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NUMBERED POINTS OF INTEREST ON MAP 
OF HALEAKALA CRATER 

Park entrance. 
Hosmer Grove-campground, picnic area, nature trail. 
Park headquarters-information, hiking permits. 
Halemauu Trail to crater. 
Leleiwi Overlook Trail, 350 feet. 
Kalahaku Overlook, silversword enclosure. 
Crater Observatory-exhibits, interpretive talks. 
Red Hill, summit of Haleakala-views of neighbor isles. 
Skyline Drive-road to Federal Aviation Agency station. 
White Hill-start of Sliding Sands Trail. 
Ka Moa 0 Pele Trail to silverswords and Holua Cabin. 
Bubble Cave-an old sleeping shelter. 
Volcanic Dikes-lava projections in cracks in old lava. 
Bottomless Pit-an old vent about 70 feet deep. 
Pele's Paintpot-a colorful part of the trail. 
Pele's Pigpen-an old spatter vent. 
Silversword Loop Trail-silverswords in all stages. 

SLIDING SANDS TRAIL 
Crater Observatory to: 

Holua Cabin via Ka Moa 0 Pele Trail.. .. 7.4 
Kapalaoa Cabin 5.8 
Bubble Cave 6.5 
Paliku Cabin 9.8 
Kaupo Village 17.5 

WHITE HILL TRAIL  0.2 
HOSMER GROVE NATURE TRAIL  0.5 

HALEMAUU TRAIL 
Hosmer Grove to Holua Cabin 5.9 
Park Road at 8,000 feet to Holua Cabin 3.9 
Holua Cabin to: 

Silversword Loop 0.9 
Bottomless Pit 2.3 
Kapalaoa Cabin 3.8 
Paliku Cabin 6.3 

See story on page 12. 
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On the summit of 

Mount McKinley at 7 p. m., 

May 17, 1962. 

(Two "firsts" were recorded by the Hans Metz McKinley 

Expedition in the spring of 1962. It was the first time that 

a party had climbed the West Buttress route up and back 

all the way from civilization on foot, and it was the first 

time anyone had ever reached the summit of Mt. McKinley 

on skis.) 

Our expedition members consisted of five skiing instruc-

ors (Helmut Tachaffert, Willi Schmidt, Sepp Weber, Manfred 

Schober, and myself), and we decided that we would try to 

do something that hadn't been done before on our climb of 

Mt. McKinley. We would climb on skis and walk in from 

civilization. 

Head Ski Company provided short skis (6-foot), and since 

we couldn't risk the climb with regular ski boots, we had 

to figure out how to use Korean Boots. We decided to use 

the Army cross-country binding. 

After packing most of the food rations and equipment for 

transporting and air drop, the main crew (Helmut, Willi, 

Sepp, and Manfred) left Anchorage by train on April 24th 

for Talkeetna.. They stayed overnight in Don Sheldon's 

hanger and started walking on skis from Talkeetna the 

next morning. 

They crossed the Susitna River on a small ice bridge and 

went along the old post road to the roadhouse 26 miles 
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north of Talkeetna. After crossing Peter's Creek, they 

went past Peter's Hill, along Dutch Hills to the base of 

Kahiltna Glacier. They skied along the moraine on the 

northeast side of Kahiltna Glacier up to 6,000 feet where 

a base camp was established. One week had passed since 

they left Talkeetna, and good snow conditions existed all 

the way to base camp. 

On May 1st I left Anchorage for Talkeetna, and the next 

day Don Sheldon flew me to the 6,000-foot level to meet 

the rest of the climbing crew. May 31:d we climbed up to 

7,800 feet where we expected an air drop. During the day 

the temperature went up to 85 degrees but dropped down to 

10 below at night. Because of high wind, Don Sheldon 

couldn't fly too low and had difficulty placing the air drop. 

The air drop was scattered over a fairly large area. 

May 4th we left food, snowshoes, and extra clothes in 

the Air Drop Camp and started up to 9,800 feet to estab-

lish a new camp. In three hours we were up; it took us 



Fifty feet below 

the summit, the party 

found a tent, partially 

standing, left by the 

Japanese Expedition 

of 1960. 

Photos by the Author 

Uo 34cKinley on Skis 
BY HANS METZ 

fifty minutes to ski down. We carried the rest of our equip-

ment up to the Kahiltna Pass Camp. 

Mt. McKinley was hidden by clouds the next day, but we 
moved food and supplies up to 12,400 feet, below Windy 
Corner. The snow conditions were excellent, and we had 

fun skiing down in twenty minutes. In the afternoon, we 
took the rest of the camp up to 12,400 feet where we 

stayed. Clouds came up; until this time, the weather had 
been excellent. We built a snow wall to protect us from the 
wind coming down the mountain. The wind turned during 
the night and the temperature dropped to 20 below. 
Although tt e weather was cloudy and snowy the next 

day, we decided to move our camp above Windy Corner 
(13,200 feet). A strong wind came up, and we had diffi-
culty getting around the icy spots on Windy Corner on skis. 
This was the first day we couldn't make two trips because 
of bad conditions. It was very foggy with no visibility. We 
built a snow wall completely around our tents to protect  

them from the wind. The barometer was falling slowly and 
steadily. By noon the next day, although it was snowing, 
the visibility had improved a bit and we skied down to our 
food cache at 12,400 feet. We were surprised to find that 
birds had gotten into our food. They took mostly cheese 
and meat and had spread the rest over quite an area. We 
gathered noodles and things together to save them. In the 
meantime, it started snowing again and only the use of the 
trail markers placed the day before gave us the right direc-

tion. 

A very strong wind awakened us during the night, and by 
3 o'clock the snow was drifting so heavily off the moun-
tain it came over the snow wall and rose quickly up the 
sides of the tents. We had to make a fast decision, and I 
suggested building a snow cave. In one-half hour all the 

tents were completely covered with drift snow. One man 
stayed in a tent a bit too long and had to be dug out. It 
took at least four hours to build the snow cave. We kept 
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one tent free from snow and took turns working. Later in 

the afternoon the wind died down and we worked to dig out 

our tents, food supply, and equipment—all completely cov-

ered with snow. We moved everything into the snow cave. 

However, we lost some of our food' supply and our snow 

saw. 

On May 9th the barometer was still down. It was 10 be-

low zero, and McKinley and the West Buttress were in 

clouds. At 10 a.m. it looked as if the weather would im-

prove, and we made a decision to move our food and 

supplies up to the West Buttress. An hour later, in decreas-

ing cloudiness and partial sunshine, we climbed on skis 

up to the bergschrund. From there we used crampons and 

for the first time we climbed on rope. Above the berg-

schrund on the West Buttress we were surprised to find a 

fixed hemp rope in very good condition but partly covered 

with ice. About 16,400 feet we cached our food and sup-

plies. There was a very strong wind, and it was foggy on 

top of the ridge. The weather completely socked in as we 

A heavy load on the West Buttress. 

Last camp on the 

West Buttress before 

making the summit 

assault. 
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went down. I added about 400 feet of fixed rope to replace 

the rope covered with ice. Snow conditions were good for 

skiing down to the camp, but we had almost no visibility. 

We had to stay in the snow cave until May .13th. 

The weather was not ideal, but we decided to move the 

entire camp to the West Buttress. This time we did not 

rope up climbing the ice wall on the West Buttress, and 

we catried the skis up to our camp at 16,400 feet. Surpris-

ingly, the birds had again gotten into some of our food. As 

we prepared for the final ascent, the barometer was still 

falling and there was no sign of good weather. 

The barometer rose rapidly on May 17th and by 3 a.m. we 

were preparing to go. The food we had prepared the day 

before was inedible, so we had to spend time fixing more. 

The temperature was 15 below zero. We departed for the 

summit at 6 a.m. and at 7:30 a.m. reached 17,230 feet, the 

highest point of the West Buttress. Mt. McKinley was in 

clouds again and we could see Denali Pass only for a 

short time. We skied over and tried to climb up on skis, 

but occasionally the snow was very hard and we found it 

easier to climb on crampons. We carried the skis on our 

packboards. While we were climbing up to Denali Pass, a 

strong wind arose and we were completely in fog, with no 

visibility. We reached the Pass at noon and stopped for 

lunch. We were hoping the weather would change, but it 

didn't. Sepp had traveled with partially broken skis, but 

he was afraid to use his skis for climbing. Since Manfred 

and,I didn't want him to go alone on crampons, we left our 

skis at 18,300 feet. Willi and Helmut decided to go from 

the West Buttress along the ridge towards the summit, car-

rying their skis. At the 19,300-foot level, below the Arch-

deacon's Tower, the party reunited. At this time we were 

above the clouds. All five of us had reached the summit 

—Helmut and Willi on skis —at 7 p.m. 

It Ncas about 25 degrees below zero but not much wind. 

We remained on the summit for half an hour, just below the 

bamboo pole where the Japanese tent left in 1960 still re-

mained. 

Wind pressed snow—not the best condition for skiing—

made it difficult to ski down from the summit, but Helmut 

and Willi made it without incident, while we walked behind 

on crampons. Because it looked shorter on the map, we 

went around the Archdeacon's Tower on the other side 

from the one ordinarily used, but it was steep and there 

was a partial icefall on the north side. Overcast and fog 

made visibility poor, so I decided to walk down the Denali 

Pass, instead of ski, while Helmut and Willi skied down 

rostbite • • fall 
to 16,400 feet, arriving two hours ahead of those on 

crampons. 

As I left the rock ridge and stepped onto the glacier, I 

slipped on a loose rock, plunged past the camp, and fell 

450 feet below, where I was finally stopped by powdery 

snow. Although stunned, I was able to climb with my 

equipment back up to where I could reach the end of a 30-

meter rope. 

There were wind gusis of 60 mph during the night. My 

tent was nearly blown away and in securing it, the tips of 

my fingers were frostbitten. Helmut also had frostbitten 

fingers, acquired on the ascent of the summit. Shortly after 

noon on May 18th, the wind died down, and we left the 

high camp and reached our still usable snow cave by 6 
p.m. Snow conditions were very good for skiing on the 

lower part of the West Buttress. After digging out the en-

trance to our snow cave, we spent a comfortable night. 

Next day, we left camp under cloudy conditions with a 

moderate wind, but encountered good snow conditions down 

to Windy Corner. Below, the snow was completely wind-

blown. We found the 1960 Rescue Group camp and several 

G-rations at about 12,500 feet. We left the rations intact. 

Below a little rock ridge at 12,000 feet, we reached pow-

der snow and enjoyed excellent skiing down to almost 

9,500 feet. Here we encountered a very heavy fog and two 

feet of new, heavy snow. It was necessary to break trail 

down to our Air Drop Camp where we had left food, snow-

shoes, and some equipment. We made camp. 

On May 20th we moved down to our base camp on skis in 

extremely heavy, deep snow. It took us more time to go 

down than to come up because of the snow conditions. 

With no change of weather forseeable, we left base camp 

in a heavy fog at 9 a.m. on May 21st for the walk out. We 

left all equipment except bare necessities at base camp 

for Don Sheldon to pick up by plane. It was difficult to 

find the best way. About four miles beyond the bend of 

Kahiltna Glacier, we stopped and rested for two and a half 

hours because of the wet snow. We moved on until noon 

the next day when we came to an area with wood and water. 

We made a campfire for cooking and warmth. I was the only 

one carrying a sleeping bag. At 2:30 we continued skiing 

and crossed Hidden, Granite, and Dutch Creeks, making 

camp at 7:30 p.m. The next day we had to fight thick 

brush, which was difficult with skis. Finally, on May 25th 

I reached Talkeetna. The rest arrived at Talkeetna a day 

later because they stayed for one day at the roadhouse. 

Courtesy of "Scree," Mountaineering Club of Alaska. 
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Middle Bell Tower in Utah showing 

routes one and two. 
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The BELL TOWERS 

One approach to Lone Peak, (1)  south of Salt Lake City, 

Utah, is up Bell Canyon. This canyon is just south of 

Little Cottonwood Canyon which leads to the ski resort of 

Alta, Utah. It is a beautiful glacial cirque canyon which 

goes east, then curves south to the base of the east face 

of Lone Peak. Hikers have used this approach to Lone 

Peak for years and have noticed the spectacular granite 

towers on the north side of the canyon. They are located 

about an hour and a half hike up Bell Canyon, just below 

the upper falls. 

The Towers are from 450 to 600 feet high and can be 

reached easily from the trail. This fall the Alpenbock 

Climbing Club decided to explore the possibilities of 

climbing these granite towers. We talked with many other 

climbers, but could find no one who had ever climbed on 

them. During September, we spent several weekends on 

the Towers, and found they offered wonderful climbing. 

The granite is solid and the routes challenging. It seems 

strange that we have missed such fine climbing right in 

our own back yard. A half-hour drive from Salt Lake City 

puts you on the Bell Canyon trail, another hour-and-a-half 

puts you at the base of the Towers. 

Climbs have been made on the West Tower and the Mid-

dle Tower (which is the most spectacular). 'Routes which 

were done during September are: 

Middle Bell Tower: 

Route 1 — Not completed. Started Aug. 24, 1963 and 

2/3 completed. Iron used: 1 8 pitons, 5 bolts. Climb-

time 7 hours. Party: Rick Reese, Rich Ream. 

Route 2 — Completed. Required two days, Sept. 1 and 

2, 1963. Route required 111/2  hours, and is apprOxi-

600 feet high. Iron used: 37 pitons, 3 bolts. Grade 

III-8-A3. Party: Ted Wilson, Rich Ream. 

West Bell Tower: 

Route 1 — Completed. Required two days. Started Sept. 

29, completed Oct. 12, 1963. Parties on climb: Fred 

Beckey,Rich Ream, Larry Evans, Dick Ream. Climb-

ing time required: 11 hours. Iron used: 38 pitons, 4 

bolts. Grade III-7-A3. 
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BY RICH REAM 

Photos by the Author 

If you desire to spend several days on the Towers, a fine 

camping spot is found next to a beautiful stream just 

below the upper falls. 

Many other fine granite climbs can be found in the mouth 

of Little Cottonwood Canyon. The climbs range from 

"Bouldering" to climbs of six or seven hundred feet, and 

can be reached in less than one hour from Salt Lake City. 

Can a weekend climber ask for more? 

(1) See SUMMIT, Dec. 1962, page 12. 

)0C Alta, Utah 
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Ric/z Reese on Route One of the Middle Bell Tower. Ted Wilson on Route Two of the Middle Bell Tower. 

"V" Cleft on 

the West Bell Tower. 

8 



Route One on the West Bell Tower. Fred Beckey prussiking on the West Bell Tower. 

Below "V" —West Bell Tower. Pulling Iron—West Bell Tower. 
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On the crater floor enroute to Kapalaoa Cabin. 

The trail through the cinder cones. 

Photos by Fred T. Darvill, Jr. 

Ascending Halemauu Trail on the right. Holua area below. 

cHaleakala, 
Hawaii called us—but not to Waikiki Beach or Diamond 

Head on Oahu. My husband and I found more of the beauty 

and true spirit of Hawaii away from these famous tourist 

attractions, in places that required more effort to reach. 

Our plans for a "different" Hawaiian vacation included 

the spectacular crater of Haleakala, "house of the sun," 

on Maui. An overnight hiking and exploring trip in the 

heart of this dormant volcano was a thrilling and unforget-

table experience. 

Haleakala crater is irregularly shaped, seven miles long, 

three miles wide, and about 2,500 feet deep. The mountain 

itself has a base circumference of 21 miles. Those who 

see Haleakala from the rim have a breath-taking view but 

little idea of the scenes in the depths below —rugged, for-

bidding badlands, cinder cones, rain forest, and towering 

cliffs. Several trails offer opportunities for hikes or horse-

back trips into the crater; most commonly done are one-day 

hikes to Kapalaoa or Holua cabins and the circuit of the 

crater floor, with an overnight stay at Paliku. From Paliku 

a trail goes over Kaupo Gap to tiny Kaupo village at the 

base of Haleakala's southwest slope. There are two other 

trails, seldom used, and not shown on the map in the 

current brochure for Haleakala National Park; one goes 

through Koolau Gap to Koolau Forest Reserve, and the 

other climbs to the top of the steep cliff behind Paliku 

cabin. On the far side of the cliff is Kipahulu Forest Re-

serve, which has had few visitors. All who go into the 

crater must have permits from the park ranger, easily 

arranged by writing to Haleakala National Park, P.O. Box 

456, Kahului, Maui, Hawaii. 

Gracious hospitality greeted us everywhere in the 

islands, but still greater warmth was apparent when we 

mentioned our plans for hiking and exploring off the beaten 

track. Hawaiians are justly proud of their many scenic 

wonders and are delighted when visitors take the time and 

effort to see them. In Honolulu we were introduceeto some 

members of the Hawaiian Trail and Mountain Club who 

enthusiastically offered to lend us any equipment we might 

need. However, we had all the necessary gear with us, and 

excess baggage receipts to prove it. 

We flew into Kahului airport and rented a car for the 

drive up to Silversword Inn, 6,800 feet up on the west side 

of Haleakala; recently these buildings were demolished 
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Yo use of the Sun BY EUNICE W. DARVILL 

and a new Silversword Inn built elsewhere. The winding 

road climbed rapidly past grazing cattle and fragrant 

eucalyptus groves and looked out over sugar cane fields in 

the valley between Haleakala and the West Maui moun-

tains. A muumuu or an aloha shirt had been comfortable in 

Kahului, but Silversword Inn's higher elevation required a 

quick change to warm, high country clothing. 

The hostess at the Inn was a very pleasant Hawaiian 

lady who viewed us with increased interest when she 

heard us discussing arrangements for spending a night in 

the crater. Our status rose from ordinary tourists to some-

where between malihinis (newcomers) and kamaiinas (old-

timers). Having been in the crater many times, this lady 

knew and loved all its grandeur and changing moods. Dur-

ing dinner she related some of her adventures in Haleakala, 

such as impulsively packing up Christmas dinner and 

serving it at Holua cabin. Even more fascinating were her 

tales of the old Hawaiian legends; this was the Hawaii 

that had lured us across the Pacific. 

On vacation my husband turns into a cheery, early morn-

ing person and dragged me, grumbling, from my warm bed 

at sunrise. My spirits improved after breakfast which 

was served in front of the main fireplace at the Inn, since 

we were the only guests stirring at that hour. A bountiful 

box lunch was packed and waiting for us when we were 

ready to leave. 

We made two stops before beginning our trek. The first 

was at ranger headquarters to pick up our permit and the 

key to the housekeeping cabins located at strategic points 

on the crater floor. The cabins may be used without charge 

and are completely equipped except for food. We were told 

we would be the only people in the crater —nineteen 

square miles of solitude. 

From ranger headquarters we drove to the summit of mas-

sive Haleakala, 10,025 feet, for an overall view. It is one 

of the very few peaks over 10,000 feet with such an easily 

accessible summit. On that lovely clear morning we felt 

as though we were standing on top of the world. Below us 

we could see the entire island of Maui, the surrounding 

sea, and the distant peaks of Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea 

on the island of Hawaii•across the channel. 

The recommended starting point for making the circuit of 

the crater is the Sliding Sands Trail which begins near the  

Crater Observatory (9,745 feet), a mile below the summit 

by road. The cold wind blowing on the rim made our warm 

parkas necessary, as we lingered to photograph the chang-

ing colors and shadows of the panorama before us. In an 

distance were Kaenae and Kaupo, two deep valleys cut by 

stream erosion. With plenty of extra film for slide and 

movie cameras, food for two days and full canteens in our 

rucksacks, we started down the trail. 

Hiking downward over old lava flows and blankets of 

cinders, we imagined we were entering a Science fiction 

illustration of the lunar landscape. The only things miss-

ing were rocket ships and space-suited figures bustling 

about among the cinder cones on the crater's multi-colored 

floor. The walls of the crater swept smoothly and grace-

fully upward giving us a sensation of great space and 

timelessness; a weirdly beautiful place with no sounds 

other than the wind and the crunch of our footsteps. 

At the bottom the air was warmer although we were still 

7,400 feet above sea level, and we stuffed our parkas into 

the rucksacks. On either side of the trail boulders of all 

shapes and sizes were piled helter-skelter where they had 

been spewed out of nearby cinder cones in the past erup-

tions. Occasionally the quiet was broken by the "maa-aa" 

of goats, wild descendants of domestic stock, on the cliffs 

to our right. Two and a half hours of hiking brought us to 

Kapalaoa cabin, 5.7 miles from the Crater Observatory, 

where we stopped for lunch. Here we walked through pill, 

a bunch grass similar to that used in the old grass huts. 

Around Kapalaoa cabin and on the steep ridge in back of 

it may be found remains of altars, shelters, and cairns 

built by ancient Hawaiians. 

Instead of taking the direct route from Kapalaoa to 

Paliku, another 3.8 miles, we detoured to Pass Bubble 

Cave, a great bubble of lava which hardened and cooled 

before it could collapse. Sometime afterward an opening 

was made when part of the top fell in, and Bubble Cave 

was often used as a shelter by hikers before the cabins 

were built. A person of average height could not stand up 

in the cave without crouching, but it is large enough to 

accommodate three or four persons lying down. 

Beyond Bubble Cave we noted a rapid transition from 

desert type vegetation to lush green rain forest. Paliku 

has 150 inches of rain per year in contrast to 10 inches at 
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Kapalaoa, arid we northwesterners felt right at home in the 

afternoon showers that greeted us at Paliku. Glowing 

through the drizzle were the yellow blossoms of wild prim-

roses and mamane trees; the red berries of the ohelo plant 

contrasted vividly with the jet black ones of the kukae-

nene. Paliku cabin, our destination for the night, nestled 

in a grove of trees at the base of a rugged pali (cliff). 

The housekeeping cabins blended inconspicuously into 

their individual settings. Inside were bunks, mattresses, 

blankets, table and chairs, cooking and eating utensils, 

piped in water in the kitchen, emergency crank telephone 

to ranger headquarters, and wood-burning cookstove. The 

hard keawe wood required a great deal of persuasion, 

verbal and otherwise, to start burning but once started 

burned long and steadily. 

In the middle of the night our sleep was disturbed by 

small earth tremors, and we wondered if Haleakala, dor-

mant since the latter part of the eighteenth century, was 

stirring again. We muttered a request to Madame Pele, the 

fire goddess, to go back to sleep and at least wait until 

we were out of the crater before unleashing her forces. The 

legend of Pele is not taken lightly among Hawaiians, even 

today. Before every eruption she is said to appear, usually 

as an old woman needing assistance, and disaster will 

surely befall anyone who treats her inhospitably. In an 

environment of active volcanoes, new and old cinder cones, 

and steaming pits, Pele seems a live presence. 

The next morning we awakened to bright sunshine. The 

rim across from us was bathed in a radiant pink-orange 

glow which gradually faded as the sun rose higher. Leav-

ing Paliku we hiked through a golden world, the wild- 

flowers and mamane blossoms a brilliant yellow in the 

morning sunlight. We were enchanted by this Eden tucked 

away in an old volcano. 

Haleakala was truly the "'house of the sun," a perfect 

setting for the story of Maui, an Hawaiian demi-god Whose 

method of solving a problem was unscientific but efficient. 

His mother complained that the day was not long enough to 

dry her tapa cloth as Maui snared each ray of the sun with 

twisted coconut fibers as it rose over the rim of Haleakala. 

The sun was freed when he promised Maui that he would 

travel more slowly for half the year, making the days 

longer during one season than the other. 

Three miles from Paliku cabin the vegetation became 

sparse again as we approached the center of the crater. 

The trail crossed rough "aa" and smooth "pahoehoe" 

lava side by side and passed volcanic dikes and ancient 

divides. We wound between and around rainbow-hued cin-

der cones and peered into the Bottomless Pit, an old gas 

vent about sixty-five feet deep. My husband wished for his 

climbing rope and good belay, neither of which were with 

him, and rather regretfully turned away from the gaping 

pit. 

Now we were on the Halemauu Trail, part of the ancient 

Hawaiian highway through the crater, and slogged tire-

somely through loose sand or plodded across beds of rough 

lava. Surrounding us was a weird landscape of lava and 

still more lava, broken by an occasional volcanic dike or 

cinder cone with a few plants growing precariously on its 

slopes_ An eerie setting we named, unofficially, the "Back 

Door to Hell," for if Paliku was a Garden of Eden, surely 

this was a gateway to Hades. 

Young Silversword plant. 

These plants are found nowhere else 

in the world except where seed 

from Maui has been planted. 

Photo by Fred T. Darvil I, Jr. 
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Crossing the uneven lava, we were thankful for our 

sturdy, thick-soled hiking boots but, even so, began to 

think we were travelling on "bloody stumps." However, 

this did not prevent us from making a side trip over the 

Silversword Loop Trail. We were too early in the year to 

see the silversword in bloom, but the rounded plants of 

slender spike-shaped leaves with silvery sheen were a 

rare and beautiful sight. Later each plant would have a 

tall flower stalk, some as high as nine feet, with clusters 

of small purple-petalled flowers. The silversword looks as 

though it belongs to the cactus family but actually is re-

lated to the sunflower. This plant, which grows nowhere 

else in the world, nearly became extinct because of wanton 

picking and destruction by human visitors. Today it is 

carefully protected by the National Park Service. At one 

viewpoint on the rim visitors may see silversword plants 

enclosed by a high wire fence, but there are no fences 

along the Silversword Loop Trail, approximately six stren-

uous miles from the nearest road. 

Further on, the Silversword Loop Trail rejoined the 

Halemauu Trail which continued on to Holua cabin where 

we planned to stop for lunch. We decided against any 

added exploration of the many lava tubes and caves in the 

Holua area in favor of reserving our energies for the last 

five miles up to the rim. From the door of Holua cabin 

there was little to see of the way we had come except 

badlands. It seemed incredible that a place like Paliku 

existed at the other end of the crater, six miles in the 

distance. Startling contrasts and variety of scenes within 

a comparatively small area are a prominent feature of 

Haleakala. 

As Paliku looked south toward the sea through Kaupo 

Gap, so Holua looked northeast to the sea through Koolau 

Gap—where a cloudbank was moving in. We began to have 

some idea of the weather pattern in the islands. On the 

windward sides, mornings are usually sunny until the 

tradewinds bring in clouds, and by afternoon showers are 

likely. Mountain barriers make the leeward sides dry. 

Beyond Holua cabin, we went through pleasant green 

pasture where incoming fog enshrouded a group of grazing 

horses in misty silence. The last lap of our journey 

switchbacked 1,400 feet up the steep Leileiwi Pali, top-

ping out at 8,000 feet. Along the trail were large ferns 

with scarlet berries. Through the shifting mist, we had 

thrilling views of the sunlit crater below. Halfway up the 

pali we were completely fogbound and could see only a 

few feet in any direction. Damp, bedraggled apparitions, 

we kept trudging upward in a silent world, seemingly frorn 

nowhere to nowhere. At last we came out above the fog-

bank into hot sunshine which dried our clothes rapidly. 

"Highway-0.7 mi." —a welcome sign. 

And there was our car glittering in the sun at the head of 

the Halemauu Trail. The ranger had kept his promise to 

move it down from the Crater Observatory, six miles away. 

Gazing back across Haleakala crater under the late after-

noon sun, we forgot aching muscles and tender feet and 

remembered all the exotic, lovely sights along the route 

of our twenty-mile adventure. 

Would we do it again? Yes! 

Aloha, Haleakala, house of the sun. 

Paliku Cabin is located in the only lush spot in the crater. Native 

trees, tall grass, and wild raspberries surround the cabin. The 

nene or Hawaiian goose will be seen here. 

National Park Service Photos 
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The south face of Tehipite Dome as seen 

from Tehipite Valley campsite. 
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The Tehipite Dome article featured in Summit, August, 

1962 certainly must have aroused the idea in many moun-

taineering minds of attempting a first ascent of the Dome's 

south face. Fred Bec.key's successful party (Summit, Sept., 

1963) was undoubtedly inspired to some extent by the 

article. My inspiration was definitely drawn from the 

Summit story, and my reference to the article in many 

clandestine discussions resulted in five other climbers 

expressing their interest in a south face attempt. 

Not until January, 1963, however, did one of the "inter-

ested" climbers commit himself to the climb; Tom Limp, 

32, an experienced mountaineer and exceptional rock 

climber, decided to begin training with me for a try on the 

Dome in late May or early June. 

On March 30, Tom and I, with pilot, TEd Liston, and co-

pilot, Warren Shelton, took off from Los Angeles to make 

an aerfal reconnaissance of Tehipite Valley. We flew up 

the Owens Valley to the Palisade Glacier, and then down 

the Middle Fork of the Kings River. The day was perfect 

for mountain flying and mountain photography. We snapped 

approximately one hundred pictures as we circled the 

Dome twice, then turned for home down the western slopes 

of the Sierra. 

We spent the month of April working out a possible route 

up the face. With the photographs to work from, Tom and I 

laid out a proposed route. The base of the Dome as viewed 

from the south presents two prominent triangular slabs that 

appear in the photos to be slightly detached from the main 

buttress. These massive slabs, or diamonds (as we re-

ferred to them), differ quite significantly in size; the lower 

diamond rises only 500 feet from the canyon floor, while 

the apex of the upper diamond reaches approximately 1,200 

feet. Our proposed route lay along the left border of each 

diamond, in what we hoped would prove to be 4th class 

gullies; thence, onto the unknown main buttress following 

closely the route we later found to be the same one Beck-

ey, et al., pioneered. We were equally uncertain of the 
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Tehipite Trai,erse-ty 
BY DON LAURIA 

June climate, water supply, and logistic problems to be 

faced, so a second reconnaissance was planned for early 

May foot. A late April snowstorm, however, prevented 

our reaching the roadhead at Wishon Dam on the weekend 

we set aside for the scouting attempt. We decided to go 

ahead with plans to make the climb in the first or second 

week of June, with no further reconnaissance. We allowed 

ourselves a week's vacation (nine days, five for actual 

climbing) to complete the ascent. Needless to say, a very 

optimistic plan! 

By June, the proposed six-man expedition had dwindled 

to three climbers and three "weekend Sherpas"; Phil 

Snyder would accompany Tom and me on the climb, while 

Ed Speth, Tom Haig, and Ken Parker volunteered to pack 

in part of our equipment for the first ten miles or so. 

At 8 a.m. on Saturday, June 15, our miniature expedition 

embarked on its exasperating adventures. We began with 

considerable optimism the 21-mile-trek from Wishon Dam, 

through Crown Valley, to Tehipite Valley on the floor of 

Middle Kings Canyon; however, we made slower time than 

we originally expected, and fell a mile or two short of 

Crown Valley when we stopped to make camp. With the 

load distributed among six men, we carried 55 to 60 pounds 

each, which proved to be quite enough over the first eight 

or nine miles. 

Sunday morning, Haig and Parker departed for home; Ed 

Speth stayed on and helped to ferry the remaining load to 

Gnat Meadow—ten miles further along the trail. That 

afternoon at the meadow, Ed deposited his load, added 

his new 9mm perlon rope to our equipment, and left hur-

riedly for his car —17 miles back up the trail. 

Phil, Tom, and I rested in the pleasant surroundings of 

Gnat Meadow until 3:30 p.m. and then headed anxiously 

for Tehipite Valley. About a quarter of a mile short of the 

benchmark at the head of the steep trail down to the val-

ley, we  caught our first glimpse of the Dome through the 

trees. In spite of our previous aerial view, the immensity  

of the rock was sobering—and we could only see the upper 

one third. 

We rushed to the top of the trail and were again stag-

gered by the view. There, three thousand feet below us, 

the Middle Fork of the Kings River wound its way noisily 

through the awe-inspiring Kings Canyon, with Tehipite 

Dome overlooking the entire panorama, like a gigantic 

granite idol. We spent an hour at the benchmark recording 

the splendor on film, while the muffled roar of the river 

echoed up to us from below. 

As we stooped to shoulder our packs, now 75 pounds 

each, the noise of the river was overridden by an unmis-

takable high frequency rattle. A rattlesnake, about four 

feet long, was coiled nervously beside a dead log not more 

than four feet from Tom Limp. Tom looked for an instant 

like a high school drum majorette as he high-stepped 

quickly out of range. Phil and I took pictures from a safe 

distance while Tom held the snake's attention with a long 

pole. The snake finally escaped under the log, his rattle 

vibrating furiously. 

The three-mile-grind down the three thousand-foot, steep-

ly switchbacked trail with heavy packs is hard on the 

entire body; add the emotional strain of expecting to step 

on a rattlesnake at every turn, and then increase the 

ambient air temperature one-half degrees Fahrenheit every 

one hundred feet of descent, and you have the ingredients 

of a very tiring, torturous hike. 

We trudged slowly onto the level floor of the canyon at 

6 p.m. in 95 degrees Fahrenheit heat. We were greeted by 

hosts of mosquitoes, beetles, giant ants, and every other 

form of insect imaginable. We made camp on a small sandy 

clearing, fifteen feet from the river. The Middle Fork 

rushed by the campsite at nearly its spring crest; forty to 

sixty yards wide, with large logs and miscellaneous 

to page 18, please 
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A composite aerial photo of the great 

southwest face of Tehipite Dome in Kings Canyon National 

Park, California. The dark tree-covered ledge 

across the face was used by the first ascent party 

to traverse on and off the ledge 

during the climb. 

Tom Limp is shown hauling himself across Crown Creek. He is towing a 11 

9mm he is supported on here. The larger diameter rope, however, didn't red 

complete immersion in the freezing water on succeeding traverses. 
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An aerial photo of the 

the upper southeast face of Tehzpite Dome. 

Below, the lower portion of 

the southeast face. 

perlon rope across to replace the 

the elongation enough to prevent 



Tehipite Traverse-ty 

from page 15 

debris tumbling down the rapids at tremendous velocities, 

colliding loudly with the sporadic rock outcroppings. 

Before supper that evening, my increasing discomfort 

was enhanced further by a tick that had begun drilling 

operations in my left side. With a pair of tweezers carried 

specifically for the purpose, Tom removed the tick quickly 

and painlessly; however, I felt that if I received any more 

tick visits, I might just pack right back up the trail to the 

heavenly high country. 

After supper we were disturbed frequently by millipedes, 

beetles, and various weird-looking insects. We disposed 

of as many as possible before preparing to sack out. Tom 

set up his one-man tent, crawled inside on top of his 

sleeping bag, zipped up the insect-and snake- proof door, 

and bade Phil and I sweet dreams. The heat radiating from 

the steep walls enclosing the canyon kept the night tem-

peratures uncomfortably high—so high, that the insects 

were active all night. Phil and I had no tents, and we 

didn't relish the idea of sleeping in 23A pounds of down 

when the temperature outside was still around 75 degrees 

Fahrenheit. We had our choice, however: suffer the heat in 

the bags or be carried away bodily by a horde of mosqui-

toes, to say nothing of ticks and snakes. 

I have never spent a more miserable night. Phil and I 

spent the night bellowing our sleeping bags to relieve the 

intense heat within. The next morning Tom let us know 

how comfortable and insect-free his sleep had been. he 

complained wryly that he had found a single ant in his 

tent, which he must have brought in with him. After listen-

ing to this type of drivel for most of the morning, Phil and 

I were tempted to toss all 134 pounds of Tom Limp into 

the Kings River. We were not aware of it then, but our 

retribution was imminent. 

It was Monday morning, the day we planned to scout the 

lower portion of our proposed route. The three of us strode 

rather warily from the campsite toward the "Sierra Sahara," 

a dry, sandy, yucca-strewn patch of Tehipite Valley. It 

felt good carrying a light pack, but the extremely oppress-

ing heat and lack of sleep after the long pack-in ordeal 

created a state of lassitude that Phil and I found hard to 

overcome. We filed lethargically across the valley in the 

dominating presence of the Dome toward Crown Creek, the 

only major tributary to the Kings River between us and our 

goal. Silver Spray Falls, which feeds the lower Crown 

Creek, was hidden from our view when we first encouttered 

its "air conditioning" effect: a blast of very cool, moist 

air flowing along the creek bank from the falls. The  

"creek" was a torrent, at least sixty feet wide, and quite 

impassable where the trail entered it. After referring to 

the topographic map, the reason for the flooded condition 

was apparent. Crown Creek, as Phil put it, drained the 

whole world. 

The relief of the air conditioning, our initial fatigue, and 

the obvious difficulty we faced in effecting a crossing 

made sleeping seem like a reasonable alternative to con-

tinuing any further. I'm sure Phil shared this feeling; how-

ever, Tom was persistent and after eating lunch in the 

cool shade, he insisted that we seek a means of bridging 

or fording the creek. 

We proceeded upstream to a point where the cliffs hiding 

Silver Spray Falls made further progress difficult. We 

backtracked downstream to the Middle Fork of the Kings 

without success in crossing the creek. Employing Phil's 

ingenuity, we considered a horizontal pendulum from an 

upstream tree at the only large bend in the raging stream. 

While setting up the pendulum, we spotted our second 

rattler, much larger than the first, as it slithered hastily 

beneath a large boulder—the same boulder we had all 

crossed and recrossed many times in our streams ide ex-

cursions. Its rattle was inaudible above the combined din 

of the creek, river, and falls; only our ever searching eyes 

prevented an almost certain encounter. We subsequently 

walked cautiously in wide arcs around the boulder. 

Tom was elected by majority vote, two to one, to be the 

guinea pig—our retribution was realized. We anchored 

him to the upstream tree with about 75 feet of sling 

material, and with a belay from shore, clad only in kletter-

schues and knickers, he plunged into the excruciatingly 

cold water. Half swimming, half running, Tom swung across 

the creek. As he reached the opposite shore, the belay 

rope snarled, and much against his will Tom was forced to 

remain in the water, clinging to tree branches, struggling 

against the strong current, until the rope was untangled. 

The unprintable epithets hurled at us through his chatter-

ing teeth were discernible even over the rushing waters. 

Once Tom was out of the water and sufficiently thawed, 

we set up a Tyrolean traverse from the highest trees we 

could find on opposite sides of the creek. We found it 

necessary to strip to our underwear to make the traverse, 

since the stretch in the perlon rope allowed each traverser 

to submerge up to his ears in the freezing water. Our 

clothes and equipment were towed across before Phil com-

pleted the last traverse. 

The traverse, though very cold, proved very refreshing, 

and we all felt more up to the task ahead. We left the 

ropes in place across the creek, and hiked toward the 

huge talus field that leads steeply up to the base of the 

Dome. 
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Silver Spray Falls became visible shortly after we left 

the Creek. It was spectacular; a tremendous sight. Its 

height is negligible by Yosemite standards, but the great 

quantity of water that smashes its way over the cliffs is 

unbelievable. The spray cast into the air drifted down 

like a huge cloud over the surrounding area, keeping the 

ground constantly soaked, and making photography diffi-

cult 

We followed the talus to the solid rock at the base of the 

lower diamond. From this point to the top of the lower 

diamond some third class climbing was involved. What we 

thought was a 4th class gully leading to the top of the 

upper diamond, proved to be a wide chimney that quickly 

became vertical and then overhanging. A traverse out onto 

the very exposed face of the upper diamond would be 

necessary to avoid the 200-foot overhanging chimney. We 

turned back to camp from here. 

At our camp, Phil and I took the time necessary to rig 

ourselves insect-proof tents from ground cloths and mos-

quito netting, and then settled down to an enjoyable 

Monday evening around the campfire. We had become more 

tolerant of the heat and insects; quite a change from the 

previous night. 

We realized that our original plans would have to be 

abandoned. Phil had declared that he could not climb 

because of a bad knee he had aggravated on the long pack-

in, and the subsequent boulder hopping. The situation was 

frustrating; Tom and I could go on alone, but we would be 

completely cut off from Phil as soon as we took down our 

traverse ropes at the creek. Phil would have to take the 

remaining equipment back up the trail by himself. We 

would be unable to communicate with him if we ran into 

any difficulty. Our margin of safety was narrow with a 

party of three, it was non-existent with a party of two. We 

decided after much discussion to stick together, go back 

up the trail, and traverse out onto the face via the main 

ledge that separates the upper third from the lower two 

thirds of the Dome. 

The idea of carrying 75-pound packs back up the trail 

one day after hiking 21 miles into the area did not gener-

ate any ecstatic shouts of joy from our group. We decided 

to make two trips up on consecutive days, carrying 35 to 

40 pounds per trip. 

Tuesday morning we started up the trail with half loads. 

Fifteen minutes after leaving camp we met six hikers com-

ing down the last switchback, the first people we had 

seen in three days. Ensuing conversation revealed them 

to be Cal Tech students on their way to Tuolumne Mead-

ows via Simpson Meadow and the John Muir trail. We in-

formed them of the impassable creek, and asked if they 

had any rope to engineer a crossing. They had no rope, but  

The rattlesnake that greeted us near the 

benchmark at the head of the steeply 

switchbacked trail to Tehipite Valley. 

they thought they might make it anyway. We told them we 

would be back down to the valley the next morning to help 

them if they needed it. 

The next morning, after completing our second descent 

into the valley, we found the Cal Tech boys situated in 

our old campsite. They wanted to buy some of our equip-

ment with which to cross the creek. We sold them Ed 

Speth's perlon rope, two carabiners, and some sling mater-

ial for a nominal sum. 

On Wednesday evening, after making our second ascent 

from the valley to the more pleasant surroundings of Gnat 

Meadow, Tom went out to scout a shortcut to the Tunemah 

Trail from which we would approach the upper portion of 

the Dome. He returned with the sad news that high water 

in upper Crown Creek would force us miles out of our way. 

We had only four days' vacation left—not enough time to 

even explore the great ledge system. After a lengthy dis-

cussion, we made our big decision: let's go to Yosemite! 

We strolled rather leisurely out of the wilderness, and by 

Friday afternoon we reached our cars. Phil took his bad 

knee home, while Tom and I sped toward Yosemite. On 

Saturday, after seven days in the wilderness, we soothed 

our hurt pride climbing Higher Cathedral Spire; that even-

ing at the. lodge we spent Ed Speth's rope money in an 

effort to quench our insatiable Tehipite thirsts, and forget 

the Tehipite traverse-ty. 

Moral: If at first you don't succeed, take lots of pictures. 
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St. Vrain Glacier in center and Peaks of Perpetual Snow on either side. Roosevelt Na-
tional Forest, Colorado. Photo by U.S. Forest Service. 

Arapaho Glacier. 
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.grapaho Glacier Country BY WELDON F. HEALD 

During the great Ice Age, some 20,000 years ago, the 

lofty wall of the Colorado Rockies glistened above the 

plains with tremendous snowfields and dozens of sprawl-

ing, slow-moving rivers of ice. Today there are sixteen 

small active glaciers high up in cirques among the tallest 

peaks of the Front Range. Largest is the Arapaho, which 

appears from the plains like a huge white handkerchief 

spread against the summit cliffs of the Arapaho Peaks, 

13,502 feet. 

Although less than 3/4ths mile long and 1/2 mile wide, 

this ice body moves 37 feet annually and exhibits all the 

characteristics of much larger glaciers — bergschrunds, cre-

vasses, glacier tables, and moraines. The •ice terminates 

in turquoise-blue Arapaho Lake, 12,050 feet altitude, birth-

place of the North Fork of Boulder Creek which cascades 

down a rugged alpine valley strung with gem-like, rock-

shored lakes. 

Unfortunately, the direct route from Silver Lake, lowest 

of the chain, to the glacier through some of Colorado's 

most striking high-mountain scenery is within the City of 

Boulder's water supply area and is closed to the public. 

Instead, the only access is by a trail that contours the 

rough south slopes of the valley above timberline. The 

distance to the glacier from the road-end at Rainbow 

Lakes, 10,000 feet, is seven miles, and the going is easy. 

The improved campgrounds at the lakes are 11 miles 

northwest of Nederland by fair graded road ;  and they make 

an excellent base for exploring the surrounding high 

country. 

This section of Roosevelt National Forest, along the 

eastern slope of the Front Range, is one of Colorado's 

finest and most accessible mountain recreation areas. Be-

sides the Arapaho, there are ten other glaciers, and good 

trails lead through evergreen forests and along brawling 

trout streams to dozens of high lakes under jagged, snow-

splashed peaks. Fully as scenic as Rocky Mountain Na-

tional Park, immediately to the north, mining and other 

economic interests prevented this superlative area from 

being included when the park was established in 1915, and 

subsequent attempts have been unsuccessful. 

State 160, north from Nederland, parallels the Continental 

Divide six to eight miles to the east, with spur roads and 

trails giving access to the region. From the old mining 

town of Ward, 9,253 feet, 12 miles north of Nederland, a  

side road climbs past pretty little Red Rock Lake, reflect-

ing the peaks of the Divide, to forest-rimmed Brainerd 

Lake, 10,345 feet, 4 miles. A trail leads in a mile to Long 

Lake, 10,521 feet, in an unrivalled setting of meadows, 

forests, and glacier-clad mountains. Beyond, 3 miles, is 

Lake Isabel, and Isabel Glacier, 7%2  miles, cupped in a 

high-lying cirque between Arikaree Peak, 13,150 feet, and 

Navajo Peak, 13,409 feet. From the lakes the Divide is a 

stiff rock scramble to a smashing lookout point west into 

the gorge of Cascade Creek with the Fair Glacier clinging 

to the dark cliffs, 2,000 feet,above it. 

A good distant view of the Arapaho and Isabel glaciers 

may be had from the Long Lake-Silver Lake trail. But the 

best comprehensive panorama of the massed peaks and 

glaciers of the Divide is from the summit of Mount Audu-

bon, 13,223 feet, reached afoot or horseback from Brainerd 

Lake or the road-end at Stapps Lake, 20 miles north of 

Nederland. From the summer resort of Pleasant Valley a 

trail follows up Middle Saint Vrain Creek through magnifi-

cent mountain country to the two Saint Vrain glaciers, 10 

miles, under Ogalalla Peak, 13,138 feet, at the south 

boundary of Rocky Mountain National Park. Short roads 

from Nederland give access to trails reaching Arapaho 

Pass, 11,906 feet, below the towering Arapaho Peaks. The 

usual ascent is made from the Fourth of July Mines at 

their south base near the Arapaho Pass road terminus. 

South Arapaho Peak, 13,397 feet elevation, can be 

climbed in three or four hours from the campground, most 

of the way by trail. At the saddle below the final pull 

up the east ridge is a fine view of the glacier. The 

North Peak, 105 feet higher, is reached from the south 

summit over a rugged, rocky ridge about a half mile long. 

Both peaks also make good class 2 and 3 climbs from the 

glacier. But late in the season the bergschrund becomes 

an obstacle. 

The Arapaho Glacier section of Colorado's Front Range 

is covered by the . 1:62,000 U.S.G.S. Rocky Mountain Na-

tional Park Quadrangle, and the larger scale 1:24,000 

sheets of the 75 Minute Series: Isolation Peak, Aliens 

Park, Monarch Lake, and Ward. Information about camp-

grounds, fishing, roads, and trails may be obtained from 

the Supervisor's office of Roosevelt National Forest, Fort 

Collins, Colorado. 
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The Arapaho Glacier and 

North Arapaho Peak from saddle on east ridge 

of the South Peak. 

The Arapaho Peaks 

in Colorado from Long Lake. 
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Rustic and isolated setting of Camp Denali offers a window to Mount McKinley, rising above the landscape in the 

backbround. Photo by Louise T. Werner 

Canip Den.ali: 

Weather can be discouraging in Alaska, unless you have 

things to do and a place to get in out of the rain. A place 

that exactly fills this need is Camp Denali, an 80-acre 

homestead in the shadow of McKinley's north face. It 

offers a wide variety of accommodations —from bedrock 

tents at 11 per person per day (you bring sleeping bag, 

stove, fuel, and food), to housekeeping cabins at 17, to 

chalets with meals at 120. "Denali" is the Indian name 

for Mt. McKinley; it means "The Great One." 

From Camp Denali there is a ridge trail hacked through 

tundra, where a variety of typical tundra vegetation flour-

ishes —labrador tea, caribou moss, blueberries, bear-

berries, and cranberries, wild rhubarb and arnica, monks-

hood and 'the taiga,' a sub-arctic woodland of spruce, 

balsam poplar, willow and birch, inhabited by wheatears, 
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arctic warblers, chickadees and Alaska jays, and visited 

occasionally by a bear or two. On top of the ridge, parka 

squirrels dart in and out of their burrows among the rocks. 

If McKinley should show itself while you're up on the 

ridge, you're in luck, for then you can climb it with your 

eyes, following the road that contours the tundra slopes to 

Wonder Lake, the trail through the spruce forest to the 

McKinley river, the black band of the lower Muldrow Glac-

ier, the white ridge soaring skyward above the icy serenity 

of the north face. 

Turn your back on all this and, across the canyon of 

Eureka Creek, you see rounded tundra hills in varying 

greens — pale, bright, dark—streaked with slate-blue scree 

slides and patched with pink limestone balds. Far up a 

gully hangs an old rickety mill, where abandoned shacks 



Evenings at Camp Denali are enjoyed around the fireplace. Owners are Morton Wood, standing, his wife Ginny on his 

right, and Cecelia Hunter seated to the right of the fireplace. Photo by Bob and Ira Spring 

"Win.clo-vv-  on. McKinley- 
3Y LOUISE TOP WERNER 

line a ledge along the hillside. From an old mining road, 

scratched into the slope, some present-day prospectors 

have managed to bring a trailer down a seemingly impos-

sible pitch to the creek, where they are sluicing for gold. 

Caribou frequently graze nearby. 

This ridge loop has been hiked in an hour, but not by 

ardent photographers. We found here the first star gentian 

we had ever seen, and some Alaska poppies, smaller, and 

of a more sulphury yellow than our California poppies. We 

also found it an ideal quiet spot to sit and absorb some of 

the strangeness of the Alaskan wilderness. Murky clouds 

overhead, lush wet sponge underfoot, and rain in between, 

combine to conjure up a moodiness peculiar to the tundra. 

Colors change as varying amounts of light come through 

—the slate-blue scree slides shade to purple under a  

thickening cloud; the pink limestone burns out to beige 

when a shaft of sunlight breaks through. 

A backpack trip to the Muldrow Glarker takes several 

days, carrying a tent, stove and fuel, as well as food, 

sleeping bag, and rainwear. An ice axe and rope are neces-

sary items to aid in crossing the mile-wide McKinley 

River, whose many strands vary in depth with the run-off, 

as well as for exploring the glacier. Before the use of air-

planes on Mt. McKinley, all aspirants had to wade this 

river with several loads of gear, enough to sustain them 

during a thirty-day assault. 

A trek up Clearwater Creek and then up Cache Creek 

brings you to McGonagall Pass, overlooking the Muldrow 

Glacier in the region where the great surge occurred in 

1957, that cut off the old route of ascent. A senator from 
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Alaska has proposed bridging the McKinley River and con-

structing a road to McGonagall Pass. 

The Kantishna is an old historic mining area that dates 

back before the Klondike Gold Rush. The sourdoughs who 

made the first ascent of McKinley's north peak in 1910, 

with practically none of the gear we consider essential 

these days, were miners from the Kantishna. 

The old mining roads of the Kantishan probably offers 

the driest hiking available in Alaska, although some of 

them cross creeks without bridges. A number of cabins 

remain, some abandoned, some inhabited every summer by 

vacation prospectors. 

Gold panning is a favorite activity with guests and staff 

at Camp Denali. Last summer the cook gathered a consid-

erable poke of gold dust from Friday Creek to brag about 

to her pupils in Anchorage, where she teaches during the 

school year. Other staff members are students and busi-

ness and professional people who like to spend their sum-

mers in the wilderness building and maintaining log 

cabins, servicing jeeps and station wagons, and repairing 

roads, waiting on tables, and cleaning up after guests. 

Guests of all ages enjoy Camp Denali in their own way. 

Two station wagons full of boy scouts thought fishing for 

greyling in Moose Creek was the greatest, while an oldster 

spent most of his time in front of the picture window in the 

lodge. Some spend their time reading in front of the fire-

place, while others go canoeing on Wonder Lake. Some-

times a climber leaves his family at Camp Denali while 

he goes climbing in the McKinley Range. 

Camp Denali provides transportation from McKinley Park 

Railraod Station through the Park, a 180-mile 'round trip, 

on Monday and Friday, for $25. Camp Denali station wag-

ons meet southbound trains only (from Fairbanks). If you 

arrive on a northbound train (from Anchorage), you can 

stay a night at McKinley Park hotel or, if you have com-

plete camping gear, there's a campground near the station. 

Extra luggage can be checked at the station and picked up 

on your way out. 

The ride gives you a good opportunity to see wildlife in 

its natural habitat. Grizzlies, Da11 sheep, caribou, moose, 

and a fox's den were pointed out to us by the driver, who 

seemed to know just where to look for them, and we were 

given ample time to watch and to photograph them (high 

powered telephoto lens and binoculars recommended). 

Owner-Managers Morton and Ginny Wood and Cecelia 

Hunter have built Camp Denali and maintained it for a 

dozen years. Their central theme is: the camp shall remain 

subordinate to the natural surroundings not dominate 

them. There is no electricity, modern plumbing, TV, or 

bar. 
For information or reservations at Camp Denali, write to 

Camp Denali, Box 562, College, Alaska. 
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Canoeing on Wonder Lake in the shadow of 

Mount McKinley. The mountain will sometimes hide itself 

behind clouds for days at a time. 

Photo by Bob and Ira Spring 
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THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 

1807 VICTORY BOULEVARD 

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

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

TRAILBLAZER BACKPACKER 
2-man pup tent 
revised design 
3 pounds 8 ounces 
sewn-in groundcloth 
zippered front 
zippered mosquito netting 
lightweight egyptian cotton 
aluminum poles and stakes 
$44.75 postpaid U.S.A. 

backpack, mountain, and camp equipment 

Custom 

made 

by 

for your most 
comfortable bivouac 

a Cagoule and Pied d'Elephant 

of NYLON REEVAIR 

a microporous fabric that breathes 
but is absolutely watertight. 

Designed to fit over a down jacket 
and half bag, the cagoule hood is 
fitted with a storm tunnel and all 

seams are coated. 

Used and recommended by 
Royal Robbins. 

Also 
sleeping bag covers, bivouac sacs, 
overtrousers, insulated, mitts, etc. 

NEW! 
The Backpacker parka 

designed for the hiker and skier. 

Catalog sent on request. 
Write 

Thomas Quinn 
541 Highland, Boulder, Colorado 

Guae For Physic 

The January, 1960 issue of Summit 
has an interesting article by Phil 
Arnot on the aspects of physical con-
ditioning for those who either do or 
want to climb mountains. Many climb-
ers tend to consider the best condi-
tioner as being only climbing. That 
climbing is the best conditioner is 
generally true, if one can do a lot of 
it, but most of us cannot be out climb-
ing every weekend due to one reason 
or another. 
I have tried several times to estab-

lish a program of exercise to keep my-
self in shape for climbing and hiking. 
Always, failure ensued because my 
ultimate goal seemed to correspond 
with what I thought was a good daily 
routine! 

1 tend to agree with Phil Arnot, when 
he suggests that a regular training 
routine is quite beneficial in preparing 
for a weekend, vacation, or expedition 
climbing. A good number of years have 
passed since I first became aware of 
a necessity for keeping in good physi-
cal condition. An equal number of 
years have passed while I have done 
nothing about it. Recently, this situa-
tion has been altered for the better; 
perhaps a few Summit readers are in-
terested and would like to know how it 
came about. 

Several months ago, I read, in a week-
ly magazine, an article about physical 
fitness and how to reach and maintain 
a good level via a planned program. 
The article referred to a United States 
edition of the "Royal Canadian Air 
Force Exercise Plans for Physical 
Fitness." That long title applies to a 
51/2  x 9 inch, 80-page handbook avail-
able in bookstores at a nominal cost. 
The handbook presents two programs, 
one for men and the other for women. 
Both plans guide you from a low level 
to an eventual 'high level of achieve-
ment. And, I mean from very low to 
extremely high. The exercises are per-
formed daily—twelve minutes for wom-
en and eleven for men. 

I have found the RCAF handbook by 
far the best plan yet, although I have 
not yet seen the one published by the 
U.S. Government Printing Office as a 
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Seven Heads are better than one 

Fitness BY W. A. FEUERER 

result of the President's physical fit-

ness program. I have gone on strenuous 
hikes since the start of this program 

and have noticed a marked difference 

in how far I get and how I feel, the 

clays afterward. I feel great now where-

as previously my leg muscles and 

chest, too, would be quite sore for 

several days following the weekend. 

The plan for men is as follows, and 

the plan for women is similar. 

There are six charts, each having 

twelve proficiency levels from D— to 

A+. Five basic exercises are to be 

accomplished in eleven minutes, with 

the first four being warm-up motions. 

The fifth is a choice of one of three: 

(a) running in place; (b) running out-

side; (c) walking. Each exercise is 

assigned a given time in the allotted 

eleven minutes. The type of warm-up 

changes from chart to chart, but not 

from level to level. However, the num-

ber of repetitions does change from the 

lowest level at D— to the highest at 

A+. Each exercise is described in 

writing and, for added emphasis, is 

pictured with action drawings. 

At the starting level (1)— on Chart 

One) you do 2 toe touchings, 3 head 

raisings while lying on your back, 4 

head and leg raisings while lying on 

your stomach, 2 push-ups, and 100 

running-in-place steps. The stationary 
run can be substituted with a half-mile 

run in 8 minutes or one-mile walk in 

21 minutes. 

At the top level (A+ on Chart Six) 

you would be doing 30 toe touchings 

and arm circlings, 50 toe touchings in 

the air from a prone position, 40 head 

and leg raisings from a position on 

your stomach, 40 push-ups, slapping 

your chest before returning to the floor, 

600 stationary runs with 70 jack jumps 

(touching your toes with your fingers 

while in midair), or a one-mile run in 

5 minutes. 

The rate of progression from level to 

level, and thence to the next chart and 

the levels in it, is spelled out quite 
clearly. It is based on an individual's 

age and on his self-evaluation. Also, 
your age determines the ultimate pro- 

to next page, please 

Head Skis are now both singular 
and plural. Singular, as always, 
in concept, construction, and quiet 
pride of ownership. Plural, as 
never before, in models to match 
the varied skills of skiers. 

Instead of just one ski that did 
(and does) many things superbly, 
there are half a dozen others that 
do certain things even better. 
Resting on the rack above, as at 
the lodge you love, are Head's 
seven variations on a theme of 
pleasure. 

From L to R: The carefree-
bottomed Vector, for good skiers 
. . . the classic Standard, fun for 
one and all. . . Deep Powder, for 
soft-ski devotees . . . Shortski, for 
easiest learning and skiing. . . the 
new Master, for flashier perform- 

ers . . . Competition, the interna-
tional class racing ski. . . Young-
ster's Competition, to help small 
fry fly. 

Great skis, all . . . for the dif-
fident, the daring, every buff in 
between. Which are explicitly 
yours? Let your Head Ski Shop 
help you decide. 

Olympic poster, anyone? 
For a full-size, full-color 
version of our new ski 
poster pictured here, mail 
50c to Head Ski Company, 
Inc., 36,W. Aylesbury Road, 
Timonium, Maryland U.S.A. 
We'll send along definitive 
data on all Head Skis . . . 
Standard, Shortski, Deep 

Powder (each $98.50), Master ($119.50), 
Vector ($132.50), Competition ($142.50), 
Youngster's Competition ($112.50). Plus 
poles ($24.50). Available only at author-
ized, serious ski shops, the world over. 

...and who makes great skis? HEAD of course! 
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—HICKORY FARMS OF OHIO— 

"BEEF STICK" 
"No Pepper" "No Garlic" 
"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. 
[1] New Customer [11 Old Customer 

To.......... ........ ......... ...... ............ ....... 

GOLD MEDAL — Calif. State Fair Award 

Gerry Equipment Goes to 

MT. EVEREST AGAIN 

TENTS - PACKS - CLOTHING 
FOOD - RESCUE GEAR 

selected because of long proven reliability 

ger ek Exuregg Ecietea Stelv 
Stores in San Francisco, Seattle, Boulder, Colo. 

send for your FREE CATALOG 

THE NEW TV 

ALPINE 
JACKET 
in our summer 1963 

catalog 

THICKER - LONGER 
BETTER FIT 
Still 
Only $39.95 

100% nylon inside and out with 100% prime 
White northern goose down. Stitchlok 46 
nylon thread. Crown zipper and DuPont Zelan 
repellency of course. Still stuffs into 6" x 10" 
sack in spite of its 2" thickness. 

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 

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 

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. 

GERRY MOUNTAIN SPORTS, INC. 
Dept. 29 / Box 910 / Boulder / Colorado 

physical coOttioning 
continued 
ficiency level which is to be main-
tained by doing the eleven minutes 
three days a week in place of the daily 
workout. 

The elite will 'want to do it every 
day, certainly! And, more power to 
those who would go through the charts 
to the A+ on chart six, which is for 
champion athletes. 
It needs be said that the plans are 

based upon an average individual's 
capability and are the results taken 
from a good number of working groups. 
Some people fall in that average cate-
gory and others will underperform or 
overperform him, each according to his 
physical make-up. (But, don't forget 
the psyche.) This program requires 
some willpower. 

It is essential that one's good health 
be confirmed before beginning any 
exercise plan such as has been de-
scribed all too briefly here. 

I think that many persons, even those 
who hike regularly, can benefit from 
such an exercise plan. The subject of 
physical conditioning is important to 
those of us who spend time in moun-
tainous areas—important to the extent 
that we should feel and be obligated 
to contribute to successful ascents or 
hikes by being in shape. Although the 
planned exercises do not correspond 
exactly

, 
 to the way muscle groups are 

used in climbing, a regular routine is 
better than a sporadic one,. or none at 
all. 

Can You Lend A Hand? 

There is a need for mountaineering 
journals, books, maps, and climbing 
equipment by the Western Himalayan 
Institute in India. Charles S. Houston., 
M.D.,veteran of several Himalayan ex-
peditions and presently Peace Corps 
Representative in India, writes that 
the Institute is a good one and de-
serves a hand from USA climbers. 

Books and maps can be sent duty 
free if marked "Educational Material 
—Books." Equipment —which they also 
need—presents some customs prob-
lems. Anything that is sent may be ad-
dressed to Charles S. Houston, M.D., 
Peace Corps, 61 Sundar Nagar New 
Delhi, India, for forwarding to the 
Institute. 
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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 B 
P. 0. B. 525 San Diego, California 

Where Experts 
Come 

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

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

LIGHTWEIGHT 
MOUNTAINEERING 

HIKING AND CLIMBING 
GEAR 

SPORT CHALET 
951 Foothill Blvd., P.O. Box 626 

La Canada, California 

ask for free catalog 

Fast, Personal Mail Order Service 

Recteatioaae efeciftateat ?tic. 
DEPT. S 

523 PIKE ST., SEATTLE 1, WASH. 

BO tor& 
A large selection of imported and do-

mestic boots, favorite styles with top 
quality construction. A wide variety 
of styles available: Trailwise Packer, 
Belluna, Americano, Lassen, Arlberg, 
Sella, Bernina, Monte Rosa, Zillertal, 
Lynx, Cortina, Spider, Civetta, Minaret 
Ski Touring, Bolzano and Mountain Boy. 

TRAILWISE 
MOUNTAINEERING 
SKIING • CAMPING • HIKING 

THE SKI HUT 
1615 UNIVERSITY 
AVENUE • BERKELEY 

CALIFORNIA 

WRITE FOR 
YOUR FREE '63 
TRAILWISE 

CATALOG 

"Wily 

European Outing 

In 1964 

The Iowa Mountaineers are sponsor-
ing a European Outing in 1964, leaving 
New York City on July 25th. John 
Ebert, who has directed two previous 
club outings in Europe, will be the 
leader. 

The outing schedule is to be flexible 
to allow for the major interests of the 
group. Five Volkswagen buses with 
large luggage racks will be available 
in Europe for transportation. Plans are 
to meet in Munich, Germany on July 
26th as a group and from there drive 
through the Bavarian Alps, the Italian 
Dolomites, the Swiss Alps, and end up 
in the French Alps. The specific reg-
ions will definitely include the Matter-
horn region and the Bernese Oberland. 
Rock climbers on the staff will in-

clude John Evans; and joining the 
group in Europc will be climbers 
Hubert and Hans Schlapschi of Austria. 
Werner Berktold of Austria and Millavy 
Prosence of Yugoslavia will be with 
the group a couple of weeks. An at-
tempt will be made to satisfy the hik-
ers and climbers in the group, as well 
those who wish to sightsee and take 
pictures. 

The cost of the round-trip flight by 
air has not been determined as yet, but 
will vary between $365 and $475, de-
pending on the number who indicate 
their interest early. 
The varied outing details are thor-

oughly explained in a 15-page bulletin 
available from the Iowa Mountaineers, 
P.O. Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa, by all 
those who remit a $5 "sincere inteiest 
fee." 

A Note of ApPreciation 

Because of the response coming in 
to the "10 Years for 825" subscription 
offer, a new automatic stitcher will 
replace the 1908 Model and eliminate 
considerable handwork in Summit's 
printing operation. It should help us 
put out slightly larger issues on time. 
Our thanks to Summit readers whose 
checks (and confidence that we will 
still be around in ten years) have made 
this new equipment possible. 

—The Staff 
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Tents 

Sleeping Bags 

Kletterschuhe 

Climbing Boots 

Norwegian String Underwear 

Camping Equipment 

Other Related Items 

Free Brochure Available Upon Request 

kuJJ cram‘ EX PORT 

P.O. SOX 30221• DALLAS. TEXAS 

RAINIER GUIDE SERVICE 

& MOUNTAINEERING 

SCHOOL, INC. 

America's Finest Mountaineering 

Schools —Serving a Growing 

Need for Quality 

Instruction 

2650 University Village 

Seattle 5, Washington 

Classified 
Ads 

Ten cents per word. Payment must be 

enclosed with .all orders. 

MOUNTAINEERING GUIDE. Experi-

enced guide for private climbing par-

ties, available summers for the moun-

tains of your choice. For information 

write: Dick Irvin, Box 444, Saratoga, 

California. 

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 1962, 

$5•00, postpaid. Unbound. Also Summit 

Reprints, $2.00, postpaid, containing 

some of the outstunding articles pub-

lished from 1955-1960. Write Summit, 

Big Bear Lake, California. 

Recruiern. 
"The Mountains Remain" —Hanama Tasaki 

BY MICHAEL BORGHOFF 

A bitter summit gust, mistswirl, 

Unexpected blue, rain in streaming light, 

And silence 

Infinite, as only height discloses. 

What room for grief beside us here? Not a stone is altered by loss, not you 

The mountains hold their own, Nor the paths which lead us home: 

No avalanche ends when it comes to rest, Wandering through the high country 

Winter passes soon enough, In thought or burdened with our selves, 

There are sunsets for moss to capture, The best of what we are remains up here. 

And if uncaptured they return again. 

My friend, you gambled for a ransom: 

Slab patterns, dawning winter horizons, 

The touch of rock or firn beneath your boots, 

A scent of woodsmoke —and valued this 

For its monumental worth, reached out 

Beyond yourself. to join the earth 

In wordless by. 

Then why must we regret, when now 

You have frozen this ransom 

Beyond mere contingency? I think, 

I have the hope that when you fell 

Something stepped aside and knew 

Time was finally done with. 

Done with—is this beyond our words? 

But words mean nothing in autumn rain, 

Less than nothing when spring blossoms 

Into cloud above fresh summits, 

When we are astonished by new leaves 

And feel we are exceeding our bounds. 

Now here we stand, aspirants in rags, 

Tatters, we proudly offer tatters, 

We know you understand: 

Stay part of us, as we remain part 

Of the wind-swept heights we cannot leave alone. 

Executive Manager Wanted 

Growing company accepting applications for store manager in 
new branch operation. Retail store in mountaineering, skiing, 
and camping. Located in Portland. 

Qualifications: Minimum age 24, married, stock investment 
required, experienced in skiing and mountaineering—preferably 
with expedition climbing background, college graduate, ambi-
tious, and willing to devote abnormal amount of time to company 
during first several years. 

Write: Alpine Hut Corporation 

2650 University Village, Seattle 5, Washington 
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A complex of 

STATIONARY AIR CELLS 

to keep you warm at 0 degrees! 

the ROYALIGHT 

SLEEPING BAG 

best for warmth . . . 

compactness . . . 

wear . . . 

Send for Complete 

Mountaineering Equipment Catalog 

Box 7 Boulder, Colorado - 80301 

For Christmas: Beautiful Bergsteiger Calendar, 1964 — $2.40 

Black's Ventile Anorak 

The pattern, styling, and choice of fabric in Black's Anoraks have been 
evolved over many years in cooperation with leading mountaineers the world 
over. 

The "Ventile"* model is made in superb Ventile fabric, fully lined, waterproof 
as well as windproof. A kangaroo pouch pocket with zip-fastener and protective 
flap is fitted above the waist. Patch pockets are on the skirt. The hood closes 
with a zip-fastener from the chest to chin, and a draw cord gives snug fit over , 
the head and around the face. Inner double elasticated cuffs protect the wrists 
and arms. A button piece is fitted for fastening between the legs with a draw 
cord at the waist. Colors are in Royal blue and fawn. 

While the weight of this anorak (approximately 2 pounds) is slightly more than 
one made of synthetic material, the protection in foul weather more than com-
pensates for the additional weight. 

Stocks are available at: 

HIGHLAND OUTFITTERS 
P.O. BOX 121 

RIVERSIDE, CALIFORNIA 
(Store: 3593 Eighth Street—Corner Orange and Eighth) 

*"Ventile" is a cotton fabric developed 
as a result of combined efforts of the 
textile industry in Britain. It is a very 
special 4-ounce cloth which will afford 
protection even in conditions of wind-
driven rain. Although fully waterproof, 
as its name implies, Ventile fabric 
breathes. 
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