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know your mountains 
Mount Chamberlin, 9,020 feet, is located in the Franklin Mountains (a 

part of the Brooks Range in northern Alaska) and was first ascended 

last year by George Barnes, Dennis 13 urge, and Graham Stephenson. For 

a description of the area shown on the map, turn to page 18. 

Photo by Gene Gail 
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The fundamental question in searches for the etiology of 

accidents is how do persons affected differ from those who 

are not. This report records the methods, findings, and im-

plications of a controlled epidemiologic investigation of 

skiing accidents. The accompanying clinical study analyz-

es 684 consecutive skiing injuries and their variation with 

age, sex, and skiing ability. 

The investigations were conducted at Mount Snow, Ver-

mont, one of the nation's largest ski resorts. It has 35 

miles of trails, 9 lifts with a combined carrying capacity 

of 12,000 skiers per hour, and slopes of every grade and 

qualification. The study population was composed of all 

persons purchasing tickets to ski on four consecutive Sat-

urdays and Sundays. The case-subjects were those mem-

bers of this population who were injured while skiing and 

who. came to the resort's medical facility on the day of 

injury. The control group was obtained by interviewing 

(These studies of skiing injuries were supported by a 

grant from the U. S. Health Service. Dr. Haddon is director 

of the epidemiology residency program, New York State De-

partment of Health. Dr. Ellison is an associate in ortho-

pedics for the student health service, Williams College, 

Williamstown, Mass. Dr. Carroll is a resident in epidemi-

ology at the New York State Health Department. Dr. Wolf 

is a general practitioner, Deerfield Valley Health Center, 

Wilmington, Vermont.) 

2 SUMMIT / JAN.-FEB. / 1964 

every 50th person purchasing a ski ticket at either of the 

resort's two ticket booths. 

The interview included questions on the following: resi-

dence, age, marital status, occupation or school year, age 

when he or she first skied, frequency of skiing, previous 

skiing at Mount Snow, types of turns performed, history of 

previous injury, height, weight, hours of sleep during each 

of the two previous two nights, ski club membership, self-

rating as a skier, ownership of equipment in use, and time 

and place of last binding adjustment. In addition, the skis 

were measured, and the type of binding used was recorded. 

The injured, on arrival at the resort's medical facility, 

were asked the same questions. The findings from the 

study of these case-control groups comprise the basis of 

this report. 

Virtually all the types of weather commonly occurring 

during skiing were encountered. The temperature ranged 

from -10 degrees to 67 degrees F. Sleet, rain, and heavy 

snow fell, but population sampling and case collection 

continued without interruption. All the data were analyzed 

in terms of four variables suspected to be of fundamental 

importance: age, sex, skiing ability, and type of binding 

used. 

The turns which each person said he or she could per-

form were used as the best measure of skiing ability avail-

able in this study. On this basis the skiers were divided 

into the following three turn groups: snowplow only., snow-

plow and stem christie only; and snowplow, stem christie, 



BY WILLIAM HADDON, JR., M.D., M.P.H. 

BY ARTHUR E. ELLISON, M.D. 

BY ROBERT E. CARROLL, M.D. 

BY MILTON WOLF, M.D. 

Analysis of Skiing Injuries 
Study discloses release bindings, as generally used, are partially effective for males, but not females. 

and parallel and wedeln turns. Parallel and wedeln turns. 

were grouped together because of the small number of 

skiers who could perform these. Bindings were classified 

by inspection into release and nonrelease types. A release 

binding is so designed that it is supposed to disengage 

from the ski boot under forces exceeding those customarily 

encountered, thus presumably reducing the likelihood of 

injury. 

Because of the stated belief of many persons familiar 

with skiing that the use of release bindings substantially 

reduces the risk of accidental injury, a matched case-

control group was established in order to determine wheth-

er users of release bindings actually did have different 

injury rates from otherwise similar skiers. This group con-

sisted of 121 case-control pairs matched by sex, age 

(within 3 years), and turn group; 104 were matched within 

1 year of age. In the matched case-control group a statis-

tically significant association between the occurrence of 

injury and the use of non-release bindings was found 

among the males. However, no such association was 

found among the females. 

Since the use of release bindings might be expected to 

have little or no influence on the incidence of injuries 

other than musculoskeletal injuries of the lower extremi-

ties unless those using such bindings skied differently 

from those who did not, the matched case-control pairs 

were next separated by type of injury sustained into three 

categories (Figure 2). Group A included all single-site  

musculoskeletal lesions not affecting the lower extremi-

ties, together with lacerations and contusions of all sites. 

Group B, which is of principal interest here, included all 

single-site musculoskeletal injuries of the lower extremi-

ties, and Group C, all multiple-site musculoskeletal in-

juries. 

No statistically significant differences in the use of re-

lease bindings were found between the case and control 

distributions for either sex with respect to injuries in 

Groups A and C. In the lower extremity-musculoskeletal 

Group B, however, there was a significant difference in 

the use of such bindings among males, but no significant 

difference among the females. 

There was also a substantial difference in the propor-

tions of males and females in each injury group. While 64 

percent (38/59) of the males in Groups A and B sustained 

Group B injuries, the corresponding figure for females was 

86 percent (44/51). 

No significant association between the occurrence of 

ankle sprains as opposed to fractures and the type of bind-

ing was found among members of the entire case series 

(Figure 3). Actually, the ratio of fractures to sprains was 

greater among those with release bindings (14/11) than 

among those with nonrelease bindings (9/13). 

Many additional analyses were performed, using chiefly 

variance analysis and the chi-square test. Without excep-

tion no statistically significant or suggestive differences 

were found between cases and controls with respect to any 
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of the following variables: weight, height, ski length, 

amount of skiing during the present and previous seasons, 

previous skiing at the same resort, ski club membership, 

use of own as opposed to rented or borrowed skis, interval 

since binding adjustment, distance traveled to the resort, 

years of skiing experience and age when person first 

skied,marital status, and history of previous skiing injury. 

Discussion 

The overall injury rate in the population at Mount Snow 

was 5.9 per 1,000 ski-man days. This is consistenx with 

the recent statement of A.S. Earle in an article in the 

J.A.M.A. in 1962, based on investigations at Sun Valley, 

Idaho, that "it seems likely that the overall ski-accident 

rate approaches 1 percent per day." 

As shown in Figure 1, the snowplow turn group, com-

posed largely of beginners, had the highest injury rate. Al-

though they constituted only 21 percent of those skiing, 

members of this group contributed 55 percent of the injur-

ies. Their injury rate was 16.0 per 1,000 ski-man days, 

compared with rates of 4.1 and 2.9 in the stem christie and 

parallel and wedeln groups. Females also contributed a 

disproportionate share of the injuries. Although only 35 

percent of those skiing were females, they accounted for 

47 percent of those injured. The injury rate for females 

was 7.9 per 1,000 ski-man-days in comparison with a male 

rate of 4.9. The markedly higher injury rates of these two 

groups suggest that preventive measures should be direct-

ed particularly toward them. 

It would be easy to jump to conclusions concerning the 

reasons for the age-, sex-, and experience-associated dif-

ferences in these rates. For example, it might be postu-

lated that they result from inexperience, poorer neuromus-

cular coordination, poorer physical condition, lower injury 

thresholds, or inappropriate equipment. They might also 

result from beginners' slopes of too great difficulty or use 

of advanced slopes by the unqualified. Remarkable speeds 

can be reached on relatively gentle slopes (see Technical 

Note). In view of these, perhaps at least beginners' slopes 

should be made less steep since this group has the high-

est injury rate. 

The data, particularly as presented in Figure 2, show 

for each injury group and its matched controls the number 

of skiers with release as opposed to nonrelease bindings. 

Among females no difference in any of the injury groups 

was found in the proportions of cases and controls using 

each type of binding. However, among males there was a 

large and statistically significant case-control difference 

in the use of nonrelease bindings among those sustaining 

lower extremity musculoskeletal injuries (B), but not 

among those with other types of injuries (A and C). In  

other words, the decrease in injury rates among males 

using release bindings (or, conversely, the increase in 

injuries with the use of' nonrelease bindings) was specifi-

cally limited to those injuries which would be expected to 

be influenced. 

These findings indicate that release bindings, as adjust-

ed and used by the population studied, are a specific pre-

ventive device, significantly effective in the partial 

prevention of injuries among males, but not among females. 

The most reasonable interpretation of this difference is 

that the forces required to disengage ski boots from these 

bindings tended to exceed the injury thresholds of females, 

but not those of males. This is consistent with the lighter 

musculoskeletal structure of females and with the fact 

well known to those concerned with skiing injuries that 

Figure 1. Injury rates of skiers by sex, age, and 
turn group, Mount Snow, Vt., 
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Figure 2. Type of injury in relation to use of release bindings among males and females, matched 
case-control group, Mount Snow, Vt., 1961 
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such bindings often fail to disengage before injury is 

sustained. 

We do not know, except in gross terms, the nature or 

magnitude of the forces to which the ski-binding-boot-foot-

let-thigh-torso linkage is subjected in either normal skiing 

or under injury-producing conditions, and this information  

is needed for better design of safety equipment. Some of 

this missing information could come from laboratory re-

search, for example, the instrumentation of the several 

portions of this linkage while subjected to various force 

conditions. However, results of such work would tend to 

be of indeterminate relevance to the prevention of skiing 
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Figure 3. Relationship between sprains and 
fractures of the ankle and use of release bind-
ings, Mount Snow, Vt., 

Injury Release 
bindings 

Nonrelease 
bindings 

Total 

Sprains  11 13 24 
Fractures  14 9 23 

Total  25 22 47 

Of 51 such ankle injuries in the entire case series, 
2 fractures and 2 sprains were omitted here because the 
binding type was unknown. 

Figure 4. Distribution of injuries by type, Mount 
Snow, Vt., 

Injury type Number Percent 

Sprains  297 43 
Fractures 1  237 35 
Lacerations and abrasions  78 11 
Contusions  37 5 
Dislocations  17 3 
Others  18 3 

Total  684 100 

1  Includes 5 cases in which a knee was also sprained 

Figure 5. Distribution of fractures by site, Mount 
Snow, Vt., 

Location Num- 
ber 

Percent 
of total 

frac- 
tures 

Lower extremity  
Lateral malleolus: 

Without dislocation of talus__ _ 
With dislocation of talus  
With sprain of medial col- 

lateral ligament of ipsilat- 
eral knee 1  

211 

63 
12 

5 

89.0 

26.6 
5.1 

2.1 
Medial malleolus  20 8.4 
Bimalleolar  12 5.1 
Tibial shaft  36 15.2 
Tibial and fibular shafts, uni- 

lateral  52 21.9 
Fibular shaft  2 .8 
Foot  5 2.1 
Femur  1 .4 
Other  3 1.3 

Upper extremity  18 7.7 
Finger  7 3.0 
Metacarpal  3 1.3 
Other  8 3.4 

Trunk  8 3.4 
Clavicle  3 1.3 
Rib  2 .8 
Other  3 1.3 

Total fractures  237 2  101. 0 

2  Difference from 100 percent is due to rounding. 

accidents unless buttressed substantially with data from 

studies conducted under actual skiing conditions. In ad-

dition, while either laboratory or field experiments might 

lead to understanding of the forces produced under non-

injury-producing circumstances, they would not be likely 

to lead to determination of those which result in injury, 

since injuries cannot be deliberately induced in human 

subjects. 

Clinical Study 
A clinical study of 684 persons injured while skiing at 

Mount Snow during the 1960-61 season was obtained for 

this report. On arrival at the medical facility each patient 

was interviewed, and age, sex, and skiing experience was 

recorded. Skiing experience was determined by the skier's 

own rating of himself as a beginner, novice, intermediate, 

or expert. 

With increasing age 
Sprains were the most frequent injury, and these and 

fractures made up 78 percent of the total injuries (Figure 
4). Sprains of the ankle and the knee accounted for 80 

percent of the sprains and 36 percent of all injuries. 

Fracture of the lateral malleolus, the so-called ski frac-

ture, accounted for 34 percent of the fractures and 12 per-
cent of all injuries (Figure 5). Fracture of both the tibial 

and fibular shafts was the second most frequent fracture, 

making up 8 percent of all injuries. Less frequent were 

the so-called boot-top fractures, where the leg is levered 

over the boot fracturing both bones more transversely at 

the same level. There were 36 fractures of the tibial shaft 

alone, but only 2 of the fibular shaft alone. The only frac-

tured femur was in a woman 46 years old. 
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Figure 6. Number of persons with tibial and 
fibular shaft fractures, by age group, Mount 
Snow, Vt., 

you're more apt to break both tibia, fibula 
Males outpumbered females 377 to 307 in the injured 

group but the age distributions of the two sexes were very 

similar. Of 450 patients for whom a skiing-experience rat-

ing was recorded, 38 percent were classed as beginners, 

32 percent as novices, 28 percent as intermediates, and 3 

percent as experts. 

When specific injuries were analyzed by age, tibial shaft 

fractures were found to occur relatively more often in the 

younger members of the case series (Figure 6). With in-

creasing age there was a shift to combined tibial and fibu-

lar shaft fractures. Children under 15 years accounted for 

64 percent of the solitary tibial shaft fractures. In compar-

ison, only 17 percent of the total injured were under age 

15. With increasing age there was a marked change from a 

predominance of tibial shaft fractures, with or without 

fibular involvement, to a predominance of ankle fractures. 

The proportion of lateral malleolar fractures with disloca-

tion also increased with age; there was only one such dis-

location in a skier under age 20. 

In our series, ankle fractures were significantly more fre-

quent in women, as were knee sprains and combined tibial  

and fibular shaft fractures. Males had significantly more 

tibial shaft fractures alone. Among skiers with ankle 

sprains, however, there was a statistically significant 

shift from a preponderance of females in the beginner 

group to a preponderance of males in the intermediate-

expert category. 

An important point brought out in the study was that 25 

percent of all knee sprains were associated with ankle 

injuries, emphasizing the need for careful examination of 

both joints when either is injured. The female excess of 

knee sprains and ankle fractures may have resulted from 

low-er injury thresholds among females and from the lack of 

protection offered by their release bindings. 

TECHNICAL NOTE 

Physical forces applied to the body in skiing are the 
immediate and necessary cause of the injuries sus-
tained. These in turn result from forces secondary to 
the characteristics of (a) the skier and his actions, 
(b) his equipment, and (c) the environment in which 
he skis. While this has long been recognized infor-
mally, it is only very recently that Sprague has treated 
the physical parameters of these three aspects of the 
system analytically (9). On the basis of this work, 
he has derived the following equation for the velocities 
which can be reached on given slopes.. These agree 
closely with velocities observed under racing condi-
tions (personal communication). 

W (sin 0—K. cos 0))112  
AXIC. 

v =maximum attainable velocity (the "terminal 
velocity" at equilibrium, i.e., the speed at which 
wind resistance and friction of the skis balance 
the force of gravity), in miles per hour. 

K=0.68 (with this term= 1.0 the equation gives v in 
feet per second). 

TV----weight of skier, in pounds. 
a,----slope angle in degrees. 

K s =coefficient of friction. 
A =frontal area of skier, in square feet. 

IC,,,==coefficient of wind resistance. 

According to Sprague, for a 190-pound skier in a 
medium crouch (A=5.6 ft.2), with well-waxed skis 
and under optimum skiing conditions K,=0.02 and 
K,,=0.0009. v then varies with 0 as follows: 

Slope angle 
(degrees) 

Velocity 
(mph) 

3  24 
5  34 
10  52 
20  75 
30  92 
45  110 

v=K 
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Skiing in 
BY M. MICHAEL BRADY 

The October, 1963 issue of Summit contains an article 

entitled "Some 'Ski-Bumming' Tips for Europe" which 

describes skiing in the middle-European countries. The 

word "Europe" is used in the article's title, yet no men-

tion is made of Norway. Skiing not only originated in 

Norway, but owes much of its technique to the only country 

in the world which boasts a king who has been a competi-

tive ski jumper, and a capital city which has held a winter 

Olympics within the city limits. 

The word "ski" is a Norwegian word which is now inter-

national, while the word "slalom" describes an old form 

of ski competition and comes from a compounding of two 

old Norwegian words: sla (smooth slope) and laam (track, 

as left by a ski). The Christiana turn, or "Christy" was 

named for the home city of the men who first demonstrated 

the technique: the capital city of Christiania whose name 

was changed to Oslo on the city's 300th anniversary in 

1924. 

There are about 60 ski areas in Norway with ski lift 

facilities, varying from "shuttle tows" to cable cars, and 

varying in length from small practice-hill tows and 1,000-

foot slalom hill tows, to giant mile-long lifts like those at 

Norefjell and Narvik. Within the city limits of Oslo there 

are three ski lifts, and two large lifts are located just out-

side the city limits. One of these, at fiakadal, boasts the 

longest illuminated ski slope in northern Europe and a 

3,850-foot-long chair lift. Lift prices vary from about 7 

cents per ride for the smaller lifts to 30 cents to 45 cents 

for most of the larger lifts. 

Ski Touring 

For those with the mountaineering urge to do something 

other than take a lift uphill to ski downhill, Norway offers 

the world's best ski touring facilities. Literally thousands 

of ski huts and cabins dot the country, and hut-to-hut tours 

are the national pastime on winter holidays. Just a little 

over 20 minutes from the center of Oslo, by streetcar, lies 

the border of "Oslo-marka" —a large natural preserve 

criss-crossed with ski trails and slopes. A sunny Sunday 

will find thousands of Oslo residents on these trails. Go-

ing at their own pace, leisurely or fast, they ofter cover 
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as much as 30 to 45 miles in a day. Many huts and chalets 

serve as resting places where one can buy refreshments 

and, in some cases, meals. The Skiforeningen (equivalent 

of the NSA) maintains an excellent system of signs on the 

trails and often prepares trails and slopes. 

The mountains in the central part of the southern half of 

Norway offer limitless touring possibilities, and with many 

towns and villages and an extensive hut system main-

tained by the Skiforenningen and the Turistforenningen 

(equivalent of the Sierra Club), the selection of routes is 

broad and varied.A hut-to-hut tour through the Jotunheimen 

mountains is a unique and scenic experience, for although 

lower in elevation than the Alps, the Jotunheimen moun-

tains rise out of a low-elevation plateau. In elevations 

gained and distances traveled, the Jotunheimen are quite 

similar to the front range of the Rockies in Colorado. And 

for the late-spring climber who wants to swap skis for 

pitons, there are some faces equaling the Diamond, with 

one of them rising out of the sea! 

Skiing in Norway dates back several thousand years. 

Archeological finds near Alvdal and Kristiansand have 

produced skis 2000 to 2500 years old. To date, the oldest 

known evidence of skiing is a 4000-year-old cave-wall 

carving of a man on skis on the island of RCid'Oy on the 

Norwegian coast near the Arctic Circle. In the years be-

fore the railroad or the automobile, the ski was a major 

form of transportation in the winter months; Norwegian 

history often mentions skis and skiing. For several hun-

dred years skis have been used in the postal system, while 

the first army ski company was formed in 1720. In 1767 

(An active mountaineer and registered senior ski patrol-

man of N.S.P.S., M. Michael Brady is an American now 

residing in Oslo, Norway. Though he has skied and 

climbed, both summer and winter, in Switzerland and 

Austria, he says that Norwegian skiing appeals more to 

his mountaineering instincts. He covered more than 700 

miles while ski touring last season, and hopes in this 

article to encourage fellow American mountaineers to 

share the joys of Norwegian skiing, particularly touring.) 



these ski soldiers were known to have arranged competi-

tions, complete with regulations and awards. 

Since the time of the Vikings, Norwegians have been 

world-wanderers; skiing came with and spread out from 

Norwegians living in other lands. Many Norwegians were 

known to have skied in the U.S. in the middle 1800's. The 

best known of these was Jon Thoresen Rue, from Tinn in 

the province of Telemark, who was known as "Snowshoe 

Thompson" when he first used skis in California in 1856. 

Even in the Alpine countries, Norwegians were the first to 

use skis: Switzerland in 1881, Austria in 1888, Hungary in 

1888, and Germany in 1854. Until other countries estab-

lished their own ski factories, Norwegian-manufactured ski 

equipment dominated the world market, for the first factor-

ies specializing in skis and ski equipment were founded in 

1886 in Christiania and Faaberg. Tradenames such as 

Dovre, Kongsberg, and Kibut have long been known to the 

skiing world. 

CI i mate 

But what of modern day skiing in Norway? Far from being 

as cold as its latitude might indicate, the climate of win-

ter Norway has often been described as "solar,not polar." 

In fact, the author has been a good deal colder skiing in 

Northwestern Vermont or Donner Pass, California areas 

than he ever has been in Norway. Depending on location, 

the sun shines from 5 to 7 hours a day in January, 7 to 10 

hours a day in February, 10 to 12 hours a day in March, 

and 12 to 15 hours a day in April. At the resorts located 

above 3,000 feet, it is possible to ski in May and some-

times into June; for the never-say-die skiers, the glaciers 

offer year-round skiing. At Finse, located at an elevation 

of 4,010 feet on the railroad line between Bergen and Oslo, 

ski addicts enjoy skiing with natural light 24 hours a day 

in May. 

Norway can offer one of the least expensive ski vaca-

tions in Europe. Accommodations are extremely reason-

able, even by European standards. For those willing to 

"rough it" a bit, the Youth Hostels offer a bunk and three 

substantial meals a day for a little less than $2.40. Next 

in the rank of price come the Pensions, which offer private 

and semi-private rooms for as little as $3.50 to $5 a day, 

including three meals. Even the luxury hotels in the ski 

areas charge no more than $7 to $10 a day, again including 

three meals. Unlike some of their middle-European coun-

terparts, most Norwegian youth hostels and pensions and 

all hotels have excellent shower and bath facilities: Scan-

dinavia is universally known for its cleanliness. Most  

lodging places will also have a badstu, the Norwegian 

equivalent of the Finnish, sauna: an extremely warm room 

where one may sweat out the aches and pains of a day's 

skiing. 

Language poses no problem for the American, for Nor-

wegian proficiency in English is probably the highest in 

Europe. In all the larger ski areas most signs and an-

nouncements appear in English while hotel employees and 

ski instructors are usually fluent in English. 

in structi on 

Norwegian ski instructors can trace their trade back to 

the first "certified" professional ski instructors who were 

Norwegian soldiers stationed in Stockholm, Sweden in 

1885-86. Present-day ski instruction is well organized, 

with a central authorization board controlling the educa-

tion, certification, and practice of ski instruction. The 

reverse-shoulder technique of downhill and slalom skiing 

is taught using a progression almost identical to that used 

in Austria. Better known for their excellence in the Nordic 

events, Norwegian skiers are not restricted to the lift 

areas alone. 

By far the most popular form of skiing in the country is 

touring, while the popularity of the yearly Holmenkollen 

jumping competition urges many young boys to select jump-

ing as their strong competitive sport. Fully-qualified "ski-

teachers" (the highest instructor rank) thus must be 

equally skilled and at home on steel-edged, plastic-based 

slalom and downhill skis as they are on the thin, edge-

less, limber cross-country racing skis. Ski lessons are 

extremely reasonable, with charges ranging from about 70 

cents an hour in groups of 4 or 5, or $2 to $3 for private 

lessons. At the regular ski schools at Oslo, Geilo, 

Lillehammer, Solfonn, and Voss, it is possible to have a 

complete 6- to 10-day course. The Norwegian Ski School 

has a program of proficiency tests, with badges bearing 

one, two, or three stars being awarded according to the 

level of test successfully passed. 

Far from being concentrated, the 60-plus Norwegian ski 

areas are far too numerous and extensive to mention in 

this short article. However, most major areas are located 

no more than 6 to 8 hours by train or bus from the nearest 

port of entry. Complete lists of areas, facilities, lodgings, 

and prices can be obtained from the Norway Travel Assoc-

iation, Hieronymus Heyerdahls gata 1, Oslo, Norway. 

So, indeed, speaking of "European" skiing without 

mentioning Norway is like speaking of automobile history 

without mentioning Henry Ford. 
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The north face of Lovers Leap showing the new direct route. "B" indicates the bivouac location. Photo by Jack Davidson 
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Lovers Leap, for those who are not familiar with it, is a 

1,000-foot-high granite escarpment located on Highway 50, 

approximately 14 miles southwest of Lake Tahoe in 

California. Access to the face and climbing area is best 

gained by turning off Highway 50 at Strawberry Lodge, tak-

ing the road over the bridge, past a large pond and a few 

cabins for about a quarter-mile. At this point, the road 

ends and a hike of an additional quarter-mile along the 

creek bed and old logging road will bring you to the base 

of the Great North Wall. 

For quite some time, Ken Edsberg and I had been look-

ing at Lovers Leap, considering an ascent right up the 

center of the face. The route we had in mind was obviously 

possible, but the large overhangs and center of the climb 

appeared relatively free of any definite crack system. 

Would it mean placing bolt after bolt, or were there suffici-

ent small cracks to permit a bolt-free ascent? The latter 

seemed doubtful but, of course, from the ground it was 

impossible to tell. 

One Saturday afternoon last April, after having done one 

of the standard routes, Ken and I stood looking at the 

wall from the road and once more pondered the possibili-

ties of a bolt-free ascent. We both agreed that we'd never 

get it climbed by looking at it, so we decided to stop 

procrastinating and start climbing. Sunday morning dawned 

clear and cold. After breakfast, we sorted hardware, packed 

our gear, including a bolt kit—just in case—and headed 

up the road toward our new goal. 

The scramble up the long talus slope ended at the base 

of an easy chimney leading to the wide ledge running 

along the entire lower portion of the face. A traverse left 

brought us to a high vertical wall. This wall was unique 

in that it was broken at 4- to 6-foot intervals with horizon-

tal shelf-like ribs. The ribs were rather frail looking, but 

they held, and the two leads to the top, although quite 

exposed, went 5th class. 

At the top of the wall, a short ramp lead to the base of 

a 100-foot-high, and slightly overhanging, open book, col-

ored with orange and groen lichen. Twenty 6th class pins 

were used to reach the top of the dihedral and a small 

ledge underneath the first ceiling. 

Time had caught up with us by then so we left a fixed 

rope with the idea of returning the next weekend to make 

our final push. That weekend, however, marked the be-

ginning of the long-awaited snows, and it wasn't until 

June that we were able to return. 

Saturday morning, June 8, we reached our previous high 

point and resumed the climb. The three hours that followed 

were spent fitting pitons into tiny bottoming cracks out 

underneath the ceiling. In surmounting the overhang on the 

right end, the supply of any type of cracks seemed to be 

exhausted. Then as Ken was standing in the top loops of 

his 6th class slings, looking for something to drive a 

piton into, the knife blade that was supporting his weight 

gave out and he instantly lost several feet of altitude. By 

now, I was cold and cramped in my awkward belay posi-

tion, and Ken was understandably tired, so we traded off. I 

replaced the knife blade, shimmed it with a rurp and tested 

it—it held. Standing in my upper loops, I could see noth-

ing to drive a piton into, so I had to place a bolt. 

From here, the route went up to a narrow rounded ledge 

and traversed left to the base of an eight-inch-wide black 

moss-filled chimney about fifty feet long. Ken took the 

lead again while I belayed in slings and cursed the falling 

dirt and moss which had to be cleared away to reveal a 

series of bottoming cracks in rotten rock. 

The next pitch was class 5 and ended at a sloping water-

soaked ledge, approximately 16 inches wide and occupied 

by an inhospitable bush. Darkness had overtaken us and 

with no better place in sight for a bivouac, this had to do. 

Then it happened—just as we finished placing enough 

pitons to keep men and equipment from plummeting out 

Lovers Leap 
BY JACK DAVIDSON 
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Author on 

ceiling pitch, two pitons 

below the bolt. 

Photo by Ken Edsberg 

into space during the night, and just as we started to par-
take of our first meal since breakfast, a cloud completely 
enveloped us. Minutes later a blinding flash and a deafen-
ing explosion told us, in no uncertain terms, that lightning 
was going to be the order of the evening. Furthermore, this 
storm was close—too close. Well aware of the dangers of 
lightning, we gathered every spare piece of dry rope and 
material in an attempt to insulate ourselves from the wet 
rock. 

The commotion continued to promote low morale until 
nearly midnight when it stopped as suddenly as it started. 
With a possible tough day ahead, and nothing more than 
the endless line of traffic far below on Highway 50 to 
watch, we tried to get some sleep. 

After a long, long night, morning finally came. Three 
pitches of 5th class climbing, in wet, cold clothing, took 
us to the summit and the welcomed warmth of sunshine so 
scarce on north faces. Here at the top we ate what we felt 
was a well-earned breakfast and took a short nap on warm 
level ground. 

On the way down, both of us felt good about the climb 
and hoped in the future more climbers would discover the 
many climbing possibilities of this great place. 

The ascent involved one pitch of 4th class climbing, five 
pitches of class 5.3 to 5.8, and three pitches of 6.3 to 6.7 
difficulty. One bolt and 54 pitons were used—several of 
which were left in place. The climb took around 28 hours 
and included one bivouac. 
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Ken Edsberg leading the first pitch just below the wide ledge. Photo by Jack Davidson 
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Mount Zirkel 
BY CHARLES K. CRANSTON 

A worthy objective for the weekend hiker, backpacker, 

climber, or cross-country skier is the relatively isolated 

Park Range of Northwestern Colorado. 

The Park Range crest varies from approximately 9,000 

feet to 12,180 feet and carries the Continental Divide from 

Rabbit Ears Pass on U.S. Highway 40 north for sixty miles 

to the Wyoming border. Rabbit Ears Pass is the only paved 

all-weather highway across the range. The only other 

trans-range road is Buffalo Pass, a gravel highway be-

tween Steamboat Springs and Walden. Buffalo Pass is open 

only from July until the first snows of the fall. 

The range is covered in full by the map of the Routt 

National Forest, and its most interesting areas are cov-

ered by the following U.S.G.S. 7.5 minute quadrangles: 

Storm Mountain, Buffalo Pass, Mount Ethel, Mount Zirkel, 

and Davis Peak. 

Since the Park Range is a large igneous intrusion, the 

primary rock is granite and schist. There are many faces 

which afford all varieties of climbing. The highest peaks, 

Mt. Zirkel (12,180 feet) and Big Agnes (12,059 feet) offer 

the best choices. 

During a two-year residence in Steamboat Springs, my 

wife Nancy and I reached the summit of almost all of the 

Park Range Peaks, On July 7, 1963 we accepted the chal-

lenge of the highest and most isolated, Mount Zirkel. 

We left the roadhead (8,100 feet), three miles beyond the 

Seedhouse Guardstation, shortly after 5 a.m. The morning 

was cool, fresh, and full of promise. 

Our route for the first six miles followed a trail along 

Gilpin Creek and its tributary to Gilpin Lake (10,338 feet). 

Aspen abounds from the lower elevations until about 9,000 

feet where thick coniferous forest prevails. We crossed 
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Gilpin Creek three times by wading across the ice-cold 

stream, attempting not to capsize in the face of the heavy 

runoff, now at its peak. The last mile to Gilpin Lake is 

quite steep and at times swampy. 

From Gilpin Lake the route to the summit of Mount Zirkel 

is trailless. We traveled in a northeasterly direction for 

one mile, during which it was necessary to ascend a steep 

grassy slope having a vertical rise of 1,000 feet. The 

labor of ascending this slope was relieved by drinks of 

cold water, fresh from the melting snowfields, the sight of 

the wildflowers (glacier lillies, fairy trumpets, and others 

whose names we did not know), and by the expanding 

vista. Big Agnes rose two miles to the northwest, Gilpin 

Creek flowed 2,000 feet below, and the magnificent outline 

of The Dome stood fifteen miles to the south. We reached 

timberline at the top of this slope, the crest of the ridge 

dividing Gold Creek from Gilpin Creek. This is the high 

country whose music is that of the rivulets cascading from 

the snowfields, and the wind piercing the crags. 

The Continental Divide is one half mile northeast from 

the top of the Gold Creek-Gilpin Creek ridge, and this one 

half mile turned out to be the most difficult portion of the 

climb (although not necessarily so). It is possible to fol-

low the crest of the ridge to the Divide, however this 

would necessitate climbing the South Peak of Mount Zirkel 

(12,006 feet), and then descending into the saddle between 

the South Peak to the final summit ridge of Mount Zirkel. 

It appeared to us that if we contoured around the east 

side of the South Peak, we could reach the Divide and the 

main summit ridge without losing too much altitude. We 

to page 35, please 
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Among the rugged, snow-patched crests of California's 

Sierra Nevada, just west of Lake Tahoe, stretches an open, 

lake-studded alpine trough called Desolation Valley. In 

spite of the forbidding name, it is an inviting, friendly 

high-mountain domain made to order for those who like to 

hike, climb, fish, and camp amid unspoiled natural sur-

roundings. 

This stimulating skyland is in Eldorado National Forest 

and some 64 square miles are preserved by the U.S. Forest 

Service in the Desolation Valley Primitive Area. Roads 

are prohibited, but it is readily accessible by well-

maintained trails which reach the most scenic spots and 

ascend to panoramic viewpoints over Lake Tahoe and the 

surrounding country. 

During the two million years of the Ice Age the Desola-

tion Valley area, like all of the High Sierra, except the 

topmost peaks, was buried four successive times under 

glaciers hundreds of feet thick. These ponderous rivers of 

ice were master sculptors and, when they finally melted, 

left a heritage of shining, clean-swept granite slopes, 

sheer cliffs, deep cirques, and rocky basins. The scenery  

would perhaps border on the bleak if it weren't for scores 

of sparkling lakes, miles of cascading trout streams, flash-

ing waterfalls, and lush green meadows. There are, too, 

groves of feathery mountain hemlocks, pointed red firs, and 

sunny open forests of ponderosa, Jeffrey, and lodgepole 

pines. Over all is an intense blue sky and a pervading 

peace and changelessness that is a welcome relief from 

the tensions of modern living. 

Desolation Valley itself is in the southern part of the 

Primitive Area, and drains southward to the South Fork of 

the American River. With an altitude slightly over 8,000 

feet, it is a typical High Sierra glacial basin, three miles 

long and two miles wide, floored by the wide expanse of 

island-dotted Lake Aloha. Over Mosquito Pass, 8,350 feet, 

to the north, is Rockbound Valley, headwaters of the 

Rubican River, which extends for nine miles to Rockbound 

Lake, 6,529 feet, at the northwest corner of the Primitive 

Area. Both valleys are enclosed by peaks and ridges, to 

the east and west, rising 2,000 to 2,500 feet. 

The Sierra crest is on the east side, but higher and more 

prominent is the Crystal Range, to the west. Culminating 

Desolation. 
Looking east across southern end of Lake Tahoe, and Fallen Leaf Lake, right, from summit of Mount Tallac. Skyline 

peaks are in Nevada. Photo by David May 



in Pyramid Peak, 9,983 feet elevation, at the south end, its 

ten-mile row of lofty summits can be seen from the Sierra 

foothills, fifty miles away. Although easily scaled, these 

mountains rise above timberline and most years harbor 

banks of snow and ice throughout the summer in shady 

north- and east-facing cirques. 

The summits of the Sierra divide are almost as high, and 

include famed Mount Tallac, 9,735 feet altitude, which 

soars 3,500 feet directly above Lake Tahoe. An excellent, 

much-used trail leads to the top, where there is a stupen-

dous, 360-degree panorama. All of Tahoe is spread out 

below, as is also forest-bordered Cascade and Fallen Leaf 

lakes, and a dozen or so smaller ones tucked away among 

the mountains of the Primitive Area roundabout. Many a 

Tallac climber swears that the view is the most magnifi-

cent to be found anywhere. 

The Desolation Primitive Area is accessible from several 

directions. Trails enter from U.S. 50 at Echo Lakes, to the 

southeast; and Fallen Leaf Lake and Eagle Falls Camp-

ground on Route 89, near Emerald Bay, on the east. The 

north and east boundaries are considerably more remote  

and hard to reach. Most hikers start at Echo Lake Chalet 

and take off in a power boat to Camp Harvey West at the 

end of Upper Echo Lake. From there a trail ascends four 

miles to Desolation Valley. On the way the route passes 

beautiful tree-fringed Lake of the Woods, with Pyramid 

Peak as an impressive backrdop. Nearby is warm Frata 

Lake, a good swimming hole, and along the trail near Hay-

press Meadows is a gigantic red fir, seven feet in diameter 

four and a half feet abbve the ground. 

For those who prefer to do their traveling on four legs 

instead of two, there are pack stations, with guides, hors-

es and equipment, at Echo Lake, Fallen Leaf Lodge, 

Meeks Bay, and Camp Richardson in Bay View. 

Alt in all, this sequestered mountain retreat is a place 

to savor and enjoy. California's famous naturalist and 

writer, John Muir, many years ago expressed the feelings 

of the ever-increasing number of High Sierra visitors when 

he said: "I wonder if in all the world there is another 

mountain range of equal height, blessed with weather so 

fine, and so openly kind, hospitable and approachable?" 

"se7alle3r Primitiv-e Area 
BY RICHARD H. MAY AND WELDON F. HEALD 

Aloha Lake in Desolation Valley. Desolation Valley Primitive Area, Eldorado National Forest, California. 



After spending nearly a month in the Brooks Range, these intrepid "expeditioners" rode a raft 60 miles down the Hula-
hula River to Barter Island in the Arctic Ocean. Left to right are Bill Lentch, Dick Jali, Dennis Burge, Gene Gail, 
Barbara Hill, Graham Stephenson, Larry Gail, and George Barnes. Photo by Tom McCord 

Alaska Expedition 
BY LOUISE T. WERNER 

For a mountaineering vacation that's different, plan your-

self an expedition. Here's how a dozen people, most of 

them California members of the Sierra Club, expeditioned 

during mid-July to mid-August of 1963, on the treeless 

tundra on the north side of the Brooks Range in Alaska. A 

special feature of their exit was rafting down the Hulahula 

River to Barter Island in the Arctic Ocean. 

Early in April Graham Stephenson, a Certified Public Ac-

countant, started the ball rolling by presenting to a number 

of mountaineering friends a sheaf of papers setting forth 

an itinerary for a thirty-day trip, a bibliography, a trip 
agreement, medical requirements, a personal equipment 

list, a community equipment list, tentative menus, and 
quotes from several scientists who had studied the flora, 

fauna, geology, history, and weather in the area. 
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So it came about that twelve expeditioners stepped off a 

jet in Fairbanks, Alaska, at 7 P.M., Saturday, July 17th, 

after a three-hour flight from Seattle that had begun at 7 

P.M. the same day. It was the first of several confusions 

posed by our big, non-conforming forty-ninth state. Fair-

banks is farther west than most of us realized; also, up 

there toward the pole the longitude lines accelerate in 

their approach to one another, making time zones narrower. 

Who were the eleven who found Graham's prospectus in-

teresting enough to join up? Lothar Kolbig, a veteran of 

several mountaineering expeditions; Gene Gail, a dentist; 

his son Larry, a high school senior; George Barnes and 

Dennis Burge, both physicists from the Naval Ordinance 

Test Station at China Lake; Tom Hunt, Professor of 

Philosophy; his wife Trudie, Librarian; Barbara Hill, Home 



Economics Teacher; Dick Jali, a Missiles Aerodynamics 

Engineer; Bill Lentch, a Junior at Oregon State, and 

mys elf. 

Dick assembled the six primus stoves, fuel for the entire 

thirty days (there is practically no fuel to be found on the 

treeless tundra on the north side of the Brooks Range) and 

arranged for the rental of two 4-man Logan tents. Graham 

already owned one and the Hunts brought their own Gerry 

Yearound tent. 

The mounds of expedition duffle weighed fifteen hundred 

pounds at the Seattle Airport. Graham had secured from 

Alaska Airlines a promise of unlimited overweight, without 

extra cost, as far as Fairbanks. There was, however, a 

limiting factor—a twenty-mile backback to the thilahula 

River, sometime near the middle of the trip. 

ush Pilot 

On reaching Fairbanks, the lift began right away by bush 

pilot to Arctic Village, two hundred forty miles to the 

northeast. Watches that had not been adjusted said 10:30 

P.M. During their short summers the bush pilots make the 

most of the days when the sun never sets. Pilot Don Jonz 

made the eighty-minute round trip twice with a Twin 

Beachcraft Bonanza, each time carrying five passengers, 

some five hundred pounds of duffle, and numerous extra 

five-gallon drums of aviation gas , to be used on the second 

part of the lift, by float plane, over the crest of the Brooks 

Range, to Schrader Lake. On his third trip to Arctic Vil-

lage he brought in a Cessna 180 float plane with Graham 

and George, and these two were immediately flown to 

Schrader Lake to select a campsite. 

Pilot Jonz, who has flown in the Alaskan bush for half a 

dozen years, is part owner of Frontier Air Service of Fair-

banks, a company that made the lift for us at $50 per hour, 

half the cost charged by larger companies. 

The bush pilots fly by sight, staying for the most part 

below the clouds, letting you see the country as no other 

mode of transportation can wide open spaces (Texas 

has nothing to equal them), the miles and miles of lush 

green tundra broken everywhere by lakes and ponds, rivers 

that wind in endless S-curves, or spread out in braided 

channels a few inches above the permafrost. 

A murky cloud cover cast a moody spell over the tundra. 

We flew over the great Yukon River, only recently clear of 

ice. The Yukon River was for many years a principal route 

into interior Alaska, the scene of adventure, hardship, and 

death for scores of miners who braved its rapids on log 

rafts in their rush to the gold fields just before the turn of 

the century. 

Two committees welcomed us when the Twin Beachcraft 

bumped down on the roughly scratched-out runway near  

Arctic Village beside the East Fork of the Chandalar Riv-

er. The mosquitoes got to us first. Where had we packed 

the three dozen cans of Off? The other welcoming com-

mittee came by motor 'boat—Eskimos from a village a 

half mile away, inviting us to a party in honor of the 

Episcopal Bishop of Alaska, who had also flown in that 

day. We had already had a long, exciting day (it must have 

been midnight our time), but we went, thinking it might be 

our only chance to see Eskimos living in their own village. 

The dancing and hymn-singing was about over when we 

arrived, many wide-awake children eyed us shyly, and 

coffee was being served in one of the log homes. The 

village had about sixty inhabitants. 

The next morning a loon, crying on a nearby pond, was 

our alarm clock. Feeling highly disorganized, we delved 

into the expedition food for the first time, managing a 

breakfast of corned beef hash, dried fruit, coffee, and 

cocoa. On our stony clearing beside the airstrip, we sat 

for a time amid an array of unwashed bowls, cups, and 

spoons, sticky skillet, overturned coffee water, a variety 

of dumped duffle, serenaded by mosquitoes, everybody 

hoping some other fellow would start the clean-up. Bill 

Lentch expressed the general sentiment when he said, 

"Let's nobody do anything." 

All day Sunday Pilot Jonz was busy lifting the expedi-

tion the remaining ninety miles over the Brooks Range to 

Schrader Lake in the Cessna float plane, three people plus 

gear, including tent, stoves, fuel, and food enough to sus-

tain them should the lift be slowed by bad weather. It 

rained intermittently, but by 1 A.M., Monday, the last 

expeditioner set foot on the boggy shores of Schrader Lake. 

The crest of the Brooks Range, as seen from the Cessna 

at midnight, was most spectacular. At first, smooth bald 

domes, then sharp, rocky peaks, black ridges streaked 

with snow, glaciered troughs, and corniced summits. 

Our three Logan tents were pitched on a knoll above a 

snowfield that lay between us and the lake. Schrader Lake 

is about seven miles long, a mile wide, at an elevation 

of 2,700 feet. To the south, above Peters Lake, Mt. 

Chamberlin lifted a snowy summit to 9,030 feet; it was 

one of the objectives of the expedition. 

Mosquito Stew 

The mosquitoes were jubilant at the timely arrival of 

twelve warm-blooded creatures. They shared our food, too, 

and in turn fell into the pot and became part of the stew. A 

fourteen-inch lake trout, caught by Larry, was served up 

with a rich mosquito sauce and be it said in tribute to the 

hardihood of mountaineers, not one turned it down. George 

developed a neat technique, tucking his bowl, spoon, and 

to page 22, please 
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The east fork of the Chandalar River, on which Arctic Village is situ-
ated, afforded landing for a float plane which carried the expeditioners 
three at a time, plus gear, over the crest of the Brooks Range to 
Schrader Lake, elevation 2,700 feet. 

Gene Gail overlooks many 
Chamberlin, after wading 
much a part of climbing 
Range in summer. 

Arctic Village, Alaska, 240 miles northeast of Fairbanks, where the 
expedition changed to a float plane. 

Photos by Louise T. Werner 

The parka squirrel, a 

friendly little robber. It used to take a 

hundred of these to make an Eskimo 

parka. Now they are protected 

by law, and they do take advantage 

of it. 



Disappearing 

over the glare ice, 

Chamberlin Glacier. 

High Camp on Mt. Chamberlin at about 4,300 feet. Graham Stephenson, 
Dick Jali, and Dennis Burge have gone incognito behind mosquito nets. 

tranded Carnivore Creek on the way to Mt. 
we-deep to get across it. Wading is very 
!cl hiking on the north side of the Brooks 
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both hands under his headnet, he swallowed fewer mo-

squitoes. 

The wind strengthened and began blowing out the primus-

es, and that ended the outdoor cooking. It rained. All the 

Logan tents leaked. The Hunts, with their Yearound tent 

with horcolite fly, had the only dry tent. It should be said 

in fairness, that no seller or renter of Logan tents will 

guarantee them to be waterproof. From the reports of sci-

entists who had spent summer months in the area, we had 

assumed that the rainfall would be negligible. We chose 

the Logan tents because they are light for backpacking 

(14/2  pounds for four men), you can stand up in one, and 

there's room for cooking inside. 

When Graham announced that on Tuesday, July 23rd, a 

party would start for Mt. Chamberlin, all were eager to be 

on the move, except the Hunts, who wished to explore 

westward in the direction of the Sadlerochit river. The 

rest of us carried two tents, four primus stoves, fuel, and 

food for three days, and-  personal gear, including ice axes, 

crampons, and rope. 

With Schrader Lake on our left, we started south across 

the flower-dotted tundra, noting the Alaskan poppy, slight-

ly more mustard colored than our California one, pink 

stalks of bistort, and fluffy cotton grass. A faintly sweet-

ish odor came up from the wet sponge underfoot, which 

became more boggy as we approached Whistler Creek. Dry-

looking bunches of tough grass promised good footing, but 

more often than not, dumped you off into ankle-deep water. 

Later we discovered that all who spend much time on the 

tundra in summer, wear shoe pacs or Korean boots. The 

only alternative is learning to live with continuously wet 

feet. 

Some donned rubber wading pants for wading across knee-

deep Whistler Creek, others went in bare feet. 

Along the west side of Peters Lake we contoured a 

slope, somewhat drier. Here bush willows grew several 

feet high, the first firewood we had seen. On the opposite 

side of the lake, we could make out the buildings of the 

Navy's facility for Arctic Research, not in use at the 

moment. Our eyes followed up a canyon above it, to the 

snowy slopes of Mt. Chamberlin, its summit under clouds. 

To get there we had to skirt the south eucl of Peters 

Lake, where numerous streams pouring down out of Carni-

vore Canyon, meant more wading. After that a steep climb 

up Chamberlin Creek brought us to a meadow at an eleva-

tion of about 4,300 feet, where we set up camp, less than 

a thousand feet below the snout of the Chamberlin Glacier. 

The seven-mile backpack had taken six- and a-half hours, 

including a generous lunch stop. 

Two young caribou came by on the opposite side of the  

creek, the first we had seen. We had hoped, in vain, that 

the mosquitoes would eschew the higher elevation. The 

next morning they followed us up onto the glacier, where 

the other nine donned crampons and disappeared up the 

glare ice. 

The following is George's report of the climb: "From the 

upper part of the Chamberlin Glacier (to the northwest of 

the peak) the ascent proceeded up the north spur of the 

west ridge leading to elevation 8,090 on that ridge. A 

hard-packed fifty-degree snow slope was encountered on 

the spur. The west ridge was then easily followed to the 

summit. Fog and light rain were endured from 7,500 feet 

up. Graham, Dennis, and I left the others at elevation 

7,200 feet on the spur, to complete the ascent, presumably 

a first. A note and rock in a plastic bag were left on the 

summit. Climbed July 24th." 

At mid-afternoon, the six who had turned back began 

straggling into high camp talking about avalanche condi-

tions caused by fresh snow on the ice. It began to rain. 

am n 

On Thursday, July 25, we struck high camp and packed 

back to Schrader Lake in an all-day rain. Some wished 

they had invested in better rainwear. Those who had a 

"walking tent" by Holubar, covering completely the Kelty 

Packs, cameras, and all but boots, had the best protection. 

The tents had not stopped leaking. You could change to 

dry clothing from your Kelty (everybody carried a Kelty 

except Lothar) and these, under a plastic sheet outside, 

kept your things drier than did the tents), but there was no 

chance to dry what you took off. On Friday morning, during 

a brief period of sunshine and wind, some of us hung up 

our sleeping bags on the tent ropes. In the middle of 

breakfast we had to run out to rescue them from a fresh 

shower. 

Meanwhile, some oil geologists had flown in to occupy a 

facility (two bunkhouses and a cook tent) about half a mile 

to the northeast, one swamp and two stream-crossings from 

our knoll. Some of us, drifting in that direction, found their 

tent, presided over by Dino, the cook, dry, warm and 

hospitable and full of the smell of fresh baked bread, cake 

and coffee. 

While Barbara and I were visiting with Dino, the wind 

blew down two of the Logan tents, one on top of my cam-

era, drenching it. After that, the shutter wouldn't work, the 

film wouldn't advance, and the light meter wouldn't regis-

ter. 

Dino had invited Barbara and me for luncheon on Sunday. 

When we arrived for the luncheon date, he was singing over 

a bowl of potato pancake batter, and as he started to bake 

them, Graham stuck his head into the cook tent and said, 
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"Get back to camp, girls; we have to pack up and start for 

the Hulahula River." 

It seemed that a helicopter had flown in and Graham had 

arranged for a lift for all but our personal gear, all the way 

to the Hulahula, saving us at least one extra backpack 

trip. We still had more than a hundred pounds apiece, what 

with three rubber rafts, a paddle and life jacket each, guns, 

tents, primus stoves and fuel, and food for another twenty 

days. Getting a lift from the helicopter was a tremendous 

break. 

We packed everything into three rubber rafts, boarded 

them, and with all hands paddling, made our way the 

seven-mile-length of Schrader Lake to its northeast shore, 

where the helicopter agreed to pick up the gear on Monday 

morning. 

Sunday night, July 28th, we camped on the northeast 

shore of Schrader Lake. It rained; the wind beat savagely 

on the tents all night long, driving the water through the 

fabric in sheets, even though we were partially protected 

behind the up-turned boats. In the morning the helicopter 

moved the gear to the Hulahula in two trips, and then flew 

the Hunts, Lothar, and myself back to the oil facility 

where we radioed for a charter service to fly us out. 

On July 29th, the remaining eight members of the expedi-

tion committed themselves to getting back to civilization 

by way of the Hulahula River to Barter Island, a hundred 

miles away. On Barter Island our government maintains a 

DEWline station for early warning against atomic attack. 

ahe Mt. Michelson Area 

From the diaries of Gene Gail and Graham Stephenson 

The twelve-mile backpack to where the helicopter had 

deposited the gear on the shore of the Hulahula River at 

an elevation of about 1,600 feet, was over terrain much 

like we had encountered at Schrader Lake—four tundra 

ridges each followed by stream crossings, sliding off tus-

socks into squishy mud. The mosquitoes were in full force. 

By the time camp had been set up, boats blown up for pro-

tection against the wind, mud wrung from socks, and a corn 

dinner stowed away, it was 11:30 P.M., and raining. 

The next day was spent inside the tents. It stormed all 

day. Some mended duffle bags and waders that had been 

nibbled by squirrels, while plans were set up to spend nine 

days climbing in the Mt. Michelson area, setting up one of 

the tents at a high camp where two groups would alternate 

for climbs. This would allow ten days for rafting down the 

Hulahula to Barter Island, an estimated sixty miles, in 

time to catch the August 17th plane to Fairbanks, a once-

a-week run. 

On July 31st George, Bill, Dick, Dennis, and Larry 

packed up for a three-day stay at high camp. Graham and  

Gene went along to help carry and set up camp, returning 

the same day to base camp. on the Hulahula where Barbara 

had been left, clutching a rifle, to protect the food supply 

from grizzly bears, although none had yet been seen. At 

this time the Hulahula could be waded, using extreme care, 

and with the aid of an ice axe. 

After a seven-mile backpack, high camp was set up west 

of the snout of the Esetuk Glacier at an elevation of about 

4,800 feet. The sun came out and it might have been a 

pleasant day if the mosquitoes had not come out, too. 

igh Camp 

George speaking: "August 2nd Bill and I climbed peak 

8500 plus, two miles SSW of Mt. Michelson. We used the 

north ridge all the way from the Esetuk Glacier, reaching 

the summit at 9 P.M. after starting at 2 P.M. We had de-

cided to let clearing weather be the sole determiner of the 

start of the climbing day. 

"Forty to fifty degree snow, easy step kicking, but snow 

balled up under the crampons. The summit is a sharp ridge 

with two high points, the northern being the higher. Both 

were climbed in a fog. We named the peak (provisionally) 

Mt. Agile, after a U.S. Government project to aid peoples 

in remote areas, with which project I am intimately con-

nected. We got back to high camp at 3 A.M. the next day." 

Dick speaking: "On August 2nd, the sunshine got us up 

at 0900 in hopes of drying off. In Alaska's summer, it 

doesn't matter when you start, since it never gets dark, so 

we finally got off at 1400. The view up the Esetuk Glacier 

was fabulous. We could see Mt. Michelson, Point 8500 

plus, and everything else. It looked good. 

"Dennis and I planned to go around the south buttress of 

Michelson, and up a route to the southeast of the summit. 

It began to snow. We came to a heavily crevassed icefall. 

Deteriorating weather and the lack of hardware turned us 

back. 

"We then headed for Point 8105. The route led up to a 

snow saddle between the eastern flanks of Michelson and 

Point 8105, and then south up an ever-sharpening knife of 

snow toward the summit. Finally, at the end of a snow 

cornice, a steep rocky crag appeared. It was the summit. 

We built a small cairn. 

"We were where no man had been before. We had added 

our small bit to the history of mountaineering. It was our 

peak, all ours. 

"As we descended the sun came out and painted the 

peaks and glaciers beautiful shades of gold and rose. It 

was a fantastic spectacle, awesome and exciting to see; 

almost like a divine reward for our efforts and certainly a 

wonderful ending to a wonderful day." 

Meanwhile, at base camp on the Hulahula River, Barbara 
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and Graham went picking berberries. "My aching back," 

complained Graham. "They grow all of a quarter-inch from 

the ground." The syrup and candy Barbara made were de-

licious, but steam, plus the smogging of the kerosene 

primus, made it necessary to open the tent flap, and then 

it took three hours to get rid of the cloud of mosquitoes 

that swarmed in. 

On August 4th Graham, Gene, and Barbara started for 

high camp. Wading the Hulahula was out; the water was 

too high, so they paddled a boat across. On the opposite 

side they met Dick, Larry, and Dennis coming down from 

High Camp. While taking the boat back across the river, 

Larry and Dennis, on getting out of the boat too soon, were 

swept downstream a hundred yards before they could re-

gain their footing. They lost their ice axes and Dennis' 

camera got soaked. One of the ice axes was later found. 

Cast Days at High Camp 

Two feet of fresh snow having fallen at the higher level, 

the last mile was made in dense fog, with the temperature 

below freezing. In a white blizzard they had a hard time 

finding the white tent. 

It snowed all the next day, so they had breakfast in bed, 

lunch in bed, dinner in bed, then settled down for some 

rest. 

August 6th: During a three-hour period of sunshine that 

gradually misted inc Gene went out by himself, climbed the 

ridge, followed it to another, and reached a summit, which 

"I am sure was a first ascent, since no one else in the 

area would ever have b,othered to climb it." It was very 

still and solitary on the little peak. Gradually clouds 

began rising in little wisps from the deep valleys all 

around, until he found himself closed in. Slowly he fol-

lowed his tracks back, reluctant to leave the peace and 

quiet, and the misty, snow-white beauty all around. That 

night he found the tent (with five people) cramping. "In 

all this huge state of Alaska, I don't even have room to 

roll over." 

August 7th: "The first completely cloudless day since 

we left the lower forty-eight." Plowing through knee-deep 

snow, Bill and George set out up the ridge. A little later 

Graham and Gene followed, crossed the Esetuk Glacier, 

topped a ridge covered with windblown snow, in some 

places inches deep and in others hip-deep, to loose tilted 

rocks hidden by snow. Climbing became a slipping, stumb-

ling, tiring procedure. Higher up, a knife edge with steep, 

loose snow turned them back, five hundred feet short of a 

summit. 

The other team, too, had turned back on this, the most 

beautiful day of the entire trip. Knowing it to be the end of 

the climbing phase of the expedition, they lingered to en- 

joy the magnificent white landscape, the drifting snow 

granules, horse-tails on all the ridges, ripply, swirling 

patterns, spectacular mountains and deep blue sky over-

head. Out over the Arctic Ocean, the ice pack seemed to 

have moved nearer to shore. 

0  ff to Barter Island 

August 8th: From maps the distance to Barter Island was 

estimated at about sixty miles, with a drop of sixteen hun-

dred feet. At the point of embarkation, the valley was 

wide and U-shaped, the river (in a number of channels) 

about eighty yards wide, and one to six feet deep. 

The air mattresses went into the bottom of the boats, re-

maining gear and food on top, and then the people crowded 

on as best they could, each wielding a paddle; Gene, 

Larry, Dick, and Dennis on Boat I and Graham, Bill, Bar-

bara, and George on Boat II. The canyon gradually nar-

rowed to about fifty feet, the water boiling furiously, some-

times around ninety-degree turns. Waves began coming in 

over the sides. 

Then came the rapids. It was like riding a bronco. One 

large wave broke completely over the boat. "I blew out my 

nose as you do in swimming," said Gene, "and it seemed 

a long time before I got up where I could breathe air again. 

This shook us up some so we landed. After lining the 

boats around two more rapids, we decided to camp, having 

made an estimated ten miles." 

In the boats everything rested in about ten inches of 

water, including a camera and some films. The first boat 

had two holes in the bottom, the second boat had three. 

"I think the canyon walls were beautiful, but we shot by 

them so fast, having to keep a constant watch for big 

rocks, and which channel to paddle madly for, constantly 

wet to the skin, waders all torn, back and shoulders tired 

from such desperate paddling, rapids every two minutes, 

more white water than green, temperature near freezing, it 

was hair-raising." 

August 9th: First the boats had to be patched. The ride 

was not so terrifying; we were learning to handle the boats 

better. Out of the mountains, into rolling green hills the 

stream shallowed, uncovering more rocks, which tore a 

four-inch gash in Boat No. II, and punctured Larry's air 

mattress. We camped near a crashed plane where we saw 

our first bear, a grizzly, who lumbered off just outside of 

telephoto range. Made about fifteen miles. Bill Lentch, 

who had elected to walk, saw two caribou and many birds. 

Two geese flew over camp. The food had gotten wet again 

and the spaghetti came to us in a long lump. 

The sun barely dips below the horizon now, and it gets a 

little dark toward midnight. Saw the moon for the first time 

during the trip. At home the points of the half-moon are at 
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an angle with the horizon; here they are perfectly vertical. 

August 10th: Tundra long the river bank keeps falling 

into the river in two or three foot chunks, exposing drip-

ping roots. Occasional undercut cliffs. Pelting rain made 

it hard to see the rocks in the river. Still have about eight 

hundred and fifty feet to drop to sea level. Wind stronger, 

cooler; sand of a very abrasive sort, sticks to everything. 

Pitched camp in a forty-mile gale. Hard put to find rocks 

to anchor down the tents; used food bags and Kelty packs. 

Thought the tents would never survive the wind; one tent 

zipper gave up, the other tent began ripping at the seams. 

Finally had to loosen the guy ropes to relieve the pressure 

on the material. Most of the cameras not working; most of 

the air mattresses flat. However, everyone is having a ball 

and we're sorry the ride will soon be over. 

D own to Flat Country 

August 11th: Water slower, wider, and shallower. White 

Arctic terns with forked tails and a little black hood over 

each eye, are dive-bombing gulls twice their size. Lots of 

ducks and geese, slimmer than our southern ones. Caught 

sight of the radar towers on Barter Island in the distance. 

No river current left; getting to the tidelands. 

It is so unbelievably flat, you can see a hundred and 

fifty miles east and west. The sunset was magnificent. To 

the north the entire Brooks Range, covered with snow, was 

illumined by yellow, orange and, finally, red light, which 

also reflected in the gently lapping waters of the bay to 

the north. After sunset it dropped immediately below freez-

ing, It became intensely ,clear and cloudless. In the east 

the moon rose slowly at a very low angle. 

August 12th: Paddled and waded over a tidal mud flat to 

the ocean, for five miles in water four to ten inches deep. 

If you sat in the boat it wouldn't move, so we took turns 

pulling the boats with the painter looped about the chest, 

for about three miles along the coast, a quarter-mile off-

shore. The water deepened and we paddled for an hour or 

so toward where Arey Island should be, though we couldn't 

see far, and finally reached the stringbean shaped island, 

seven miles long and fifty to a hundred yards wide. Mostly 

gravel, with a little green cap of tundra in the high spot 

near the middle; it was littered with driftwood logs brought 

down out of Canada by the Mackenzie River and swept 

westward by ocean currents. We built our first campfire, 

cheery, warm, and relaxing, the driftwood giving off a 

delicious smell. 

August 13th: With our goal in view and several days yet 

to go before our expected departure on the seventeenth, we 

took a day off to rest and explore Arey Island. Abandoned 

shacks made of driftwood, soft drink cans, medicine and 

glue bottles, and broken toys indicated that Eskimos may  

come here during the winter, going elsewhere to live in the 

summer, because of the lack of fresh water. Our only 

source of fresh water was some chunks of ice left on the 

north shore of the island. We found poppies in bloom and 

quantities of jadite. At sunset time the Arctic Ocean 

looked like cream of tomato soup, slick as a mirror. 

August 14th: We carried boats to the seaward side of the 

island and loaded there. Paddled an hour eastward along 

the island. The wind picked up and, naturally, it was 

against us. We fought the wind and each other, as anyone 

paddling too hard or too easy, would turn the heading of 

the boat and then the wind would catch and swing it 

around. 

About halfway between Arey and Barter Islands a couple 

of Eskimos, in an outboard, shot a seal nearby. At last, 

quite weary, we approached Barter Island. It was another 

couple of miles to the landing area when another Eskimo 

in an outboard approached and asked if he could tow us. 

We could think of no reason not to, so off we went, Dick 

and Graham staying in one of the rafts, Gene in the other, 

and the rest in the outboard with the Eskimo. Instead of 

the sixty miles we had expected to come by water, we had 

come more than a hundred. 

The seal hunters, too shy to offer help, had spread the 

news and the whole village of Kaktovik, about a hundred 

strong, turned out to meet us. The way they stared you 

would have thought we were men from outer space. Graham, 

eager to be the first to greet them, fell on his face right in 

the water, as graceful as a cow. The children ran circles 

around us, especially around Barbara. White women are the 

rarest of creatures on Barter Island. 

The Eskimo who had towed us invited us to his house 

for coffee, an abandoned cafe in a quonset hut. Graham 

then took off to find the Sector Superintendent of the 

DEWline installation, who gave us permission to pitch our 

tents alongside another quonset which, he said, contained 

cots reserved for sub-contractors who pay $25 per night to 

sleep there. However, we were given permission to use the 

showers and toilets. Barbara, he said, would be considered 

out of bounds in any building on the premises, but he in-

vited her to use his own private shower. 

The next day we learned that there would be a cargo 

plane going to Fairbanks that afternoon. Did we want to 

take it? We did. We were then invited to the Officers' Mess 

for a meal that would have cost a paying guest $17. 

As the DC4 rose from the airstrip at Barter Island, we 

ran from window to window so as not to miss a single 

curve of the Hulahula River, the tundra stretching away to 

the foothills, the jagged ridges, tilted and twisted strata 

of the Brooks Range, the country where we had spent such 

an adventurous month. 
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John, Jim, and Mich sort hardware and gear for climb at Calanque en Vau. Photo by Tom Frost 

Climber's Riviera 
BY DORENE DEL HUM 
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Tom Frost 

climbing at Calanque en Vau in 

southern France. 

Photo by Dorene Del Fium 

Huddling in the rain-soaked climber's campground in 

Chamonix, John Harlin regaled us with tales of a paradise 

climbing area in the south of France: sheer limestone 

cliffs rose from the blue Mediterranean; it was a stomping 

ground of the noted French climber, Gaston Rebuffat; it 

was warm, sunny, and it never rained there. The last state-

ment wound up the discussion immediately, and six of us 

hopped aboard John's VW Bus and we were away to the 

"climber's Riviera" —the Calanques. 

Enjoying enroute the picturesque countryside of southern 

France while discussing, with anticipation, the planned 

climbs were: John (the first American to ascend the Eiger 

Nordwand), Konrad Kirch (his German companion on the 

Eiger), two British climbers, and Tom Frost and myself. 

Tom was climbing in Europe following four months in 

Nepal with Sir Edmund Hillary's Himalayan Schoolhouse 

and Mountaineering Expedition. 

The Calanques, translated "small coves" are situated 

between Marseilles and Cassis on the Cote d'Azur where  

thick beds of limestone dip into the sea and long fingers 

of water extend inward. We drove to the north rim of the 

Calanque en Vau area where a stone shelter built in the 

Mediterranean mood with red tile roof and stone fireplace 

was available for shelter (from the sun, presumably, as we 

were assured that it never rained in the Calanques!). We 

carried all food and fresh water, the nearest source being 

about forty minutes by car. We leeped from the Bus and 

were met by a steady rain—most depressing—and turned 

our silent glares toward John. The refuge became our re-

treat for restless hours of reading and sleeping until the 

weather brightened. 

The hut had a superb location overlooking the cove and 

sea beyond. The exceptionally clear water in the fjord-like 

Calanque en Vau reflected a spectrum of blue from vivid 

turquoise to azure to indigo with increasing depth. During 

a period of good weather, we packed our gear down the 

half hour trail to the beach, and for the remainder of our 

holiday enjoyed a seaside camp with occasional dashes to 
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In front of the 

stone shelter at Calanque en Vau 

are Tom Frost, left, and climbing 

companions. 

Photo by Dorene Del Fium 

the shelter of a nearby spacious cave during temporary 

showers. 

The area offers pleasant recreation to hiker, climber, or 

just plain camper. Hiking trails run for miles along the 

coast with views of the bluffs and coves, and the spark-

ling sea dotted with boats from the nearby resort of Cassis. 

Climbing is diversified on the weathered limestone with 

its ridges, aretes, pinnacles, and walls. It ranges from 

pleasant routes on ridges to the difficult overhanging "La 

Machine 'a Laver" (Washing Machine). A route above the 

Washer, pioneered by American Royal Robbins in the sum-

mer of 1962, was appropriately named "La Machine "a. 

Secher" (the Dryer!) The short pitch to the summit of the 

Petit Aiguille, a prominent pinnacle on the floor of the 

canyon near the beach, is a popular climb. A particular 

favorite is a difficult water level traverse upon which un-

roped climbers venture, donned in swim trunks and old 
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kletterschuhes. The cries, clutching, curses, and inevi-

table dunking are a source of hilarity to spectators. How-

ever, this route is not without its objective danger— in the 

form of long-spined sea urchins who are quick to pierce 

the careless fallen climber. 

The sand'n'sea loving camper enjoys numerous activi-

ties at En Vau. Exploration of the sea bottom and rocks 

with underwater equipment is delightful in the crystalline 

water. The boat-owner has the added advantages of water-

skiing and investigating the other Calanques. And, it is 

most enjoyable to just plain swim and bask in the "Rivi-

era" atmosphere (when the sun is shining!). 

Our summer climbing holiday was soon ended, and we 

returned to Chamonix to pick up still-saturated gear and 

head for the USA. Though our visit coincided with a freak 

late summer storm, it was a refreshing diversion to visit 

the "climber's Riviera" in the south of France. 



Sheer limestone cliffs rise above the sea at Calanque en Vau, the "climber's riviera." Photo by Dorene Del F ium 
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Located in the Chilliwack Range, 21/2  miles north of the 

international border in British Columbia, Slesse Peak 

rises sharply to 7,500 feet and is easily seen above sur-

rounding peaks from distant towns and highways. 

In 1956 a Trans-Canada Airlines plane, carrying 62 

persons, left Vancouver, B.C. for Calgary. Engine trouble 

was reported, and permission granted to descend from 

19,500 feet to 8,000 feet over Hope, B.C. There was no 

further word. Six months passed before Elfrida Pigou with 

a party of mountaineers discovered the wreckage high on 

the northeast face of Slesse Peak. Newspapers and maga-

zines learned there was a considerable sum of paper cur-

rency aboard the plane and played their stories around the 

“unclimbable" 3,000-foot wall upon which the plane was 

reported to be precariously perched. The plane was event-

ually reached and a little of the much scattered money 

recovered. Climbers continued to speculate as to whether 

a feasible route existed up the true north wall. The legend 

of the north face was growing. 

The mountain's call to the adventurer is a very different 

one from that of the ocean, or the last frontier. You don't 

see a forgotten valley or a lost Spanish galleon at the 

bottom of the sea before you come to it. The excitement 

of most adventure is in the discovery, but nobody has to 

discover a mountain; it exists long before it becomes an 

adventure. It is for the mountaineer to rediscover, reaffirm  

man's conquest of the known and yet unconquered. The 

man on the mountain has nothing to carry away with him 

except the personal memory of a few moments. He has 

discovered himself, more deeply than any external object 

or truth. He must return; find himself again on higher and 

still more difficult mountain tops. But, the lure of any 

particular mountain is not always simple, a matter of 

height and distance. Any climb worth the name builds up 

its own local store of legend and narrative, or danger and 

romance which gives it its own special character. Slesse 

and its spectacular north face continued to grow in the 

imagination of ambitious mountaineers. Some thought a 

direct ascent might never be made due to the isolated 

nature of the north face. Once the climb is begun, one 

must continue in nearly a vertical line up, or rappel off 

the same way one has come. Bugaboo weather is notorious 

in the Chilliwacks and would make the ascent somewhat 

of a gamble at all times. 

Despite the hesitations of a great many climbers, by the 

summer of 1963 it had become evident among Northwest 

mountaineers that within a matter of months there would 

be a number of attempts on the wall. In July, Fred Beckey 

and Steve Marts from Seattle secretly set their plans for 

the climb into motion. They were able to follow a recent 

logging road up Middle creek to within a two-hour approach 

to the north face. While reconoitering the lower portion of 
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Slesse Peak 
BY ERIC BJORNSTAD 

the wall an unexpected onslaught of traditionally unpre-

dictable weather struck, forcing their retreat. They re-

turned to Seattle, having left several fixed ropes, determ-

ined to have another try later in the year. 

Late in August I accompanied Fred and Steve on their 

return trip, though it was not until we were well into 

Canada that I learned of the peak for which we were 

bound. I had just returned from the second ascent of the 

400-foot overhanging Stein's Pillar in Eastern Oregon, and 

beneath the overwhelming north wall of Slesse, my two 

days on the pillar seemed a simple bouldering problem. 

It was with considerable apprehension I approached the 

much-talked-about Slesse Peak. We were traveling light 

with little more than down parkas, two 150-foot climbing 

ropes, a 300-foot haul line, 40 carabiners, 30 pitons, a 

bolt kit, and one quart of water apiece. It was not until we 

regained the fixed lines that I fully realized some of the 

difficulties to be expected ahead. We were climbing well 

together, moving rapidly, but it seemed at the end of the 

first day that the top loomed over us many days away. The 

rock was 70 degrees, overhanging in parts, sweeping in 

one straight line from start to finish. Although the climb-

ing so far had been difficult, the rock was well fractured 

and one lead led smoothly into the next. There was prac-

tically no traversing, nearly each belay stance being 

directly above the one below. Our bivouac stance the first  

night was difficult to stay on, and I spent much of the 

night re-adjusting ropes and knots. 

The next morning was beautifully clear and cold. We 

wasted no time moving out. Late in the day, Fred was 

caught short on a long pitch, the rock being steeper than 

most and requiring a difficult traverse. We were traveling 

over a high angle rock with few piton cracks. You could 

drop a rock here for a 2,000-foot free fall. A hundred feet 

above the traverse, Fred reached a suitable bivouac 

stance. Steve quickly joined me and I continued up, reach-

ing Fred after dark. Steve, being unable to reach a direct 

prussik line to us, spent the night in slings. 

Climbing had been spectacular; many times we had been 

able to look between our feet and see the beginnings of 

the route, now 2,500 feet below. I felt climbing on El 

Capitan in Yosemite must be like this. Our third day was 

again cold and clear. The preceding week it had rained 

every day, and it was to rain again on our return to 

Seattle. From our second bivouac an easy lead took us 

above the overhanging East face and then directly above 

to the summit. We quenched our burning thirst on the 

summit snow bowls and commenced the many long rappels 

down Beckey's Northwest route and the many miles back 

to our car. We each carried with us many memories as we 

returned to Seattle, already dreaming of other mountain 

tops. 
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Hans Yeagley rappelling 

in the second pit. Perpetual 

darkness, except for the 

light of a miner's lamp, is one 

aspect of spelunking. 

Photo by Rich Brown 
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Reverse Climbing 
BY HANS YEAGLEY 

No doubt most climbers consider cave exploring to be 

rather far removed from the realm of climbing. Surprisingly 

enough, however, spelunking, as it is otherwise known, can 

and often does entail a great deal of rock climbing. 

Often far removed from the mountains, climbing in caves 

presents a very unique set of conditions. Perhaps one of 

the most unusual aspects of spelunking is that the spe-

lunker must climb in perpetual darkness deep beneath the 

surface Of the earth, aided only by a carbide miner's lamp 

mounted on his hard hat. Other factors which contribute to 

the uniqueness of caving include constant temperature and 

humidity, mud slopes, flood danger, and absence of wind. 

Although the techniques used by the spelunker are very 

similar to those used by conventional climbers, spelunking 

usually involves more rappelling, prussiking, chimneying 

and less class five cliff clinging than does its outdoor 

counterpart. This does not mean, however, that all accom-

plished climbers can automatically become accomplished 

spelunkers. By its very nature, spelunking incorporates a 

number of climbing techniques which are unique to caving. 

Many climbers, though, do try spelunking and find it both 

exciting and rewarding. 

A typical spelunking trip was taken recently by a party 

of climbers I  from the Nittany Grotto to the newly discov-

Big Ridge Cave near Lewistown, Pennsylvania. Although 

the cave had been entered twice previously during the past 

1  The party consisted of Les Bechdel, Corcky McCord, 

Rich Brown, and Hans Yeagley, all members of the Nittany 

Grotto, the Pennsylvania State University Chapter of the 

National Speleological Society (NSS).  

few months since its discovery, this party was the first to 

descend all the way to the water table. 

This cave, like many of the deeper caves in the east, 

lies in a band of limestone which runs longitudinally down 

a small sedimentary ridge. The small and inconspicuous 

entrance on the top of the ridge leads into an extensive 

system of large fissures and cracks which follow the bed-

ding plane (in this case, 80 degrees off horizontal). This 

series of near vertical pits continues downward to water 

table over four hundred vertical feet below the entrance. 

To reach the bottom of the cave involved the descent of 

four pits ranging in depth from forty to one hundred twenty 

feet and comprising a total drop of three hundred and forty 

feet. The remaining sixty vertical feet demanded class two 

to class five climbing. Rappelling was used as the method 

of descent into the cave, while prussiking was employed 

for the ascent back out. The party remained in the cave 

for eleven hours during which time it pioneered a new 

series of pits and discovered many yards of virgin pas-

sageway. 

Many challenging spelunking opportunities such as this 

exist in the thousands of caves which can be found in the 

limestone regions of the country. With a little effort these 

caves can be located and made available to the adventur-

ous climber, or would-be climber, who is interested in 

having an unusual climbing experience. 

(Editor's Note: If you are interested in trying out spe-

lunking, write to The National Speleological Society, 1407 

Hickory Court, Brayhill Park, Falls Church, Virginia for 

the name and address of the nearest Grotto to where you 

live.) 
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Buffalo shot for hides in Montana. From THE QUIET CRISIS 

"Woe unto them that join house to house"--Isaiah. From THE QUIET CRISIS 

Udall's 
Quiet Crisis 

BY HARRY C. JAMES 

The Ouiet Crisis by Stewart L. Udall. 

Holt, Rinehart, and Winston. 1963. 209 

pp. $5.00. 
In Stewart Udall's The Ouiet Crisis 

we have a valuable book, an interest-

ing, and a beautiful book. It is cer-

tainly no mere partisan political docu-

ment, and it reads well. 

For all of us who love the high 

places of the earth, and who want to 
do what we can to preserve them from 

the muck of abuse, misuse, and over-

use, it will serve admirably as a 

text on true conservation in the United 

States. 

Viewing them in fresh and accurate 

perspective, Udall has set forth an 

objective account of the conservation 

concepts of such a diverse company 

as Thomas Jefferson, Carl Schurz, 

John Wesley Powell, George Perkins 

Marsh, Henry David Thoreau, Gifford 

Pinchot, John Muir, the two Roose-
velts, George Bird Grinnell, Frederick 

Law Olmstead, and Aldo Leopold. All 

this he has done with amazing brevity, 

and then has gone on to show us these 

concepts in action, and often in con-

flict, as they took form in legislation 

and in administration. 

This book also serves to give us an 

insight into the knowledge and intui-

tion of Stewart Udall which have made 

him the most conservation-minded 

Secretary of the Interior that we have 

ever had. Indeed, his own climbing ex-

periences seem to have contributed 

greatly to the breadth of the horizons 

embodied in his concept of a land 

ethic for America. 

It will be interesting to see how his 

ideals, so ably embodied in The Ouiet 

Crisis, will stand up against the bat-

tering of our so-called practical poli-

ticians. Fortunately, Udall has had 

many years in the political arena, in-

cluding his years as a Congressman 

from Arizona, and these should now 

serve him well as he attempts to get 

effective action. 
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mou.n.t zirkel from page 14 

were incorrect. The first portion of the traverse around the 

South Peak was on a scree slope upon which we made 

little headway in spite of considerable exertion. This 

slope ended abruptly in a snowfield, the existence of 

which had been diabolically concealed when we planned 

this route. The snowfield extended up to the summit ridge 

and sloped downward, from our position, a distance of 

about 400 vertical feet. The pitch appeared to be about 

55 degrees. We were forced to drop 400 feet to pass below 

the field, and then climb 600 feet up a steep rocky slope 

to the Divide. The rocks were so loose and the slope so 

steep that it was almost impossible to prevent rocks from 

becoming dislodged. 

From the crest of the Continental Divide at 11,900 feet 

it is 11/2  miles and only 280 vertical feet to the summit. 

The route follows along the rather broad plateau of the 

Divide, where we saw a Ptarmigan and two chicks, to the 

base of the last rock pitch to the summit. After about ten 

minutes of scrambling over and through large boulders, we 

came upon the remains of an old survey marker on a point 

which drops off vertically on three sides. At 10:30 a.m. on  

the summit, the sky was so blue and clear that we could 

see the square pinnacle of Longs Peak (14,256 feet) to the 

southeast, the broad expanse of North Park walled in by 

the Medicine Bow range to the east, the deep gash of 

Diamond Park to the northwest, the Sawtooth range to the 

west, and almost the entire length of the Park Range to the 

south. It was an exhilarating place to spend thirty minutes 

that Sunday morning. For one brief moment we shared with 

those who have attained summits, higher and lower, that 

feeling of accomplishment and satisfaction. We ate our 

oranges and sandwiches and reluctantly began our descent. 

We returned via Red Dirt Pass and Gold Creek. We saw 

a herd of elk pass through Red Dirt Pass on the way to 

their abode on Flattop Mountain. The area from Red Dirt 

Pass to the headwaters of Gold Creek was covered with 

snow, so we hastened our descent by glissading. Five and 

a half miles from Mount Zirkel we reached the trailhead at 

Gold Creek Lake (9,555 feet). After a swim in the lake, we 

descended by trail five miles to the road and cold lemon-

ade which we had left in the car. We cherish a fond mem-

ory of this day spent in the Park Range. 

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 
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Classified 
Ads 

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

The ASHCROFTERS Mountain Camp 
for Boys has openings for two experi-
enced mountain guides. Camp curricu-
lum includes skiing, climbing, white 
water trips, survival program, hiking 
and packing into the Maroon Snowmass 
Wilderness Area. Write Box 4, Aspen, 
Colorado. 

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. 

BACK ISSUES of SUMMIT for 1962 
and 1963. Each $5, postpaid. Unbound. 
Also SUMMIT Reprints, $2, postpaid, 
containing some of the outstanding 
articles published from 1955-1960. 
Write SUMMIT, Big Bear Lake, Calif. 

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. 
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Dear Editor: 
Recently John Clark sent you a let-

ter (see Letters, December 1963 issue) 

with some corrections on the article in 
the November 1963 Summit entitled 
"Arapaho Glacier Country." There are 
several rather gross errors in this 
article. John Clark has agreed with me 
on the following corrections: 

The enclosed overlay shows the 
names of the peaks labeled "The 
Arapaho Peaks in Colorado from Long 
Lake." 

The upper picture on page 20 
gives the name "Peaks of Perpetual 
Snow" to the peaks in the picture. 
None of us have ever heard of this 
name, unless the author is confused 
with the Neversummer Range further 
north, partially in Rocky Mountain Na-
tional Park. The Peak in the center of 
the photo is most likely Ogallala. 

Isabel Glacier is on the slopes of 
Apache Peak as shown on the overlay,  

and not between Arikaree and Navajo 
Peaks. 

The lake mentioned is Brainard 
Lake, not Brainerd Lake. 

The topographic maps are 7.5 
minute quadrangle maps, not 75 minute 
maps. 

The town is Peaceful Valley, not 
Pleasant Valley. 
The original information in the arti-

cle would be quite confusing to anyone 
wishing to climb in the Colorado Front 
Range. 

David Parkhurst 
Boulder, Colorado 

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. 

ROCKY MOUNTAIN GUIDE SERVICE and 
MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOL, INC. 

July 24-28, 1964 August 14-18, 1964 
JOIN OUR 

ROCKY MOUNTAIN NATIONAL PARK 

ROCK CLIMBING SEMINARS • NOVICE — EXPERT INVITED 

— write for illustrated brochures —  
TOM NASH, Chief Guide 

P.O. Box 179 Estes Park, Colorado • Phone 303-586-3445 



LANE'S GENERAL STORE, SUN VALLEY, IDAHO 

FOR RENT 

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 

letters 

Dear Editor: 
On the subject of adjustable guylines 

for tents, some readers of your fine 

magazine may be interested in a vari-

ation of the noose knot, which lends 

itself well to many utility uses. Mike 

Becker, who first showed me this 

knot, tells me it is quite popular. It 

can be tied in seconds, untied in less, 

and is stable in the meantime. 

To tie, form an "S" near the end. 

Using the free end, wrap a short coil 

of several turns firmly around the "S" 

reeving the free end through the bite 

opposite the "noose" on the last turn. 

Grasp the coil with one hand and ex-
tend the noose with the other, until the 

free end is snug against the coil. 

Marshall Garner 

Seattle, Wash. 

Very much so . . . and for very 
little. In most ski areas, the ski 
shop that sells Heads will rent 
them as well. And we're glad. 

Why? Because it's good busi-
ness. Once you know what it feels 
like to ski on Heads, you yearn 
for a pair of your own. A day's 
demonstration can be pretty con-
vincing . . . whatever your skill, 
whatever you ask of the skis. 

Renting Head Skis gives you a 
sample of how satisfying skiing 
can be . . . and keeps you from 
ever being satisfied with less. The 
sequel, wanting your own name 
engraved on a pair, provides char-
acter-building self-discipline (in 
case you have to give up other 
necessities to buy them). 

You don't have to spend 
$98.50 to find out why these are 
the world's favorite skis. Just 
plunk down a few dollars and 
rent a pair for a day. Sooner or 
later, depending on your will 
power, you'll proudly possess 
your first Heads. Then we'll all 
be happy. . . because you bought 
great skis. 

Olympic poster, anyone? 
For a full-size, full-color 
version of our new ski 
poster pictured here, mail 
50c to Head Ski Company, 
Inc., 39 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. 

5 tAN N EN C) 
ar  

...and who makes great skis? EAD of course! 
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THE INCOMPARABLE 

JCE1131rePariz> 
for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 

1807 VICTORY BOULEVARD 

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

Dacia!blazer 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 

Black's Ventile Anoraks on Everest 

Black's Ventile Anoraks were chosen 
by the 1963 U.S. Everest Expedition. 
These quality garments are made 

from 100% long staple cotton Ventile 
and fully lined with a light 100% cotton 
drill, making it wind and waterproof. 
Being of cotton the materials breathe 
so that there is no danger of condensa-
tion of body moisture on the inside. 
Available in Beige. ,Approx. weight, 2 
lbs. Sizes to 46 in. S29.95. 

 

Send for FREE 1964 catalog 

THOS. BLACK e< SONS 
(Ogdensburg), Inc. 

930 Ford St., Ogdensburg, N. Y. 
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letters 

Dear Editor: 
That was an interesting and informa-

tive article on "Pico del Diablo" in 
the December issue. The vivid de-
scription of the Bernhard Route should 
be of great service to prospective 

climbers of this fascinating peak. 

One bit of additional route informa-
tion: It is possible to climb directly to 

the higher North summit without first 
ascending the South peak. About 400 

feet below the top of the Slot Wash, a 

steep, narrow chute leads off to the 

left. Follow this chute, an easy 

scramble, directly up to the North 

peak. 
Perhaps this peak should be called 

"El Pico con Muchos Nombres" (The 

Peak with Many Names).. A real ques-

tion exists over which of several 

labels is the correct one. "Pico (or 
Picacho) del Diablo," although used 

by most American climbers and without 

doubt the most worthy name, is not 
found on any official maps. "Cerro de 
la Encantada" (Peak of the Enchanted 

One) is the name given to it by the 

Mexican government and is found on 
almost all recent maps. "La Providen-
cia" was the name used by early 

Spanish explorers who felt the snow 
seen atop the peak was a gift of 

Providence for the burning desert be-

low. Most maps from the late 19th 

Century until about 1940 labelled the 

peak "Santa Catalina." Around the 

turn of the century "Calamahue Mtn.," 

an old Indian name, was sometimes 

used. 
"Cerro de la Encantada" probably is 

the most valid name. Although "Pico 

del Diablo" may be more appropriate 

due to the rugged nature of the moun-

tain, I think we must grant Mexico the 

right to name her own peaks. 
John Robins on 
Costa Mesa, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 
I noticed a letter from W. Tuck 

Forsythe in your December issue. Tuck 

was publicizing the activities of the 



'MAIL 
WISE 
1963 
CAMPING * 
MOUNTAINEERING 
HIKING * SKIING 
THE SKI HUT 
1615 UNIVERSITY 
AVENUE * BERKELEY 
CALIFORNIA 
WRITE FOR 
YOUR FREE 
CATALOG 
1963 TRAIL- 

WISE* 
GRIVEL ICE AXE. 
For the first time an axe 
handle has been made 
using a laminated construction, 
thus offering virtually an 
unbreakable shaft without 
much increase in weight. 
Superbly finished. 
Priced at $19.75 

Swarthmore Outing Club from the 
Philadelphia area. I would like to 
mention that there are other active 
mountaineering organizations perma-
nently resident, in the Philadelphia 
area. Among them is the Delaware 
Valley Chapter of the Appalachian 
Mountain Club. The chairman of the 
rock climbing activities, F.G. de Mon-
terey of 452 S. Glassboro Ave., Wood-
bury Heights, N.J., has a full schedule 
of rock climbing activities published 
regularly in Appalachia. For those 
mainly interested in the hills and 
trails of the east, Bill Wilcox, 108 
Avon Terrace, Moorestown, N.J., the 
activities chairman, makes sure that 
our program provides for their enjoy-
ment. 

The rock climbing nucleus of this 
club began to form soon after Summit 
published its list of mountaineering 
organizations in 1962. We felt that 
there was much to be gained from a 
place where we could swap information 
and experiences, and where we would 
have a way to find out what was going 
on in our area. Since no resident club 
was listed in the Summit article, we 
finally decided to affiliate with the 
AMC and its Delaware Valley Chapter. 
Our group is open to any resident of 
the area who is sincerely interested in 
mountaineering activities and who sub-
scribes to the purpose and philosophy 
of the AMC. 

John F. Gyer 
Clarksboro, N.J. 

Dear Editor: 

When reading Craig Forrest's article 
on El Pico del Diablo, in the December 
issue, where he quotes something I 
said seven years ago, I realized what 
a poor landmark a dead pine makes. It 
would surprise me very much if that 
dead pine is still there. My only ex-
cuse is that in that area one is some-
what desperate for landmarks of any 
kind. 

Louise T. Werner 
Alhambra, California 
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A Nomad's tHeimatgefiThr 
BY ANTON NIEBERL 

"At home everything was better. . ." This often-repeated 

sentence among homesick newcomers to this country opens 

an immense perspective. There are millions among us, up-

rooted and mercilessly swept away from their native soil 

by the tempest of history. Tragedies similar to this have 

not been unusual, but to fit our modern time, this dwarfs 

all other forced migrations. 

In the Old Country, crossing the border frequently does 

not involve more of an adjustment than needing to cope 

with another language, perhaps not even that. But to mi-

grate to the New World can be very confusing, even for the 

newcomer who speaks English. Maybe the miles between 

the new homeland and the fatherland contribute uncon-

sciously to this longing for "the good old times. . . on the 

other side of the ocean." 

Although most immigrants make an honest effort to get 

rooted in this American soil, a real assimilation is often 

achieved only by the second generation, not sooner. Even 

so, some newcomers who are not fully assimilated conform 

amazingly well, and are, of course, contented. Many fac-

tors may contribute to this gratifying result; to analyze 

them, however, is not the purpose of my presentation. But 

there is a certain category amongst these contented ones 

to which I am going to give a closer look. . . the Nomad of 

the mountains. 

You have never seen him? Go to lofty places where your 

eyes behold a masterpiece of creation not yet spoiled by 

our proud ready-for-space civilization. There you can find 

him. The Nomad says that you can meet the "best" Amer-

icans in the mountains. He reflects upon the timeless 

philosophy of John Muir. "Let others orbit to the inhospi-

table moon. . . I shall stay with my gigantic friends and 

let them direct my thoughts to eternal truths." 

In the Old Country, certainly, there are picturesque 

mountain ranges just some driving hours away. (Here I 

have a sore spot. There are often too many reasons that 

separate people from them.. . barricades of barbed wire 

. . . abyssmal hatred. . .) In the new patria, on the other 

hand, one needs only a driver's license to travel from Key 

West to the Arctic Ocean with merely borderline formali-

ties. These facts tremendously impress the Nomad who 

knows this is the way things should be. 

One day the Nomad puffs up to the highest peak avail- 
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able. Next he gets acquainted with the human beings he 

finds in that environment—his fellow mountaineers. 

Now the human heart may overflow. Here there are no 

barriers of barbed wire or hatred; here each has his chance 

to join the bull session. The subject? Neither the ascetic 

Mao tse-Tung, nor le Grand Charlie, nor the octogenarian 

Adenauer, but this downright endless sanctuary. In the 

yarn of the fisherman-hiker, he lets his wretched finger-

lings grow to giant size, and the perspiring hiker adds a 

thousand feet to the altitude of "his" peaks, even the 

ones he never climbed. The subtle pleasure of surveying 

the grandeur around him gives the Nomad another delicious 

ingredient. . . togetherness with glowing, congenial cron-

ies. There is never an argument, just a staggering demand 

for superlatives and multi-colored modifiers. They are all 

liars, and they know it; but they are so happy and their 

stories sound so good. . . why not? The United Nations 

should be relocated onto a high peak! 

The Nomad has already pieced together his home-spun 

mythology, hero worship, hall of fame, and saga. But his 

heroes are living flesh-and-blood supermen. No "ism," no 

brainwashing, no indoctrination forced them upon him. . . 

Just his honest admiration. He enthuses about Snowshoe 

Thompson and shakes his head incredulously as he tells 

of the first penetration of the upper Yukon. From his wan-

derings in the area he knows by what dogged effort these 

pioneers achieved the unbelievable in the arctic desola-

tion. With what pride he identifies himself with the brave 

sourdoughs from Kantishna who, without mountaineering 

outfit or experience, were the first to set foot atop Mount 

McKinley. Invisible ties relate the Nomad to these and 

similar legendary men who people his mind. In his heart 

are pride and admiration. 

Now, if you ask this man, "Was everything better at 

home?" His answer is "No!" Our stranger is more than at 

peace with his new homeland; he admires it and is proud 

of it. Ask him: "Is it the American mountains you are 

proud of?" And he will answer: "Not necessarily. . . just 

mountains. . . my mountain world. . . my gigantic friends. 

They are here, and that is enough for me. So long as they 

are as the Creator shaped them, and I can enjoy them and 

meet there 'the best Americans,' I am content." 

The Nomad's "Heimatgefiihl" is born and solidly rooted. 



Gerry Equipment Goes to 
MT. EVEREST AGAIN 

TENTS - PACKS - CLOTHING 
FOOD - RESCUE GEAR 

selected because of long proven reliability 
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Stores in San Francisco, Seattle, Boulder, Colo. 

send for your FREE CATALOG 

THE NEW 9eTTV 
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. 

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 

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. 

Scouts-Camper s-Fishermen-Hunter s 

Backpackers-Mountaineers-Climbers 

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. 
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RAINIER GUIDE SERVICE 
& MOUNTAINEERING 

SCHOOL, INC. 

2650 University Village 

Seattle 5, Washington 

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

New Ensolite lined climbing boots made 

to order for cold weather climbing. Guar-

anteed satisfactory fit. Write for measur- 

ing directions. $38.50, plus postage.„  
Listing of down sleeping bags and other 

climbing gear mailed on request. 

Peter Limmer & Sons 
Intervale, New Hampshire 
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