhorn. Near one of the beds stood 

a little table with a candlestick holding a stub of red 

candle, and a box of matches. 

Alan arrived and we went up on the terrace, selected a 

table and ordered soup. Despite the sunshine, we were 

cold. We watched a line of hikers coming over a south-

eastern pass from Italy and heading toward us on a narrow 

trail across a snow slope. Soon after they arrived, an ava-

lanche boomed above the trail and wiped out fifty meters 

of it. 

It became colder, and I wondered what I ought to do to 

keep myself warm on the morrow. I went up to our room 

and laid down. But I was aware of the thinness of these 

four knotty pine walls and of the floor and ceiling. All 

around me shoes tramped and were silent, and tramped 

again on the floor below, or the floor above, or in the hall. 

"Vy you come up so soon?" cried Werner sternly. He had 

entered our room. "Vot are you doing here? Ack, you are 

resting. Goot. You haf your windbreaker? Goot.. Your lug 

boots? Goot. Your food for the trip? What you take?" 

I told him a bun, an orange, and chocolate. Goot, goot, 

goot. I thought I should add: "And water." 

Werner frowned. "Not water. Water is no goot on a moun-

tain. You will drink tea mixed with wine. I will bring it."  

Werner continued: "The girl will knock on your door at 

three o'clock. When she knocks, stand up!" 

The German word for "get up" is "aufstchen" but a 

literal translation is "stand up." Werner then left and 

Alan and I went down to dinner. 

The dining room, perhaps fifteen feet by forty-five, was 

dimly lit and crowded. About ninety percent were men, ten 

percent women. Alan and I found seats after awhile. 

Parkas and sweaters increased everyone's size. There 

was a babble of German, French, and Italian voices. From 

somewhere near the center of the room came the sound of 

an American voice. I thought the American voice was too 

loud. Alan told me that he had learned that we clients 

would not be allowed to take rucksacks —the guides would 

carry everything. If we were not called at three it would 

be because the weather prevented climbing. 

After dinner Alan and I ventured into the dark halls with 

care, for on the floors were mattresses, and on the 

mattresses were climbers-who-came-too-late-to-get-rooms, 

already asleep. From a balcony at one end of the building 

I looked down through five thousand feet of cold darkness 

to the pink and white neon lights at Zermatt. 

I recalled the need to clothe myself as warmly as pos-

sible. I remembered reading as a teen-ager Stewart Edward 

White's advice to tie a bandana over your belly if you were 

cold. I had something bigger and softer than a bandana, 

something recommended by the Sierra Club that I'd brought 

in case the Belvedere lacked towels—a diaper. I pinned it 

over my string shirt. 

I dozed off and on during the night. Three o'clock showed 

on the radium dial of my watch. No call. I looked outside. 

A cloud had dropped most of the way down the mountain. 

At 3:20 came a sharp rap on the door. We dressed and 

went down to breakfast. Werner looked in and told us to 

hurry up. Back in the room Werner and Alan's guide,Walter 

Biener, were there. They put our few belongings into their 

small bags and the four of us went outside. 

In the early light Werner raised his eyes toward the 

mountain. "It does not look goot," he declared. "Ye go 

up for a vay, maybe." Whereupon he put his climbing rope 

around my waist once and tied the other end around his 

own waist. My watch said 4:20. 

Almost immediately we began to climb. There was no 

trail. Each guide had his own preferred route among the 

to page eighteen 

Probably the most famous mountain in the world, the 
Matterhorn is ascended by several hundred people 

every year. Arrow points to the Belvedere Hotel on 
its ridge where climbers stay overnight and 

prepare for the 5,000-foot ascent the following day. 
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Photo by Niles Werner 
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One of the most difficult pitches on the Matterhorn is the 
Moseley Slab, about halfway to the summit. It is so named 
because in the early days of Matterhorn ascents, an 
American doctor, William Moseley, fell to his death here. 

The lower rocks of the Matterhorn form a 
great staircase of stone. 

Photos by Georgia Engelhard 

boulders and up the rock face of the Hornli Ridge. I 

learned well the boots of Werner. I knew they were black 

boots of good leather, the leather lace of each going 

around the top. I knew the short grey socks a few inches 

above the boot top, and the long red stockings disappear-

ing under the tan whipcord knickers. Most of all, I knew 

where Werner placed his boots, because, swinging with 

fingers in crevices I must put my boots where he put his. 

Time passed. We worked our way alongside and in front 

of some other teams. We rested only a few minutes at a 

time, eating and drinking a little. From his skin canteen 

Werner could squirt his favorite mix into his mouth with 

ease, but I could only suck like a baby. For a short time 

the surrounding clouds opened toward the west showing 

the grey peaks starting with the Klein Matterhorn and the 

white snowfields moving out below them. But the clouds 

soon closed in again with their softness. 

Every now and then, Werner would inquire, "How you 

coming?" to which I would always respond, "O.K." After 

awhile I heard him murmur to himself, "Always ist O.K.!" 
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He probably decided that the American vocabulary is very 

limited. 

Then came the time when my reply was, "O.K., but puff-

ing." He explained, "It is the lack of oxygen." Soon after-

ward we passed on the right of the refuge hut, a structure 

about fourteen by twenty feet, and I remembered reading 

that it was about a thousand feet below the summit. 

Now we were walking on snow. "This is the Shoulder," 

said Werner encouragingly. Soon we were at a fixed rope, 

the first of half a dozen. 

The pitons from which the ropes dropped down were im-

mense, reminding me of American eye rods to which lines 

are secured for telephone poles. From each of these 

pitons dangled one hundred feet of one-inch rope. Wernei 

straddled the first rope, pulled himself up—touching snow-

covered or barren rock with his boots —and belayed the 

line to me around the piton. Then he called and I pulled 

myself up. While I relaxed—dangling my arms to rest them 

—he moved over to the next fixed rope. 

At the last fixed rope, snow began to fall. I looked up. 



Phofo by Barberini Perren 

Climbers on the 

Swiss summit of the 

Matterhorn start over to 

the Italian summit 

with its monumental 

iron cross. 

Above me, moving up among the brown rocks, were ski 

jackets and sweaters of scarlet, green, white, yellow. 

Above all of them, the cloud. 

"Hurry up! What you waiting for?" from Werner. 

After the fixed ropes, the ascent became more gradual. 

On the left was a drop-off into the cloud, but ahead and to 

the right was rock at an easily negotiable tilt and not the 

formidable chunks of rock as near Whitney's summit. Mov-

ing easily through the snow, I was aware that the land 

ahead declined. We had reached the top! Werner took off 

his cold soggy gloves and I, mine. As we shook hands, he 

said, "Four hours. That is goot time." 

I was permitted to eat my bun and orange but, when I 

reached my chocolate, Werner became eager to leave. Just 

then, the mist to the south broke aiid I looked straight 

down—so it seemed. Far below, the sunshine lay on the 

green fields, on the brown and grey houses of Breuil, 

Italy. 

Werner put on his crampons. Soon I heard him complain-

ing repeatedly, "Vy you go down so badly? You go up so 

yell! At this rate we don't get down by dark!" 

My trouble was complex. I was leading now and was 

much slower in following Werner's oral directions than in 

following his boots. My worn lugs did not bite confidently 

into snow-covered rocks. Very likely I was scared. Werner 

said I held my body too close in on the mountain. Certainly 

I was tired and cold; twice I was surprised by the novel 

experience of shaking all over as in a chill. 

Once I lost all holds on a steep pitch and for an instant 

was a marionette held only by the rope. Ah, those fixed  

ropes! I'd come up them not badly, but I misbehaved now. 

Once my feet lost contact and I swung under my rope. 

Another time I realized that the instruction, "Lean back!" 

was not for me with tired arms and slippery gloves, so I 

pressed my ski jacket against the rope and, with that in-

creased friction, made it. 

While I waited at one fixed rope, I had to chuckle at five 

guides. Each of them had his rope around this particular 

piton, one rope on top of another, and in German, French, 

and Italian they were arguing volubly about who was the 

owner of each grey rope. 

Soon we entered the refuge hut where there were other 

descending climbers. We exchanged candies and dried 

fruit. Werner took off his crampons and in ten or fifteen 

minutes we were going down again. I went on as directed: 

"Right! Left! Straight down!" I was yanked back suddenly 

and decisively at the same time as I heard the cry, 

"Rock!" A few feet from us a two-foot chunk hurtled, 

struck a ridge and caroomed off into a gorge. By this time, 

Werner and I were waiting for a threesome in front of us to 

get out of our way. 

When we arrived back at the Belvedere, Werner seemed 

content when he removed the rope from me and told me 

that our descent had taken three and a half hours. Later 

he gave me a certificate of ascension with a photograph of 

the Matterhorn on it. 

To say the least, it was a novel experience. Expenses 

connected with the guide turned out to be: $40 for his fee, 

$2.50 for his room, $1.25 for his food, 37 cents for his 

(and my) tea and wine, and 75 cents for the certificate. 
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The north face of Mount Darwin, 13,841 feet, on the east boundary of Kings Canyon National Park, from Lamarck Col. A 

safe ascent on this side requires a roped belay. 

a night on darwin's 
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Photo by Tom Ross 

We watched the long Sierra twilight coast down the Dar-

win bench and flare over the meadow. It washed the 

heather with yellow and soaked into the scrub willows 

where the White-crowned Sparrow hid her nest. Across the 

meadow, the red sun streaked off the summits of Darwin 

and Mendel. The reds and yellow sank into the waters of 

Evolution Lake, beside which we were camped. Reini 

flicked a pebble into the water, and the mountains rose up 

in ripples and shook their skirts over the hanging valley. 

"Look up at the orange blaze on top now," said Reini. 

"Tomorrow night we'll be right in it. Ready to go?" 

"Halfway up already." 

"The middle couloir," he said, as we gazed above the 

talus toward the summit, almost 14,000 feet high. 

Sometimes, in the evening before you climb it, a moun-

tain looks intensely jagged, austere, and ornery, quivering 

with cold and grayness. But this time Darwin's walls and 

cracks were softly contoured by the lambent candlelights 

of the western sky. All my dreams that night were floating 

in red sunsets. The next day was mellow and sunny, ideal 

for climbing. After an early lunch we staked out our two 

burros, hoisted our packs and headed across the meadow 

toward the mountain. 

From his boulder pile near the edge of the meadow, the 

huge tawny marmot, who guarded the area, piped the good 

byes, whistling like a bosun to all the ground squirrels 

and other invisible deck hands. The squirrel troops, stiff 

as stakes, toppled into their holes. Our two burros tilted 

their long ears, first toward the marmot, then toward us. As 

we moved farther and farther away, they bawled mournfully. 

Sentimental critturs, they always considered themselves 

more lap dogs than pack carriers anyway, and now their 

ever-lonesome souls were distressed at being left behind. 

But this time we were doing our own carrying. In addition 

to food and tinware for dinner, breakfast, and lunch, we 

packed sweaters and parkas, sleeping bags, and a G.I. 

stove for melting snow on top for drinking water and cook-

ing. 

A climb up Darwin the preceding summer had settled 

which of the three possible couloirs we would follow be-

yond the talus. From below, the rock cliff near the ridge 

appears much shorter than it actually is. On our first 

climb, the mountain had seemed so low, or we so high on 

it for the time we had been climbing, that we had thought 

we might be working toward the neighboring peak, named 

simply 13,702 (for its height) rather than up Darwin itself. 

This time we zigzagged confidently up the talus and into 

the middle couloir, a gully of talus alternating with rock 

that sometimes slanted the wrong way—downward toward 

the valley. 

Some places, particularly on the talus higher up where 

summit 
BY DOROTHY C. ROSS 
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'temperature drops to zero at night' 

rocks were easily loosened, I waited as Reini moved 

above me. While he climbed,I squatted comfortably against 

my pack and surveyed the view. My eyes traced the water 

runs down the sienna-stained rocks of the couloir, over 

the talus, and into the shadowy valleys which were like 

spreading fingers jewelled with blue lakes. Eventually, we 

reached the ridge between 13,702 and the summit of Dar-

win, at which point we traversed to the right. The rock was 

solid, pleasant to touch and to work with. From the ridge 

itself we could see the flat top of Darwin, as well as the 

glaciers on the other side of Mount Spencer. We worked 

ourselves up and down over various needles and couloirs 

into the final saddle. The ridge leading off to the summit 

from the saddle has rather a knife edge, so we crossed 

cautiously, but without difficulty, to the flat top itself. 

Diamond shaped, the summit of Darwin is about a block 

long and half a block wide, one tip being the highest 

point, ten feet or so above the rest. The surface is a floor 

of boulders and gravel, gray-white, and still far below the 

azure ceiling. 

The weather was perfect. Our view flowed over moun-

tains that rolled off like heaving ocean waves for more 

than a hundred miles to the rim of the sky. The variations 

in the landscape astonished us: black, jagged peaks, with 

snow and flashing glaciers on Mount Goddard; the broad 

rust-colored volcanic tableland toward Owens Valley and 

into the Inyo Range, an impressive, burnt-purple collar of 

hills bracing the plain; then the narrow, forested trench 

leading off to Florence Lake. 

Like the square-cornered earth of the ancients, the moun-

tain top cut off sharply all around. Over the edge, count-

less small lakes burned jade-green among the soft green 

forests and dark canyons. A few clouds, great wads of 

cotton quilting, bundled past. Several swallows, without 

stroking their wings, strode over the bumpy air. As they 

swooped by us, we heard the wind whistling through their 

wings. The swallows were in the spirit of things, for on 

every mountain top we have reached—at 13,000 to 14,000 

feet—some animal life has greeted us, chickadees or hairy 

spiders or dragonflies, even a toad one time. 

While the sun was still high, we set about our chores. 

22 SUMMIT/ JULY- AUG./ 1953 

Reini collected rocks for a windbreak for our sleeping 

area, because the night wind frequently reaches gale pro-

portions at that elevation. I packed the cooker with snow 

which I melted for a jello. When it was stirred, I buried 

the can halfway into the snow to help the jello set. The 

instant the sun did go down later on, an icy coldness 

controlled everything on the summit. The snow hardened 

into ice so quickly that we had a strenuous time chipping 

enough for the cooker loads. During the night the temper-

ature sank to zero. 

After chores, as the sun listed westward, we read the 

summit register. One party wrote, "We came up the SSE 

arete —Oh my God—no ropes." Our climb up the sharp NE 

ridge was not difficult, but looking off from the summit at 

the slanted SSE chimney, we could guess that those 

climbers had had an eerie time of it. Another remark in the 

register, dated August 6, 1930, laconically commented, 

"Hail, lightening, discharge pelts; sparks in hair." The 

witches ride in storms high on mountain tops. Lightening 

flashes and thunderclaps smash right beside you in the 

dark gray wetness. The rock hums and fizzes, and the rain 

smacks you from all sides. 

"No broomsticks in our weather," said Reini, his face 

ruddy as he looked into the glowing red that drenched us. 

As the sun slid down the faraway horizon, the shadow of 

our mountain took shape—not on the ground, but in space, 

a deep blue mountain hanging on the eastern glow, up-

right, against the softening granite background. Blue night 

seeped into the red sky, stars moved in, and 4,000 tc 

7,000 feet below, campfires of other mountaineers sparkled 

like candles in the distant meadows. 

The sun flared fiery, silent, and died. In the faint dis-

tance, over a hundred miles away, the lights of Fresno 

speared the sky. After dinner we sneaked out of the cold 

into our sleeping bags, as the final faint glow dissolved. 

Campfires faded, and time trailed into infinity. Only an oc-

casional shooting star took any measure of space. The one 

tangible solidity was the small rocky surface on which we 

lay. Mountains loomed in the fathomless darkness. Then a 

bright ascending moon took us off the earth entirely, as 

the surrounding peaks caught its glow and eased farther 



!'I#('-, 

L-7  
1111*. • t —4  

\N 

41.1.111 1177,1 .• • 

137 

wattekairrtarri.exn/ 4.7,f, 

s M t 
, 

8 4/ 1,141  

y 
N1 

and farther away. The darkness simply drew back to open 

the moon's path. And behind the lighted dooryard of the 

moon, the endless, endless universe. 

Then, at dawn, the cold shadow of our mountain rose 

against the orange haze and the ranges westward across 

Evolution Valley which was still cloaked in midnight blue. 

Darkness drained off the surrounding peaks and into the 

canyons_ And morning began. We were out of our sleeping 

bags very early, two ramrods dancing to thaw out in the 

biting cold air. The moment the sun clamped onto the 

tiniest corner of the flat top, we raced over there, rubbing 

our ears and stomping our feet as we returned at the sun's 

slow pace into our bivouac. 

After a snappy breakfast, during which we were con-

stantly frisking about to stay warm, we moved off the top. 

The air was crystalline. The rocks over which we maneu-

vered with careful concentration sliced into the ice blue 

sky. Because our hands and feet were stiff, the knife edge 

descent off the summit required deliberate climbing. We 

descended the long gravel and talus in the first couloir  

until, abruptly, we halted before a tower of cliffs. Reini 

traversed to a rock thumb, slightly overhanging, which he 

used first as a foothold and then a handhold in order to 

shimmy down to a small platform. I followed and we 

changed over to another chute and continued down. Some 

of the rocks we kicked loose echoed and re-echoed for 

over a minute, as they shot down the chimney. Finally we 

descended a long, narrow chute of rock and talus until wc 

reached the scree at the base of the mountain. Picking our 

way easily over this, we entered the meadow. The marmot 

piped us back aboard, and to the braying of our burros, we 

marched into camp. 

Sitting before our campfire that evening, we enjoyed *the 

final contrast of the sun-tipped granite peaks encircling 

our already dark meadow. Overhead, the sky tightened into 

bands of red and pink. We stretched lazily in the warm soft 

grass to watch the fingers of darkness creep up the cold 

couloirs of Darwin. The orange summit was impressively 

close, again the only solid and detailed form in the ap-

proaching depths of night. 

SUMMIT/ JULY-AUG./ 1963 23 



moments of crisis 

Moments of crisis: incandescent moments when a climber 

is forced to hurl every fiber of his will into the act of 

staying alive. These occasions are rare in the mountains, 

but always potential. We take note, minimize contact as 

best we can, and pass on: contingency is the heart of the 

game. And while it may or may not be true that the sub-

jective rewards of climbing are proportionate to the risks 

involved, this much is certain: no margin of safety is ab-

solute, and the chance of a critically demanding situation 

remains an integral part of every climb. 

Assume such an experience, raw and intense. What can 

be gathered afterwards, when we again have time for re-

flection? Can anything be learned from involvement with 

a severe and dangerous passage, or the onslaught of an 

unexpected storm? I think so. Using contact with these 

stark adjuncts of our normal world of aesthetic and physi-

cal enjoyment, we can broaden our appreciation of both 

the mountains and our lives through an epistemology of 

crisis. There are problems—these critical moments speak 

for themselves, to one's self. It remains to be seen wheth-

er or not they can be given much abstract meaning and 

communicated clearly. 

We come to value our mountain experiences, both good 

and bad, and it is understandable that we refer to them 

24 SUMMIT/ JULY-AUG./ 1963  

when trying to locate ourselves in an ontological sense. 

After all, they stand out as hard, incontrovertible facts 

on an all too abstract tundra. The reason is obvious; the 

essence of first-hand experience is our most immediate 

index when we ask one of life's hardest questions: What 

can I honestly know? 

A hard question, but inevitable—once out, it remains 

with us and cannot be erased. Doubt and separation are 

born and all things take on perspective in relation to this 

simple and frightening question. The development of a 

personal rationale begins; one seeks confirmation of 

existence, meaningful direction and the certitude that 

comes of purpose. Those of us that choose the mountain 

path soon discover a deeper life and find expression that 

is consolation and a joy. 

Is it an unreasonable premise to claim that any meaning-

ful action (recognizing that the word "meaningful" has no 

single meaning) confirms, or at the very least intensifies 

the awareness of being? This could be applied immedi-

ately: for those in the midst of its difficulties, climbing is 

intensely meaningful. • The idea of intensity illuminates 

that of the meaningful and carries us a step further, for 

intensity is a distinct corollary of critical moments. No 

climber, poised by virtue of his heart, skill and volition 



BY MICHAEL W. BORGHOFF 

on the edge of annhilation, has any reason to doubt the 

lucidity of that particular instant. Then and there it indis-

putably is—a tense ding-in-sich, a fragment of reality that 

has been expanded through an immediate and absolute 

need for commitment until it contains all reality, known or 

suspected. That climber quite literally has no time for 

anything else; he is totally involved by his own choice in 

a world of concentration. 

context to a survey of personal awareness in the moun-

tains, a good example emerges at once: the loss of 

identity involved in sensation-seeking, whereby the actor 

becomes a marionette twitching in response to a stereo-

typed role. Such persons cease to be themselves, and 

become what others see in them—or imagine they see. 

This is at bottom an existential posture, proposing that 

being can be assigned meaning through actions which in-

volve a progression of highly significant moments —mo-

ments which surpass our usual routines and confirm the 

doer's self-won right to further action and freedom of 

choice. The resultant life is not so much fuller (with the 

word's acquisitive connotations) as it is higher—in the 

senses of experience, altitude and outright intoxication. 

Obviously, no one can sustain life permanently at such a 

peak, but this makes escape from the drudgery of its urban 

opposite all the more poignant. 

However, it should be kept in mind that intense activity 
per se is frequently worse than meaningless, and on the 
spectrum of human choice it can manifest itself in numer-

ous crippled ways. Even when we limit our exploratory 

To live consciously, we must believe our activities 

valid. This broaches not a few ethical considerations, and 

since we are deliberately limiting our introspective search 

to the mountains, it might be best to turn there for an 

answer. As usual, we find one: live the way you want by 

doing what you feel must be done, jeopardize no other, 

respect another's right to dignity, peace and quiet, and 

when you depart, leave your surroundings as decent and 

unspoiled as you found them, if not a little better. Be-

cause it works and has been working for years, this 

humble dictum provides an ethical framework for our 
speculations, and returns us to the problem of individual. 

experience, the reason for going into the mountains in the 
first place. If this digression has done nothing more than 

briefly indicate an enormous difference between outer- and 
inner-directed experience, with the former's inevitable 
loss and the latter's great potential for warmth and under-

standing, then it has been worthwhile. 

SUMMIT/ JULY-AUG.' 1963 25 



"The north face of Mount Fury looked like a rock wall surrounded by nearly vertical glaciers and ice cliffs and topped 

by a nearly vertical knife-edged snow ridge." (1) 100-foot notch. (2) First knife-edged snow ridge. (3) Two rock pinna-

cles. (4) Final snow ridge to the summit. 
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MOUNT FURY: north face 
BY DAN DAVIS 

On July 15 last year, our party of three* had already 

spent four days in the Northern Pickets of Washington 

State. As is not uncommon to this range, it was cloudy or 

downright raining on all four days. The first two days we 

spent hiking the twenty-odd miles to base camp. On the 

third day an almost constant downpour curtailed all climb-

ing, but the next day we ascended the unclimbed West 

Peak of Challenger. 

The next morning Fred and I were determined to try the 

north face of Mount Fury. At 3:30 a.m., after a breakfast 

of hot cereal and soup, Fred and I trudged off into the 

dark toward the glacier which we would traverse to avoid 

dropping down into a deep valley. We reached the glacier 

just as it was becoming light and quickly made the tra-

verse, going above or below various breakups and occas-

ionally hurrying through a spot where there was avalanche 

danger. 

When we arrived at the rock ridge, we found it difficult 

to pick out a definite route. We decided to gain the crest 

as soon as possible and then continue from there. The 

advantage of this plan was that the crest would be free 

from rock fall danger that was indicated by the rock-

scarred snow slopes on either side of the ridge. We gained 

the crest and soon arrived at the first obstacle. 

We found before us a hundred-foot notch with very steep 

walls on both sides. Not wanting to take the time to un-

rope and set up a rappel, we proceeded to climb down. Fred 

went first, putting in one piton to protect me when I fol-

lowed, and then took up a belay position about halfway 

down. I might mention that I felt very glad that the piton 

was in when I followed until I reached it, hit it about 

three times with my hammer, and saw that I had knocked 

the head off. I guess it was an old piton. I then continued 

down, placing one `runner on the way for Fred, and com-

pleted the descent with a short jump. The climb out of the 

notch proved much easier than anticipated since the rock 

was well broken, although it probably did include the most 

difficult move on the climb. 

After climbing out of the notch we continued to ascend 

the ridge, usually keeping just to the right of the crest, 

sometimes climbing on bad rock, sometimes on good rock, 

and sometimes kicking and clawing our way up short snow 

* Fred Beckey, Ellie Street, Dan Davis  

patches. All the while we were continuously belaying and 

leapfrogging. After climbing several hundred feet, we were 

forced to stop and take our first rest. Fred's left boot had 

fallen apart. The seam running up the back of the heel had 

completely ripped open. 

After a few minutes work, with the aid of the punch on my 

pocket knife and some strands from a nylon rope, Fred was 

able to sew his boot together well enough to complete the 

climb. The next lead was across a knife-edge snow ridge; 

it wasn't as steep as I had anticipated but certainly 

dropped off on either side. I was glad I had taken my ice 

axe out of my pack during our stop and was able to use it 

for balance. The next few leads were on rock with the 

snow patches becoming more frequent until, finally, two or 

three leads on continuously steep snow brought us up to 

the bases of two very spectacular rock pinnacles on the 

crest of the ridge. 

The outside bases of the pinnacles dropped away quite 

vertically, and it looked as if we might find the most dif-

ficult rock climbing at this very end of the rock ridge. 

Conveniently, we found a passage between the two pin-

nacles and soon had passed them and were able to make a 

short descent to the final snow ridge. We found this snow 

ridge was as steep and knife-edged as we had anticipated 

but, fortunately, the snow was soft enough so that we 

could kick good steps all the way up. Occasionally, we 

were able to traverse ou one side of the crest and at other 

times to straddle the ridge, but on the steepest parts we 

had to climb on the very exposed crest. 

After about nine hours of climbing, we arrived at the 

final summit ridge and while scrambling or plodding up the 

last rock and snow slopes were made more aware of the 

bad weather that blanketed the entire range. 

A quick snack on the summit and we descended the snow 

slopes and ridge to the east of Fury and continued on the 

ridge to its lowest point between Luna and Fury. From 

there we had to drop about four thousand feet to Luna 

Creek from where we could look up at three thousand verti-

cal feet of scree, brush, rock, and snow that we would 

have to ascend in order to return to camp on the other side 

of Challenger Arm. 

Fifteen hours after our morning departure, we glissaded 

into camp on the opposite slope of the arm, in the rain. 
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OUTWARD BOUND: ruggec 

Train a boy to go into the wilderness virtually empty-

handed, dependent on his wits for his survival; take him 

on grueling mountain expeditions that test his endurance 

to the limit—this sort of treatment, provided by a new 

kind of "school," is bringing maturity and confidence to 

thousands of fortunate youngsters. 

In June, nearly a hundred boys arrived at the small town 

of Marble, in western Colorado, slung heavy packs on their 

backs and hiked up the mountain along a rutted road. Their 

destination: a wilderness campsite carved out of a white-

trunked aspen forest and dotted with green Army tents. 

The Crystal River roars more than a mile below the camp. 

A ring of snowcapped peaks rise around it, home of elk, 

bear, mountain lion. Here is the setting for what was 

probably the most memorable —and the hardest—month of 

the boys' lives. 

The following morning at 6 a.m., a shrill whistle routed 

them out of bed, a signal to run three quarters of a mile 

and plunge into an icy pond—first taste of the 26 days 

of shock treatment ahead. Among the feats they performed: 

swinging with simian agility through a 200-foot aerial rope 

course strung 35 feet above the ground, scaling sheer rock 

cliffs, hacking their way across treacherous blue ice 

fields, surviving in the wilderness. Two other groups of 

boys will have the same strenuous experience in July and 

August. 

The camp is not a Marine training site. It is the first 

Outward Bound School in the United States, founded last 

year for boys and young men between the ages of 16 and 
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22 by a group of U.S. educators and businessmen called 

the Atlantic Foundation, plus certain prominent Denver 

citizens. "Young people want adventure," says Joshua 

Miner, Outward Bound's director. "But today they're get-

ting it secondhand in the sedentary thrills of TV. They 

want challenge and excitement, yet they live in a cult of 

comfort and safety that discourages such things." 

Outward Bound, which recruits boys from high schools 

and colleges throughout the country, offers them all the 

adventure and challenge they can take. In return, it ex-

pects feats of skill and strength. "We make them discover 

their maximum," says Miner. 

The recruits do not have to be muscular athletes; they 

are a cross section of the young American males to be 

found anywhere. But the extraordinary results from the 

first three Colorado courses last summer show that the 

general run of boys are capable of meeting these rigorous 

demands. Even flabby youngsters from cities discovered 

they could run ten times the distance they thought they 

could and carry three times the weight. They acquired 

skills they had assumed were well beyond their reach. 

In mid-July last year, for example, a climber collapsed 

on a rock ledge 13,000 feet up on Mt. Baldy, 12 miles from 

the school. A local wrangler alerted the school, which 

stays on round-the-clock rescue call. Within minutes eight 

boys and three instructors set out, carrying stretcher, 

ropes, first-aid pack, ice axes, blankets and food: The 

rescuers forded freezing creeks, climbed steep cliffs, cut 

steps through mountain snowfields until they reached the 

narrow rock shelf. 



vountaineering experience for teen-agers 
BY L. LAWRENCE 

There they revived the climber, fed him hot soup, 

wrapped him in blankets, secured him to the stretcher and 

tied themselves into formation for the long descent. Then, 

in a painstaking four-hour ordeal, they lowered their 

patient to the foot of the mountain, where a truck was 

waiting to rush him to the hospital. The boys were exul-

tant. "When I first came here," one said, "I couldn't have 

gotten myself out of the mountains, let alone help a sick 

man." 

The idea for a school like Outward Bound was born in 

Great Britain in 1941 from wartime needs. As Nazi U-boat 

activity reached its height, a merchant shipper named 

Lawrence Holt grew alarmed at the number of seamen who 

died in emergency situations. When ships were torpedoed 

many sailors in lifeboats apparently preferred to give up 

and die rather than fight the elements until rescue arrived. 

Some even killed themselves in the face of temporary ad-

versity. 

About this time, Holt met Kurt Hahn, a former German 

schoolmaster who founded Gordonstoun, the school in 

Scotland now attended by Prince Charles, heir to the 

British throne. Holt and Hahn together, in an effort to 

devise a means for steeling young men against needless 

defeatism, physical or mental, began the Aberdovey Sea 

School in a rocky, windswept Welsh port and called it Out-

ward Bound: its students were outward bound to life as 

well as to sea. "We shall train boys wit so much for the 

sea," said Holt, "as through the sea." 

The experiment worked: those who took the course held 

out against adversity at sea much longer than those who  

had not had the training. Needless loss of life dropped 

markedly. When the war ended, Hahn and Holt discovered 

that Outward Bound served peacetime needs as well: all 

young men might profit from it. "You can preserve the 

curiosity, drive and undefeatable spirit of children by one 

simple means," said Hahn. "Kindle the joy of exploration 

and adventure during adolescence, and the devotion to 

skills demanding patience and care." 

The idea spread rapidly. Four more Outward Bound 

Schools were begun in England and Scotland. Germany has 

two Outward Bound Schools; there are others in Africa, 

Malaya, Australia, New Zealand and Holland. To date, 

nearly 60,000 boys have attended 16 Outward Bound 

Schools. Recently the U.S. Peace Corps was inspired by 

England's Outward Bound to set up a training program in 

Puerto Rico to prepare volunteers for anticipated tests of 

endurance in underdeveloped countries. 

The course varies from place to place. A feature of 

Colorado's Outward Bound School is a two-day solo sur-

vival expedition. Boys are dispatched into the wilderness, 

each in a different direction, with little else than a knife, 

a length of cord, a fish hook, a cooking pan and a sleep-

ing bag. To eat, they must catch fish, or devise means to 

snare rabbits, marmot, muskrat, squirrels, garter snakes. 

For warmth and cooking, they must be prepared to build a 

fire in any weather, without matches. They must know how 

to find direction by the sun, stars and wind. 

Survival techniques are carefully taught. For example, 

the inner layer, or cambium, of spruce bark makes a 

nourishing tea; waterfowl lose their flight feathers in 
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survival, solo and 100-mile 

trips toughen youths 

certain seasons and can be caught by hand. The boys 

learn to find the safest routes through the mountains by 

following game trails; to set up camp in a thermal belt 

—an area, usually about two thirds of the way up a moun-

tainside, where a blanket of warm air hovers on chilly 

nights; or at higher altitudes, to dig a cave in a snowbank 

and weave a rug of matted alpine grass for extra warmth. 

On solo expeditions the boys add their own ingenuity to 

what they've learned. Faced with hunger, they find ways 

to turn tree cuttings into workable animal traps and even 

bows and arrows. Last summer nobody went hungry. One 

boy set a record—by dining in high culinary style on 40 

pairs of frogs' legs! 

"The expedition is a revelation to most of them," says 

the school's chief instructor, Ernest Tapley, part-Indian 

and a veteran instructor of the U.S. Army's Tenth Moun-

tain Division. "The boys discover they can fend for them-

selves and endure hardship and loneliness. They come 

home dog-tired, but full of pride and spirit." 

A tough five-day "alpine expedition" toward the end of 

the course tests endurance. The boys carry 40-pound 

packs and cover well over 100 miles of wilderness. Invar-

iably they meet extreme weather—electrical storms, cold 

driving rain, soupy fog, even snow and hail. They take 

ice axes and other equipment to negotiate ice fields, and 

ropes for steep cliffs. Purpose of the ordeal: to help each 

boy discover the limits of his endurance and let him see 

that his own strength and initiative will pull him through. 

Is this too much adversity to impose on boys —too much 

danger? "Tap" Tapley thinks not. Adventure worthy of 

the name implies adversity and danger. But last summer, 

despite the strenuous activities, the most serious ail-

ments treated by the school doctor were sprains and 

blisters. Nobody embarks on an expedition before his 

muscles are finely tuned in two intensive weeks of train-

ing—even so the school expects its share of broken bones 

in time. 

Expert instructors supervise all activities. One safety 

measure they teach is the limit beyond which a camper 

cannot venture in the mountains. "We don't want to turn  

out daredevils," Tapley insists. "We just want each boy 

to find his own limits." The boys are not competing 

against one another; they are competing against them-

selves. 

Many who attend Outward Bound Schools look back on 

the experience as the most important of their lives. Some-

times the triumph seems small—as in the case of the boy 

who discovered when he returned home that he could climb 

a ladder without fear for the first time in his life. Often 

the impact is great. Stammers and stutters may disappear, 

along with psychosomatic asthma conditions. Colorado's 

most difficult case last summer was a,  slight, frail boy 

who had flunked out of prep school and who considered 

himself a failure. His physical frailty was compounded by 

a defeatist mental attitude: when confronted with a muscu-

lar challenge he simply could not muster the courage to 

face it. But instructors and other boys prodded him sympa-

thetically and eventually he finished the course. 

"It was the worst physical beating I have ever taken," 

the boy says frankly. "But it taught me that I could suc-

ceed. The day we climbed Arkansas Mountain was the 

last time I said, 'I can't do it.'" Today, the boy is on the 

honor roll at another school, and making plans for college 

this fall. 

"It is hard to believe," says Britain's Prince Philip, a 

firm Outward Bound booster who has sent his own son to 

a boarding school affiliated with Outward Bound, "that 

such a complete and lasting transformation can be 

achieved in such a short time. But in nearly every case 

the cocoon of youth drops away and the true fiber of the 

man emerges." 

Encouraged by results both here and abroad, the Atlantic 

Foundation plans to set up other U.S. Outward Bound 

Schools—ideally with year-round courses. Entrance re-

quirements are simple: boys need only apply in writing to 

the Colorado Outward Bound School, Star Route, Marble, 

Carbondale, Colorado, and produce a doctor's certificate 

of good health. They are accepted on a first-cone, first-

served basis. For those who cannot afford the $350 fee 

there are scholarship funds. Last summer Denver busi-

nessmen sponsored 30 boys from public high schools; 

church groups, boys' clubs and civic organizations made 

it possible for many others to attend. 

The idea need not be confined to Outward Bound Schools, 

however. High schools, especially in large cities, might 

organize challenging weekend expeditions in the country, 

or model their athletic programs on Outward Bound. The 

important thing is to invite adventure into youngsters' 

lives—and give them the tools to seek it safely. 

Reprinted from the April 1963 issue of the Reader's Digest. 
Copyright 1963 by the Reader's Digest Association, Inc. 
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mount marcy 
BY JOHN D. LINDSTROM 

New York is concrete and steel squeezed upward, sun-
less streets strewn with litter, the cultural cosmopolis of 
the USA. To most people, the words "New York" mean 

hectic hustle, masses of people scurrying down sidewalks 
and into subway tubes, emerging briefly into sooty air 

before being whisked up to organizational offices. The 

name New York implies City. 

But, New York is a state as well as a city—a large 
state, and a wise state, whose leaders had the foresight 
to set aside a big tract of wilderness in its upper reaches. 
The Adirondack Forest Preserve, lying between Lake 

Champlain and the Hudson River on the east, and Lake 
Ontario and the St. Lawrence River on the west, was 

created by the New York state legislature in 1892, in an 
era when most people believed forests were magically 

infinite, and "cut out and get out" loggers prevailed in 
the timber country. This imaginative act by New York 
State preceded the large scale conservation legislation 

enacted by the United States Congress in the early 1900's. 
That such a large area of wilderness forest should be 
forever "locked up" and not "used" may once have 

seemed as foolish as purchasing the frozen tundra of 
Alaska. It is now clear that boldly adhering to the original 
conception of the Adirondacks as an unscarred refuge from 

saw and machine was instead a most laudable act of per-

severance. The increasing pressures of population and 

civilization demand relief. The Eastern Seaboard is a 

complex-opolis whose people occasionally need to get 
away from the chemicals, decibels, and unstable atoms of 
modern existence. The 6,000,000 wild acres of the Adiron-
dacks give this relief. 

Mt. Marcy is the top of the Adirondacks and New York 
State. Once known by its more appropriate and colorful 
Indian name, Tahawus, meaning cloud-splitter, Mt. Marcy's 
rocky 5,344-foot summit was first ascended in 1837. As 
was the usual case in early mountaineering throughout the 
world, the climbing party, which was part of the commis- 

sion appointed by Governor Marcy to make a geological 

survey of the Northern District of New York, consisted 

primarily of scientists—geologists, meteorologists, and 
naturalists, with a few local woodsmen along as guides. 

Since then Mt. Marcy has become a popular mountain for 
climbing and is surrounded by a network of well-marked 
trails leading to its summit. The shortest route to the top 

begins at Heart Lake and Adirondack Loj, which are a few 
miles south of State Route 73 near Lake Placid. Here at 

2,155 feet elevation the Van Hoevenberg Trail takes off 
gently through the hardwood forest in a southerly direction 
into the heart of the Adirondack high country. 

Early fall is the brilliant time of year for an ascent of 
Mt. Marcy. By then a few evenings have seen the dew on 
the grass turn to crisp frost and the birches, beech, maple, 
and mountain ash have taken note and shut down, their 
chlorophyll plants for the season—to reveal gaudier 

raiment. Bright red, yellow, and orange leaves leap out on 
limbs and wave themselves ostentatiously in the chilly 

Autumn breeze. Each tree stands out on the hillside and 
asserts itself loudly and finally, as if realizing that harsh-

er winter blasts will soon swipe its branches bare and 
send its colored plumage swirling to the ground to become 

with the earth. 

By late September the hordes of summer hikers are gone 

and you are fairly well assured of finding a vacant lean-to 
shelter. If much rain has recently fallen, the well-worn 
trails will be sloppy going, and frequent quagmires and 

boulder littered sections will slow your pace considerably. 
The Adirondack Trails are definitely not trails on which 
to set records —they are too rough. The weather this time 
of year is unpredictable and a sudden surge of arctic air 
may turn the sky steel gray and drop a few inches of wet 

snow. You must come to the Adirondacks with packs full 
of plenty of food and warmth. 

After walking the Van Hoevenberg Trail for a couple of 
easy miles, you arrive at Marcy Dam, which backs up 
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Marcy Brook into a small lake at the foot of the surround-

ing peaks. From here the going gets steep and rugged and 

you should register at the ranger station and indicate your 

plans for venturing into the back country. 

Heading out from Marcy Dam you can make a delightful 

14-mile circuit trip, crossing over the rocky crest of Mt. 

Marcy, and continuing down the other side into a remote 

area of rapid brooks and deep forest. You eventually come 

once again to relative habitation at Lake Golden, where 

you will find seven lean-tos and a ranger station, situated 

in a narrow trough between the steep flanks of Mt. Golden 

and the impressive MacIntyre Range. Leaving Lake Golden 

you traverse the precipitous north side of Avalanche Lake, 

ringed by wet-walled cliffs which drop abruptly into the 

water. Here the trail is a jumble —you must scramble with 

both your hands and feet to make headway over the boul-

ders, under the ledges and up and down the wood ladders. 

Finally the sheer walls force you off the land and onto the 

rickety log bridges which skirt the edges of the cliff at 

the water level. Once you are around the lake and over 

Avalanche Pass, you meet Marcy Brook, and the trail 

glides along with the stream in a casual manner down to 

Marcy Dam again. 

On this circuit trip you should arrange to spend an eve-

ning at Plateau lean-to, high on the shoulder of Mt. Marcy 

at 4,700 feet. The lean-to sits forlornly on a flat grassy 

patch surrounded by storm-contorted balsams and spruce. 

Late in the afternoon as you come upon it after sweating 

up the steep, water-rivuleted trail, it strikes you as un-

likely that this lonely and weather-beaten structure could 

hold to its moorings through the winds of winter. From a 

short distance you will notice that it is not commodious 

and that it has probably never been overhauled. As with 

good wines and cheese, though, aging has added character 

to this gaunt-walled hut—it blends with the landscape. 

Carvings on the leached logs tell of visits in bygone days. 

A mixture of moist earth and balsam needles on the floor 

scent the interior with the smell of the outdoors which, 

complemented with the flavor of smoke, lingers on your 

clothing for days to come. 

Plateau lean-to is a typical Adirondack shelter, con-

structed of horizontally placed logs on three sides and 

open to a stone fireplace on the leeward side. The arrange-

ment is fine for sitting around the campfire and swapping 

stories far into the evening before turning in. Some of the 

chinks in the logs have weathered away, and in a gusty 

rain a fine mist sneaks through the cracks to mingle with 

campfire smoke hovering above the heads of slumbering 

campers, out of the wet and into their bags for the night. 

Getting up with the sun in early morning, you will dis-

cover that you are in a glorious alpine region—right in Mt. 

Marcy's front yard. You are far above the hardwood tree-

line and from any nearby outcropping of rock you can sur-

vey the ridges and peaks marching and fading away to the 

north and east—territory over which you struggled the day 

before—territory, most of which lies below your feet. The 

immediate area is a moist country of moss, grass, and 

thickets of balsam. Above and to the west, a series of 

barren, rocky slabs protrude from the green—the farthest 

one, completely above timberline by a couple of hundred 

feet, is the crown of New York State, Mt. Marcy. 

A short hike from Plateau lean-to—across a small brook, 

through the dense evergreens, and around and over frequent 

volcanic outcroppings—soon you are on top, 5,344 feet 

above sea level. If the weather is perfectly clear, you are 

lucky. Often the summit is enshrouded by wind blown mist 

and visibility extends only a few hundred feet out into the 

gray pallor. You may have to seek cover in the roughly 

built stone shelter a few feet down the south side of the 

summit. You are most fortunate if the sky is neither clear 

blue nor completely clouded over. If enough cumulus 

clouds are drifting overhead, you can sit for hours and 

watch the everchanging play of light on the mountain 

sides. The sunshine is filtered and soft as it glides slow-

ly up the ridge, driving away indistinct shadows to point 

out the minute, colored details of the forested slope. The 

duet that sun and cloud play on the land is especially 

spectacular in the fall, when the darker conifers are infil-

trated by the aggressive hardwoods and their band of 

colors. 

A mile or so down into the thick woods to the west of 

Mt. Marcy you come to Lake Tear of the Clouds, a small 

tarn which is the highest lake source of the Hudson River. 

The word "lake" is somewhat a misnomer—the lake is 

really a wide spot forming a marshy pond in Feldspar 

Brook. The surrounding terrain is quite damp, and reminis-

cent of foggy, misty coastal regions, where greenery grows 

rampant. 

From Lake Tear, Feldspar Brook drops steeply away to 

meet Opalescent Brook. The trail follows, plunging down 

into some of the remotest country in the Marcy area. Here 

you are at the midpoint of the loop trip—about as far from 

the nearest roadway as you can get. Opalescent Brook 

rushes by, sweeping the waters of Feldspar Brook along 

with it on its journey toward Lake Golden. Farther down, 

the brook has knifed through rock ledges, forming a series 

of splashing rapids and deep gorges. The trail runs close 

to the stream here and as you walk along the bank, always 

in earshot of the thunder - of water, the fresh wildness of 

the outdoors reminds you that the Adirondacks are still a 

refuge from despoilation, that you can come back some 

day to the same place and relax in quiet peacefulness. 

32 SUMMIT/ JULY-AUG./ 1963 



tkr.J0 
:2810* 

To- 'AT/WERVE. 13 

4006 

* 

441  
-4 

* 
* 

I 
40(2)Indian 

4440' 

CANumber of lean-toss 
owes ,Mt Marc, loop trip 

, C am+ e cti n3 trai IS 

KEY: 

Kt REDVIELD 
4606' • 49200 

SKYLIGHT Mt 

• 
/ WRIGHT 

ALGONGUItirarc, 
SI171,11 tiSeb 

boIDIDARY 0, 
49200 

IROcwoLN, 
4855 

Its* 

'Runs. 
Sta. It 

( • • 

4/111. 

TO' 
• 

fte 

40 at. • 
• 

• • 
4 

V 4120 • 
4 • A 

i MtMARCY omit*. *I %‘‘ 
4848'.t 

344' 
troe,‘  t -• 

• 

loGy)  • 
Dca
.
lce
..,CG,2,40C6444.711;;'-) fr 'en klc 
MT GOLDEN,. 

/1  

• 
• 
• 

• • 

at. 
sit MILES 2 3 

1  
Information front State of New York 
Conservation Dept Circuit:v*8 

-Heart 
1.cike 
2155'• 

totee 4  

ADIRONDACK 
LOJ 

000, 

Ito Rons 
Stat • 

••
%%, 
; 

MARcy* 

• • 

PHELPS WI  
405 

a. 
4RO* ,4 

• 
• • 

I 1 t 
• 
:4700

, 
 

49184 
HAYSTACK 

SUMMIT / JULY-AUG./ 1963 33 



./.\ 

ORMULA 

Prove to yourself the ptotection olven toy 
ARM FORMULA A". ARM yoursett with: 

12 Capsule Sampler  $1.90 
44 Capsules  S4.50 
96 Capsules  49.00 

Order from GERRY P.O. Box 910, Boulder, Colorado 

VITAMIN FORTIFICATION is PROTECTION in 
the same sense as the use of pitons and ropes in 
climbing. WATER SOLUBLE VITAMIN RESERVES 
may not be adequate to meet energy demands which 
may run 4 to 12 times everyday levels. These vita-
mins are not stored in the body, and may not be 
provided in good quantity and balance by diet be-
fore or during strenuous activity. ARM FORMULA 
"A" helps prevent depletion of water soluble vita-
min reserves. (Depletion can leave you fatigued, 
sensitive to cold and altitude, and with lowered re-
sistance to infection and bruising.)ARM FORMULA 
"A" is ESPECIALLY USEFUL FOR WEEKEND 
SPORTSMEN, to assure rapid recovery from muscle 
aches and fatigue. 

HIGH LEVEL WATER SOLUBLE VITAMIN FORTIFICATION 

For Climbing, Skiing, and all Strenuous Sports 

THE MOUNTAINEER'S FORMULA, DESIGNED BY A MOUNTAINEER 

Selected for extensive testing on the American Mount Everest Expedition 

   

 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

 

 

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

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

TRAINEE 1953 
SKIING • CAMPING • HIKING 
MOUNTAINEERING • THE 
SKI HUT • 1615 UNIVERSITY 
AVENUE, BERKELEY, CALIF-
ORNIA • WRITE NOW FOR 
YOUR FREE COPY OF OUR 
1963 TRAILWISE CATALOG 

CORTINA COMBINATION ROCK-CLIMBING LIGHTWEIGHT 
HIKING SHOE • • • IMPORTED FROM ITALY 

The American Alpine Journal, Vol. 
13, No. 2, Issue No. 37, 1963. Editor 
H. Adams Carter. Published by the 
American Alpine Club, New York. 
In line with a new policy of the 

American Alpine Club to recognize 
rock climbing as an integral part of 
mountaineering, this issue of the 
Journal contains four articles on 
climbing in Yosemite with illustrative 
photographs, covering a total of 24 
pages. The first article of the Journal 
by Yvon Chouinard, "Modern Yosemite 
Climbing," presents the special climb-
ing problems of the Valley and equip-
ment which has been developed to 
solve them; the other three articles 
are sixth class climbs made on 
Yosemite's sheer, holdless walls. 

Other articles on climbs 'in the 
Andes, on Mt. McKinley, Mt. Russell 
in McKinley National Park, the Wind 
River Range, the Alps, 'plus the usual 
short accounts of climbs and expedi-
tions, Club activities and book re-
views round out another good publica-
tion of the American Alpine Club. 

Sierra Nevada Natural History by 
Tracy I. Storer and Robert L. Usinger. 
An illustrated handbook of 374 pages, 
including more than 750 of the com-
moner plants and animals in the Sierra, 
over 220 in color. University of Cali-
fornia Press, Berkeley, California. 
Paperback issue, $4.95. Also cloth-
bound issues available. 

The introduction gives a brief his-
tory of the Sierra Nevada, its physical 
features, climate, geological history, 
plant and animal distribution. There 
is a concise but descriptive paragraph 
on more than 750 species or groups of 
plants and animals found in the 
Sierra, with illustrated drawing of 
each. 

The paperback issue makes a good 
pocketguide for those interested in 
the plants and animal life of the 
Sierra Nevada. 
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"No Vinegar" "No Pork" 

FOR SPORTSMEN • 

A MUST for Fishing, Hunting, 
Camping, Picnics, Boating, Pack-
ing Trips—Because of its long 
lasting freshness—will keep with-
out refrigeration. 

"Guaranteed Satisfaction 
and Safe Delivery" 

—No Charge for Mailing- 

100% Pure Beef 
Hickory Farms of Ohio 

Western Division 
P. 0. Box 3306, Van Nuys, Calif. 

Approx. 4 lb. beef sticks are $5.98 ea. includ-
ing all packing and mailing. Send check or 

money order. 
Please ship me  Beef Sticks at $5.98 ea. 
0 New Customer 0 Old Customer 
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GOLD MEDAL State Fair Award 

LIGHTWEIGHT 
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SPORT CHALET 
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ask for free catalog 

Fast, Personal Mail Order Service 

summit reviews 
Where Experts 

Come 
to Buy 

Longs Peak—Its Story and a Climb-
ing Guide. Fifth enlarged edition, 
1963. Written and published by Paul 
W. Nesbit, 711 Columbia Road, Colo-
rado Springs 4, Colorado. A 64-page 
booklet, $1.50. 

Longs Peak is the central feature of 
the Rocky Mountain National Park. At 
14,255 feet, it enjoys an imposing 
position in the Front Range of the 
Rocky Mountains where it is plainly 
visible from Denver and other nearby 
cities. 

Paul Nesbit is an old-time guile and 
ranger-naturalist who has made 123 
ascents and led 640 people to the top 
of Longs Peak. He has packed a great 
amount of informative material on 
Longs Peak into this 64-page booklet, 
including a history of the area, as 
well as detailed information on the 
two regular climbing routes, and a re-
port by Rearick and Kamps on the 
first ascent of the Diamond, a listing 
of the 70 climbing routes and varia-
tions in approximate order of diffi-
culty. There are 43 photographic illus-
trations, 12 new to this edition, and 
two map drawings; some of the climbs 
are marked on the illustrations. 
This is a booklet which all moun-

taineers will want to read when plan-
ning a vacation in the Rocky Mountain 
National Park area. 

The Potomac Appalachian Trail Club 
announces the release of the Eleventh 
Edition of its hi-annual Equipment 
Bulletin. This comprehensive 70-page 
booklet, entitled Lightweight Equip-
ment for Hiking, Camping, and Moun-
taineering, has been compiled by 
members of the Club's Camping 
Equipment Committee. under the 
direction of Karl Edler, Chairman. 

The Eleventh Edition of the PATC 
Equipment Bulletin is the latest in 
the series published by the Club over 
a period of thirty-two years. A con-
cise current listing of useful items  

from the catalogs and display shelves 
of many dealers, the bulletin also in-
cludes essential information on these 
items so that the prospective buyer 
can make an informed choice. 
Each of the items listed in the 

Equipment Bulletin has been tested 
or examined by the Equipment Com-
mittee and only items which are con-
sidered satisfactory have been in-
cluded. Equipment covered by the 
Bulletin includes packs, tents, sleep-
ing gear, clothing, boots, cooking 
equipment, concentrated food, first 
aid supplies, climbing pitons, cara-
biners and ropes, and trail clearing 
tools. 

Equipment specifications as well as 
brief comments on selection, use, and 
care of lightweight gear make the 
Equipment Bulletin useful not only as 
a buying guide but also as a general 
reference. 

The Bulletin may be obtained from 
the Potomac Appalachian Trail Club, 
1916 Sunderland Place, N.W., Wash-
ington 6, D.C. Cost is 50 cents, plus 
10 cents postage. 

A Guide to Climbs and Hikes in Mid-
western Oregon. By the Oregon State 
University Mountain Club, East Bay, 
O.S.U. Memorial Union, Corvallis, 
Oregon. Edited by Jim Wagner. A 
mimeographed booklet, 35 cents. 
Principal areas covered are the 

South Santiam Pass, Coburg Caves, 
and the Central Cascades. Some de-
tailed route information has been giv-
en on the Coburg Caves and the 
Santiam Pass area, but the guide is 
intended to be a listing of locations 
and access routes rather than a de-
tailed description of how to climb. In 
addition, there are sections in the 
guide which list other sources of in-
formation about the area and where it 
may be obtained. 

A good buy for 35 cents. 

to page forty 

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. 

X'ecteatioftete Era/m.14ra ?tie. 
DEPT. S 

523 PIKE ST., SEATTLE 1, WASH. 
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New and out-of-print books on moun-
taineering, history of Western U.S., and 
many other specialties. We are also in-
terested in buying single volumes and 
libraries. 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
550 S. Figueroa St., Los Angeles 17, 

California. Phone MAdison 6-6729. 

Looking for a new pair of boots? 

try our . . . 

KRONHOFER BOOTS 

from Tyrol, Austria 

Superbly handcrafted for 

toughest demands 

FIT TO PERFECTION 

HOLUBAR 
Boulder, Colorado 

Catalog of complete mountaineering 

equipment sent on equest. 

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 

Your raters 

Dear Editor: 
I want to thank Yvon Chouinard and 

Fred Beckey for their letters pointing 
out some shortcomings of my April 
Summit article on expansion anchors. 

I would agree with Beckey that soft 
rock tests are essential. One could 
almost summarize the results of my 
tests by saying that if the rock is 
good enough, even the smallest bolts 
tested are good for any purpose you 
care to name. But the rock is not al-
ways that good. Even in granite, the 
most likely failures under normal 
loads are essentially "soft rock fail-
ures," where the bolt chips the rock. 
So soft rock tests are revealing for 
all conditions.I expect the Star Dryvin 
and Phillips Shield will look go.od in 
soft rock, but let me reserve some 
sort of impartiality for those tests, 
which I intend to do when I get the 
energy. 
Chouinard is right in pointing out 

the relatively low dependability of the 
Rawl Drive, though I would feel he 
may be overstating the case. I have 
been surprised to learn that some have 
read into my article an unqualified en-
dorsement of the Rawl Drive. It is a 
tricky anchor. The most common error 
is to drill too shallow a hole (typical-
ly, I am convinced, because the driller 
was using a slow three-flute Rawl 
drill and got tired). If the Rawl Drive 
is bottomed and pounded, it is sub-
stantially weakened by just a few 
blows —much like a bottoming piton. 
If it is pounded enough (about 100 
blows in good granite), it can be re-
moved with the fingers. About a third 
of the Rawl Drives I have seen in 
place have clearly been bottomed, be-
cause they are not all the way in. And 
they have probably been struck sever-
al blows by each of numerous well-
meaning climbers, Many more appar-
ently good bolts have probably also 
been bottomed. 

Chouinard makes a good point that 
it is essential that subsequent parties 
be able to trust the bolts in place. We 
need a goof-proof anchor. The Star 
Dryvin comes close to that. The only  

mistake I know of (getting the lead 
sleeve messed up trying to force the 
shield into an undersized hole drilled 
with a Rawl drill) is apparent to later 
climbers because the nail cannot be 
driven all the way in. 

I do not believe that Rawl Drives 
suffer from metal fatigue. A closed 
sheared portion of a Rawl Drive can 
result from bottoming or pounding to 
remove it. 

Longer bolts are probably a good 
idea for rappelling, not because they 
are markedly stronger under good con-
ditions (they are not), but because 
they should be less prone to "soft 
rock" types of failure, which are hard 
to predict. 

Ed Leeper 
Berkeley, California 

Dear Editor: 
Firstly, I thought your June cover 

was well and imaginatively done. 
But, I am writing primarily to com-

ment on Chouinard's letter pertaining 
to Leeper's bolt article. A couple of 
years ago I switched from Rawls to 
Star Dryvins because Yvon had told 
me of his having removed two old 
Rawls with his fingers, and also be-
cause his theory of "metal fatigue" 
in the Rawls sounded logical. 

However, two things have convinced 
me to return to Rawl Drives. The first 
is the well-documented evidence pre-
sented by Ed Leeper that the Rawls 
are, at least initially, far stronger 
than other 1/4 inch .bolts. The second 
reason is that one of the Star Dryvins 
which I placed on the Salathe Wall 
was pried out inadvertently by a 
climber stepping off the hanger to 
make a difficult free move above. This 
was a well placed bolt, driven slight-
ly downward into a less than vertical 
face. This incident occurred less than 
a year after the bolt was placed. 

Also, it might be pointed out that 
Layton Kor took a fall when a 1/4 
inch expansion bolt, in which he had 
placed an aluminum nail, simply broke 
under his weight, while the bolt that 
held his fall was a 1/4 inch Rawl 
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CLIMBING CAMP SEMINARS 

Dick McGowan 
demonstrates 

belaying 

technique 

Snow - Ice - Glacier (Rainier) 

July 4-8, 19-23 •August 2- 6, 16-20 

Rock Climbing (Colorado) July 10-23 • August 9-13 

Write for Illustrated Broch,f-e 

Rainier Guide Service & Mountaineering School, Inc. 

2650 University Village, Seattle 5, Washington 

Lightweight hardware of su-

perior durability, strength, 

and holding power. For a 

complete test report and a 

sample piton, write: 

ED LEEPER 

1731%2 Francisco 

Berkeley 3, California 

Leeper 

Chromolly Pitons 

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 

Drive, with half of the compression 
section showing. One month later this 
same bolt held a 20-foot fall. 

I agree with Chouinard that bolts 
should be placed with an eye to their 
future use, but I would say that the 
insufficient and conflicting evidence 
should counsel avoidance of any 
vehement condemnation of either type 
of bolt. However, Yvon's letter cer-
tainly does point out the need for a 
scientific evaluation of the longevity 
of bolts. 

In closing, I would like to say that I 
consider that you have done climbers 
quite a service by printing Leeper's 
article. Ed Leeper is displaying the 
very highest standards of scientific 
competence and craftsmanship in his 
testing and manufacture of pitons and 
bolt hangers. 

Royal Robbins 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 
Ed Leeper, in his interesting article 

in the April issue, "Testing Drills 
and Anchors in Granite," points out 
that a hardened alloy steel cap screw, 
and not an ordinary cap screw or bolt, 
should be used with a Phillips style 
anchor. Considering the strengths 
achieved with Star Dryvins, it would 
appear that the nail supplied with this 
anchor is stronger than ordinary, and 
a common nail should not be substi-
tuted (if, for example, a Star Dryvin 
anchor nail is lost). 

Yvon Chouinard, in his letter in the 
June issue, mentions two Rawl Drive 
Compression bolts that he was able to 
pull out with his fingers. I have had 
a newly placed 1/4 inch Rawl Drive 
pull out with the fingers when the 
hole was drilled with a #14 Rawl Drill 
(instead of #12). Actually, such an 
anchor might hold if the hole is per-
pendicular to the line of pull. Possi-
bly the two Rawl Drives Yvon 
Chouinard found were also placed in 
oversize holes. 

James Kolocotronis 
Burlington, Iowa 
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Sty I., and Ira Nprina . 

All the color, life, and character in the 
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 

BENJAMIN EDGINGTON 
AUTHENTIC 
MOUNT EVEREST 
2-MAN "MEADE" 

These tents were the final 
outcome of experiments 
carried out in conjunction 
with the R.A.E. Station at 
Farnborough, and in one of 
these Sir Edmund Hillary 
and Sherpa Tenzing spent 
the night at 27,900 ft. (the 
highest altitude at which a 
tent has ever been used) 
prior to the successful 
final assault on Mount 
Everest. 

EQUIPMENT FOR EXPEDITIONS AND FAMILY CAMPING 
Now Available from Our United States Representatives 

RUSS LAMB IMPORT & EXPORT 
P.O. BOX 30221S 
DALLAS, TEXAS 

Free Brochure Available Upon Request 
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FOR THOSE WHO WANT THE VERY BEST . . . 

In Lightweight Equipment . . . 
Tents, Sleeping Bags, Cooking Gear 

Packs, Anoraks, Climbing Boots 

Thomas Black & Sons Articles 

Southwestern Stockist of Holubar Equipment 

\h' Write for FREE Brochure 1  

94i.ghPand 

Outtatos 
P. 0. BOX 121 

RIVERSIDE, CALIFORNIA 

3593 Eighth Street - Corner 8th & Orange 

sour Letters 

Dear Editor: 
I would like to pose a question to 

your readers. The question is this: 
What place does competition play in 
climbing? It seems to me that the 
value of climbing lies in the striving 
for ideals. . . "that man is never so 
much a man as when he is striving for 
what is beyond his grasp, and that 
there is no battle worth the winning 
save that against his own ignorance 
and fear". . . to put it in the words of 
Ullman. Now the questions: How close 
to these ideals is Yosemite climbing? 
When we hear a route was "smashed" 
by cutting the time or number of pins 
used by the previous party, we ask 
what is the motive? 

Granted, Ullman's notions are ex-
tremely ideal. As long as man is man 
a competitive spirit will exist. But 
don't these words help us to Correct 
our first impressions of Yosemite 
climbing? Perhaps Yosemite climbing 
is half idealism, half track meet. Any 
comments? 

Tom Higgins 
Sherman Oaks, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 
MITOC (the M.I.T. Outing Club) is 

reworking its immemorial collection of 
folk songs for publication sometime in 
the future, and we would like to ask 
your readers for any information they 
may have about a certain song. This 
song was reportedly sung by a drunk-
en Vulgarian, one night at the 
Shawangunks, and it goes: 

". . .forty carabiners and a thous-
and feet of rope 

A little bit of prayer and an awful 
lot of hope. . ." 

and it may or may not be called "Sup-
er System." 

Can anyone supply words, music, or 
tell us who wrote it? We are trying to 
compile a small section expressly for 
leaders who break into song when ter-
rified, and this is too good to omit if 
it can possibly be captured. 

Ferren MacIntyre 
Cambridge, Mass. 
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MOUNTAINEERING GUIDE 
SERVICE 

Our fifth year of guiding in the 
Sierra Nevada offers you: 
mountain climbs in the Palisades 
rock climbs in Yosemite 
climbing school sessions 
(July 14.10— August 4-9) 

Write for information: 

Box 658, Big Pine, Calif. (summer) 
Box 303, Canyon, Calif. (winter) 

Scouts-Campers-Fishermen-Hunters 
Backpacker s-Mountaineer s-Climber s 

BASIC 
MOUNTAINEERING 

The only book of its kind, 
designed to provide the basic 

knowledge necessary to travel 
safely in the mountains and the 
desert. Presented in a concise, 
illustrated, highly readable form. 

$2. 00 a copy-or quantity rates. 

Sierra Club, San Diego Chapter 13 
P. 0. B. 525 San Diego, California 

Dear Editor: 
This is just to inform you of the 

successful wide audience acceptance 
of the "Hedden Knot." Since its orig-
inal publication in Summit, Aprill960, 
it has been published five times under 
different authorship in both climbing 
and caving publications. 

The Hedden Knot has been used 
successfully under a wide variety of 
conditions: in caves, on long, over-
hanging climbs with wet ropes, in 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 

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

LONGS PEAK. New, revised, en-
larged edition. Includes stories of 
Diamond climbs. Seventy routes listed. 
$1.50. Also western color slides. 
Choose from approval selections. 
Nesbit's, 711 Columbia Road, Colo-
rado Springs 4, Colorado. 

CMI CRACK TACKS: Useful new 
tools for the rock climber. Send for 
brochure. CMI, Box 2083, Denver 1, 
Colorado. 

6 inch Ring Angle Pitons with extra 
strong ring (4000 lb. test). 75¢ each. 

5/16 x 1 3/4 inch id. Steel Descend-
ing rings, 15¢ each. 

Steel Bolt Hangers, 15¢ each. 
Send order with money, or write for 

more information to ARIZONA MOUN-
TAINEERING EQUIPMENT, 2216 N. 
74th Way, Scottsdale, Arizona. 

ARIZONA SCENIC GUIDE by Weldon 
F. Heald. Maps, photos, descriptions 
of mountains, forests, deserts, can-
yons, lakes, and how to get there. 
$1.50 postpaid. Apt. B-2, 2525 North 
Alvernon Way, Tucson, Arizona. 

BACK ISSUES of SUMMIT for 1961 
and 1962, $5 each, postpaid. SUMMIT, 
Big Bear Lake, California  

crevasse rescue, and with all types 
and diameters of ropes and slings. It 
appears to adjust to the greatest pos-
sible variety of conditions. It has 
been used successfully to splice two 
steel power winch cables of unusual 
size, has held when used with two 
one-inch nylon ropes supporting a 
combined weight of six men, and has 
proven itself under conditions where 
the diameter of the sling actually ex-
ceeded the diameter of the main rope. 
Many climbers, including myself, 

have completely abandoned the old 
prussik. 

Chet Hedden 
Worthington, Ohio 

Complete Line of 

Packs and Accessories 

Write for Free Brochure: 

BUDD DAVIS PACKS 
Dept. X2 
1150 No. 205th Street 
Seattle 33, Washington For Better Back Packing 
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a satisfied customer 

ALP YORI 
of 

Colorado 

Specialists in Packs and Tents. 

summit reviews 
from page thirty-five 

California Mountain Wildflowers by 
Philip A. Munz. 113 pages. 95 color 
photographs, 180 line drawings, 2 
maps. University of California Press, 
Berkeley, California. Paperback is-
sue, $2.95. 

Although not a complete coverage of 
the mountain wildflower, the 276 il-
lustrated are the most common and 
are presented in such a way as to be 
identified without technical knowl-
edge. Roughly covers the Yellow Pine 
belt and upward through Red Fir and 
subalpine forests to the peaks above 
timberline. The flowers of the South-
ern California mountains, North Coast 
Ranges, southern Cascades are cov-
ered, as well as the Sierra Nevada. 
The sections of the book are divided 
according to colors of the flowers.  

You are also given information .on 
how to identify a wildflower. 
An excellent book to carry in the 

pack when taking a leisurely back-
pack with time to stop and identify 
the wildflowers. 

Front Range Panorama published by 
the Colorado Mountain Club, Denver. 
Edited by Louisa Ward Arps. $3.75. 
The Front Range Panorama is in a 

cardboard folder 24 inches x 9 inches 
which has a pocket on the inside front 
and inside back. In the inside front 
pocket is a map 16 inches x 33 inches 
showing the mountains visible from 
Denver. In this case, the viewer is at 
the Denver City Park, looking west-
ward from the Museum ,of Natural  

History Building. The map is divided 
into seven sections. 
The inside back pocket contains 

seven smaller maps, 8 ,inches x 33 
inches, which cover each of the seven 
sections of the larger map and give 
descriptive and historical information 
about the specific area it covers. 

The Colorado Mountain Club mem-
bers who worked on this Panorama are 
to be commended for the effort they 
have put into this work. Each section 
has been very thoroughly covered, and 
the Panorama will be very helpful to 
those living in and around Denver, or 
for anyone who is travelling through 
Denver, in identifying the mountains 
from Pikes Peak and the Rampart 
Range in the south to Longs Peak and 
the Mummy Range in the north. 

OUR BEST ADVERTISEMENT. . • 

FREE CATALOG ON REQUEST 

In Southern California, see ALP SPORT products 

at the A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. in Glendale. Box 1081 Boulder, Colorado 
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Photo by Frank Hoover 

Why climb? Because it's there, of course! (Bob Kamps on a rock pinnacle near Kingman, Arizona.) 



Photo: The Mt. Everest Foundation Photo by Dee Molenaar 

Gerry Himalayan Tent on first success- Gerry Himalayan.  Tent on Mt. Rainier 
ful Everest Climb 1953. Shakedown. Ten were purchased for 

their high camps. 

The Gerry Mountain Parka. A radio 
order from base camp brought sixty of 
these Parkas Air Mail to the Expedi-
tion while on the mountain. 

Vacuum-packed down insulated Gerry 
Survival Suits were ordered by the Ex-
pedition for emergency use on the 
mountain. 

Gerry supplied seven special Cable Lad-
ders and sixty Millet Ski Mountaineer-
ing Packs shown here going over the top 
on a Mt. Rainier ice wall. 

WELL DONE 
EVEREST 

SIX MEN GAIN SUMMIT BY TWO DIFFERENT ROUTES 
Gerry Mountain Sports Congratulates the Everest Team 

on their Tremendous Achievement. 

Also purchased from Gerry: Hundreds of Drawstring Clamps, R A Formula Vitamins, Glucose Tablets, Fruit Sour Drops, 
Berec Headlamps. This equipment as used on Everest can be seen at our stores and dealers in Boulder, Denver, San Fran- 
cisco, Seattle, Estes Park, Jackson Hole and Ogden, Utah. Or drop a postcard for our FREE CATALOG 

GERRY MOUNTAIN SPORTS, DEPT. 29, P.O. BOX 910, BOULDER, COLO. 


