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knoW your mountains 
For a time, it seemed that the above area would be lost to southern Californians as a 

mountain wilderness and turned into a major ski resort, but on July 30, 1964, the House 

of Representatives voted 73 to 39 to remove an amendment to the Wilderness Bill which 

would have allowed such a commercial development and, subsequently passed the Wilder-

ness Bill 373 to 1. Mount San Gorgonio, left, at 11,502 feet is southern California's 

highest peak. Jepson Peak is at center and Charle ton Peak at right. Dry Lake (dry only 

in the fall) is at the lower left, and was the center of the proposed ski development, which 

would have knocked the heart out of the San Gorgonio Wild Area, a limited region of 

34,718 acres. San Gorgonio Wild Area is all above 7,000 feet with ten peaks above 10,000 

feet, has 70 miles of trail, 22 primitive campsites, lakes, meadows, forests, deer, bear 

and some bighorn sheep. It is the most used wild area in the nation, and would have been 

a great loss to the youth of southern California who often experience their first overnight 

backpack adventure in the area. 
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Cathedral Rock rises 

an impressive 2,000 feet above the 

road in Cave Creek Canyon 

in Arizona's 

Chiricahua Mountains. 

Photo by Weldon F. Heald 

Below: In the 

"Wonderland of Rocks" area of 

Chiricahua National Monument, 

nature has spent thousands of years 

sculpturing an ancient 

lave flow into a fantastic 

labyrinth of stone. 

Photo by Weldon F. Heald 

THE 
The savage and war-like Apache Indians gave 

the name Chi - ri - cah' -wah to their rocky stronghold 

in what is now the southeastern corner of Arizona. 

It means "Big Mountain" or "Wild Turkey" —ex-

perts disagree. 

This rugged range stands like a great rampart 

between the arid, treeless grasslands of Sulphur 

Springs and San Simon valleys. Rising more than 

a vertical mile to 9,798 feet elevation in Chiricahua 

Peak, these massive mountains are forty miles 

long, twenty miles wide, and contain a wilderness 

of forests, canyons, lofty ridges and fantastic rock 

formations. Five of North America's seven climatic 

life zones are represented, stacked one above 

another, from Lower Sonoran at the base to Hudson-

ian on the highest summits. 

Included in a detached section of Coronado Na-

tional Forest, the Chiricahuas are well provided 
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Looking from the 

main ridge of the Chiricahua 

Mountains into Cave Creek basin, 

4,000 feet below. 

Photo by Weldon F. Heald 

CHIRICAHIJA MOUNTAINS 
By Weldon F. Heald 

with riding and hiking trails, and there are numer-

ous improved roadside campgrounds. Although little 

rock climbing has yet been done, opportunities 

exist for scores of ascents, from moderate to very 

severe. Along the broad backbone of the range is 

a twenty-mile trail. Ranging in altitude from 8,500 

to 9,500 feet, it traverses the roadless 18,000-acre 

Chiricahua Wild Area through heavy stands of pine, 

fir, spruce and aspen, crosses open, flower-spread 

parks, and comes out on high-perched outlooks 

commanding breathtaking panoramas. This high-

level route and connecting trails make
. 
 delightful 

two- and three-day leisurely jaunts with a light 

pack. 

Fair dirt roads penetrate the mountains at several 

points. One crosses the divide by way of pine-

fringed Rustler Park, a Forest Service Recreation 

Area at an elevation of 8,400 feet, and on the east  

side threads spectacular, rock-walled Cave Creek 

Canyon. At its foot is the little mountain resort 

community of Portal. Another road leads to the 

west-slope Turkey Creek Recreation Area, and a 

third follows up Rucker Canyon, from the south, to 

artificial Rucker Lake, 6,000 feet, popular with 

campers and trout fishermen. 

In the northern part of the range a blacktop road 

reaches Chiricahua National Monument, a weird but 

beautiful area containing 10,481 acres of clustered 

stone formations, canyons and forests, known as 

"The Wonderland of Rocks." Here on the west 

slope, thousands of years of erosion have carved 

an ancient uplifted lava flow into a maze of fan-

tastic grey-brown pinnacles, columns and spires. 

The Park Service headquarters and museum are 

situated among fine oaks at the foot of Rhyolite 

Canyon, 5,320 feet. Beyond, a wide, paved seven- 
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mile road follows Bonita Canyon under fluted cliffs 

and bristling pillars and needles, then climbs to 

the crest of the Chiricahuas at Massai Point, 6,850 

feet. Below to the west spreads the rocky labyrinth 

of the Wonderland, backed by distant valleys and 

mountains. Dominating the northeastern skyline is 

the great granite face of Cochise Head, 8,109 feet, 

looking upward into the sky—an enduring natural 

memorial to the Apaches' most notable chief. 

But the Monument is best explored on foot or 

horseback over fourteen miles of well-graded trails. 

Sugarloaf, one mile, is a magnificent viewpoint, and 

Echo Canyon Trail makes an interesting four-mile 

loop from Massai Point. A longer eight-mile round-

trip hike can be taken to Heart of Rocks, a fabulous 

collection of bizarre and outlandish stone figures 

resembling humans, animals an'd objects, such as 

"Balanced Rock," "Thor's Hammer," "Punch and 

Judy," "Duck on a Rock," and hundreds of others. 

Horses may be rented and meals and overnight 

accommodations are available at the Monument and 

nearby guest ranches. The Park Service maintains 

improved campgrounds, with trailer spaces, in 

Bonita Canyon and a picnic area at Massai Point. 

The Chiricahuas are famed for their amazing  

variety of animals, birds and vegetation, and they 

are the home of deer, bear, cougars, coati-mundis, 

ring-tail cats, peccaries, wild turkeys and the rare 

Mexican coppery-tailed trogan. A collector counted 

507 species of plants representing eighty botanical 

families in one small area, and an ornithologist 

with 470 different birds on his lifetime list spotted 

57 species of birds new to him on a 5-day visit. In 

a sightly situation beneath the towering pink, 

yellow and brown cliffs of Cave Creek Canyon is 

the Southwestern Research Station of New York's 

American Museum of Natural History. Scientists 

come here from all parts of the country to study 

the remarkable flora, fauna and geology of the area. 

Spring, summer and fall are the best seasons for 

visiting the Chiricahuas, although the higher eleva-

tions are sometimes damp and chilly during the 

July-August rainy.season. The Monument, however, 

is open all year. Maps and information may be 

obtained from Coronado National Forest supervisor's 

office, 130 South Scott Street, Tucson. The Monu-

ment Superintendent's address is Dos Cabezas, 

Arizona. Organized camping trips are conducted in 

the Cave Creek Canyon area each spring and fall. 

Meadow among the pine, 

fir and spruce forests of the 

Chiricahua high country. 

Photo by Weldon F. Heald 
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Stewart Fulton 

liebacking up the Diagonal Crack 

below the Crux Roof. 

Photo by Tom Frost 
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The rickety train of the great French railway 

system finally lurched to a halt at the Chamonix 

station after a slow climb over the mountains from 

Martigny on the Swiss side. What a thrill to reach 

this long-dreamed-of destination, the center and 

area par excellence of alpine climbing. With joyful 

heart and staggering beneath bulging rucksacks, the 

way was found, between downpours, to Le Biollay 

campground and an eagerly awaited reunion with 

THE American climbers in the Alps —Gary Hemming 

and John Harlin. 

John and his equally rugged Scottish companion, 

Stewart Fulton, had just been beaten down from an 

unsuccessful attempt on the Aiguille du Fou Face 

Sud by a recurring onslaught of Chamonix weather. 

This South Face of the Fool's Needle, which is one 

of the finest, cleanest rock walls in the Chamonix 

Aiguilles, still remained unclimbed. It is a 300-

meter wall of massive granite, as steep as, but much 

smoother than, the West Face of the Dru. The Fou 

ranked as the greatest pressing technical problem 

in the western Alps. Gary and I joined John and 

Stewart in their battle against this face and with 

these climbers' experience in the Alps and our use 

of newly-developed American equipment and Yosem-

ite techniques, the ascent of this fine alpine wall 

was accomplished. 



After an uncomfortable 

bivouac, a storm-clouded sky caused 

us to retreat by rappelling 

off the face. 

Photo by Tom Frost 

'En Fehad to Fou d  
By Tom Frost 

Our first group siege began July 15th as additional 

hardware, personal equipment, food for the bivouac, 

and food for the refuge were carried up the trail 

alongside the Montenvers cog railway and up the 

Mer de Glace to the Refuge d'Envers des Aiguilles, 

which would serve as our base of operations for 

nearly two weeks. The first day was spent organiz-

ing a selection of about 75 pitons, mostly the hard-

ened alloy kind of Chouinard manufacture, precious 

in Europe, and packing the rucksacks. The most 

important items for survival were our two-man biv-

ouac sacks that consolidate the body heat of two 

men for their mutual benefit. Unfortunately, the 

condensation from two men will nearly drown them, 

so we carried also cagoules and overtrousers for 

use inside the sack tents, as well as during sudden 

thunder showers. Further luxuries included vestes 

duvet, sweaters, mittens, dry sox, good summer 

climbing boots, and the essential hard hats. We 

also carried three short pio/ets, two pair crampons, 

two perlon climbing ropes and two hauling lines in 

the party, plus one headlamp and one Jumar ascend-

er per man. 

At 12:30 a.m. on July 17th, under questionable 

skies, we left the refuge, intent on negotiating 

before daybreak the short Glacier d'Envers de 
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Blaitiere, the rimaye, and the steep eight-rope-

length snow couloir below the face. After daybreak, 

as we rested at belay stances on the wall above, we 

watched stones of varying dimensions fall into and 

bound quickly down this chute. The remainder of 

the day was spent climbing four steep pitches, the 

most challenging of which was the overhanging wall 

of the great diedre that guarded the lower flanks 

of the face. By nightfall, in worsening weather, the 

party had reached the prominent diagonal crack on 

the face that we planned to follow during the next 

day of climbing. This was the point of no return. 

After an uncomfortable bivouac here at the high-

point of previous European attempts, the storm-

clouded sky unfortunately dictated a retreat. So 

leaving two ropes fixed diagonally, we rappelled 

down the coins de bois-studded diagonal crack which 

had been the technically easier, but less aesthetic, 

route attempted by these earlier parties. Thus, with 

rain imminent, we escaped to the side of the wall. 

A second effort failed on the 23rd when, with 

terrible luck, we were caught by a 30-minute down-

pour at the precise time a decision was required 

on our going up or again retreating. Stewart, exhibit-

ing incredible courage, solved the dilemna by tack-

ling straightway the frightening lieback above. In 

making the last delicate reach at the top, a vibram 

thread slipped on rain-slickened granite, giving 

The entire 

party moving up in the Diagonal 

Crack 

Photo by Dorene del Fium 
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rise to a 30-foot fall and another retreat to the 

refuge. 
On July 25th our final attempt began under an 

ominous red sky in the morning. We prusicked to 
our high point, and climbed the strenuous liebacks 
and narrow chimneys leading to the region beneath 
the crux roof. There, a rurp in the wall, followed by 

a 4-inch bong bong and 6 coins de bois behind the 

roof slab, brought us to a belay in slings from a 

chockstone in the widening crack. Then a 150-foot 
pitch requiring 28 artificial pitons continued left 

up the diagonal and right over previously hidden 

knifeblade cracks to the sole bivouac ledge on the 

face. We all reached the ledge by nightfall, just 

before the lurking storm exploded and stoutly 

bombarded us with hail, followed by rain, snow 

and fireworks through the night. 

Fortunately the difficulties were now below us, 

and the following day four more enjoyable, but 

cloud-engulfed, pitches brought us to the summit 

of l'Aiguille du Fou. 

Technical Note: 150 pitons were placed for pro-

tection and artificial use during three days of 

climbing. In size, in difficulty, and in type of 

climbing problems encountered, the Aiguille du Fou 

Face Sud compares closely with the direct North 

Wall routes on Sentinel Rock in Yosemite Valley. 

Stewart Fulton 

traverses under the Roof to enter 

the Coins de Bois Crack 

above. 

Photo by Tom Frost 
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From the big meadow at the edge of Sisters, Oregon, the North and Middle Sisters rear up to the southwest. 

Photo by John D. Lindstrom 

The Cascade Mountains, like some Herculean hand 

wrapping tightly around a soggy sponge, wring the 

Pacific sky dry before its winds glide downward and 

out across the desert of eastern Oregon. In winter 

the snow stays west, thickening to deep-glue drifts 

of impassable porridge. On a fierce day, though, 

some snow blows level over the crests, to settle 

onto the lee, the north and east sides. But quickly 

the snow falls out; unlike the massed, emburdened 

firs on the ocean side, whose unwieldy branches 

must submit to heavy hoods, on the east side the 

10  

light green limbs of the pines of all sizes prance 

and parry, their needles sparring tauntingly with the 

breeze and its small bits of snow. Rapidly the 

density of forest and depth of snow dwindle together 

eastwardly. 

Toward the end of June, Sisters, Oregon, at the 

desert fringe, begins to jump, in figurative antici-

pation of the furious antics of stallions and bulls, 

who will pulverize the volcanic dirt to dust inside 

the old bleached boards of the rodeo grounds. The 

rodeo is the big event in Sisters' summer, but 



Routes up the East Face of the North Sister, over and around the satellite summit, Glisan Peak. 
Photo by John D. Lindstrom 

Climbets' Inietlade et Sloes B y John ,,,,st. 

otherwise it doesn't do much more than pump gas 

into hurried tourists' autos and direct food and 

drink into their mouths. No sign says, "The Last 

Little Town in the Real Old West." 

Though it contains a motley collection of individ-

uals, claiming, for instance, to have traveled with 

the parties of the first road builders over the 

mountains, and claiming that the reason bear meat 

tastes fishy in late fall is because bears eat too 

many fish then, the lack of any consciousness of 

its delightful qualities (as a child before he dis- 

covers mirrors) has made Sisters a refreshing place. 

But most travelers, not numbed by neon, seem to 

slip through the town with only a puff of exhaust 

and red lava dust as a trace. 

Sisters, like a slightly stripped gear disengaged 

from the great turning world, doesn't progress or 

regress, but rather lets the days come one after 

another. The influence of the peaks of the same 

name, The Three Sisters, seems to suffuse down 

onto the town. The people likely think, "Well, the 

sun will come up tomorrow, and some more snow 
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will melt off the mountains." Such simple, regular 

assurance in seeing a melting snowfield, glimpsed 

over a shoulder at any time of daylight; a black and 

white record very unlike the daily text of the Times. 

Climbers like Sisters. It is really part of their 

region. From the end of town (in a way, Sisters has 

no end, but merges with the land in all directions) 

a big fat meadow, lush with cattle, catches the 

day's last light; simultaneously the peaks pinken. 

The high snow and the low grass fade to gray and 

cool and go into night together. 

It is a morning in mid-June; not hot, not humid, a 

touch nippy, a sunny day that seeks activity, not 

a nap on the shady side of a giant Ponderosa. A 

'49 Chev coupe rolls out from under the pine canopy 

and slows down into the town. It stops in front of 

Ruth's Cafe. Four climbers get out, looking for 

bacon and eggs, and—right away! hot and black! 

—coffee. The drive up over the pass was beautiful 

in the early morning light and frost shine, but tiring. 

Most important, it was full of anticipation. 

The climbing season begins today. From the sum-

mit of the pass, each climber imagined a dozen 

routes, over cliffs, around crevasses, and up gullies, 

every obstacle surmounted with a creative solution, 

a spring of the calf of infinite weightlessness and 

grace, a flex of the arm of enormous endurance. 

The climbers have come east, to the warm, dry 

side. On the west there are still two colors, white, 

and dark. The meadows and trails are buried. 

The East Face of the North Sister is their goal. It 

is accessible, and an excellent snow climb in 

June. 

The four weekend urban expatriates nab a booth 

in Ruth's, order their meals, and watch the family 

of Sisters move and deal around. (What Manhattan 

could learn!) 

As they might put it: "Why nobody here ain't 

anxious 'bout nothin', `cept Jim 'n his _sawmill. 

Logs can't come forever." 

The people of Sisters enjoy the out-of-doors; a 

person from Sisters who does not hunt or fish is a 
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queer sort (probably no such person exists). Yet 

they feel no urgent need to "get away from it all." 

Though some of the younger people cannot wait to 

go to Portland, the adults seem content to be just 

simply in and around Sisters, to have the nice scent 

of juniper blow in every afternoon from the desert. 

The breakfast is served and eaten. A climber, 

knowing full well more than he lets on, asks the 

young waitress: 

"Say, Ma'am, does anybody ever climb those big 

peaks there?" 

Such funny delight in the question, like the play-

write who sneaks into a performance of one of his 

plays incognito to ask a member of the audience 

his opinion. 

The answer could have been easily anticipated. It 

is offered a little uncertainly, but helpfully. 

"Ya mean the Sisters? Well I don't `xactly know, 

but I think the Boy Scouts and the Forest Rangers 

go up there sometimes. They could prob'ly tell ya 

at the station down the street there." 

The climber thanks her as the others begin to 

chuckle and snicker. It's kind of ludicrous —they 

have come all the way from the city and still are 

going farther on and know more about the mountains 

than these people who live around the peaks all 

the time. 

The girl suspects something. "You guys climbers 

or somethin'?" 

"Yup." 

"Well, I can't see that sport." (Irritated for being 

asked a facetious question.) 

"You must like the out-of-doors — don't `cha?" 

"Well, sure —but what's up there? No lakes —no 

fish!" 

Somewhat enigmatically, a climber ends the dis-

cussion: 

"It's partly what's up there and partly what's not 

up there." 

A quizzical look comes over the girl with the 

armload of dishes. Such a funny saying could only 

to page 14, please 
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from page 12 

come from somebody who would want, out of his 

own wishes, to go and get tired on some dangerous 

cliffs. 

She muses to herself. "What's up there and what's 

not up there —(the logic churns). Nothin's up there, 

first off. But who on earth would go somewhere to 

see something that's not there? —it's silly. Whatta 

they do when they get there? Just come down?" 

The booth padders sip last snorts of black java 

dregs, pay up, and move out into the fresh air_ 

One climber, momentarily bedazzled to a squint 

by the sun, muses, antithetically to the doubting 

waitress: 

"'s funny—you could put Sisters in for Lunenburg 

in that poem of Frost's about Vermont —and it 

would be just as good and true. That poem prob'ly 

applies anywhere there's mountains and towns." 

The perfect weather itches the arches of the 

climbers. They want to get going, to get safely 

settled on the trail, to be really started. Even the 

tiny chipmunk stuck in the little cage beside the 

restaurant, bombarded by peanuts, cigarettes, grass, 

and scraps of deceptively inedible paper, is franti-

cally going nowhere ultimately on his "whirl-a-

circle," occasionally stopping long enough to "ride 

over the top. 

A thought flashes, especially through everyone, 

and a laugh. 

"Hah —he oughta be goin' with us." 

"Yeah—use up that energy constructively —like 

belaying." 

The knickered four hop in the chevy and the basic 

machine starts and begins to browse quickly through 

town for supplies and gas, much as a deer slinks 

furtively, darting around the woods for fodder. 

"Try Erickson's Market." 

Of the two grocery stores, it has the least glass 

and looks the most interesting and old. It is dark, 

but open. The aged floor boards have a polished 

appearance, a ground-in-dirt and grainy shiningness, 

probably caused by the inter-trampling of numerous 

lettuce leaves, caulk boot mud chunks, and some  

deliberate wax. A lady of patience and pale face of 

no red tint at all (maybe she's the one who doesn't 

fish or hunt. At least it looks as if Sunday is the 

"can't do anything" day.) stands behind the counter, 

her mind on nothing, awaiting a customer. 

"Morning, boys." 

"Howdy." 

Four people fan out amongst the shelves, prowling 

for small pack items, snacks to be nibbled on the 

mountain itself, not in camp. The lady observes 

attentively, her day livened. Her brow wrinkles. 

"What are those fellows up to? Why, I've never 

seen corduroy baseball pants. Sa-a-ay, seems the 

youngsters do wear some kinda outfit like that for 

skiin'. My stars, though, they haven't been skiin' 

for a month." She overhears: 

"Bologna? It's mild 

"Well, that's good—I can't take that rancid salami 

above 8,000 feet." 

"Two packs?" 

"Should be enough for four—couple slices a day." 

"Hey, here's the King Osc's." 

"The what?" 

"King Osc's —kippered snacks." 

"You mean the grease fish? A-a-ah —congealed 

oils aren't good at high elevations —hard to digest." 

"Well, they ate it on top of Everest—didn't hurt 

them. Prob'ly insulated 'ern at that high bivouac." 

"Okay —okay—stick in a couple cans." 

The lady listens carefully as the group picks out 

the cheese and the candy and the bread and the 

rest. They come laden to the counter. 

"Well, you got quite a little stock here, boys. 

Mind if I ask where you're headed?" 

"Sure —we're gonna try to climb one of the Sis-

ters." 

"Well, ya know, I seen those pants ya got on and 

I figured it mighta been somethin' like that. Then I 

heard ya talkin', o'course." 

"Yeah. Well, these pants aren't the best, but they 

do.'' 

"Unh-huh. Well, now how high is the Sister? One 

of ya said 8,000 feet--" 
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"The one we're tryin', the North, is 10,085 feet." 

"Well landsakes —that's up there, ain't it? Some 

view, I bet. Can't see the ocean, can ya?" 

"No—o----o —not quite. Can see Sisters though." 

"Well, I'll be. Ya mean I might even see you up 

there?" 

"We'd probably be way too small to spot—unless 

ya had binoculars." 

"Well, more power to ya, anyway —hope ya make 

it, and the Lord watch ya." 

"Than ks " 

The four spill out again into the brightness. It 

doesn't seem quite right to have the curious lady 

gray away in constant shadow, but from her talk she 

doesn't mind. 

The four get in the chevy and dribble down a 

couple of blocks to a service station, the last stop 

for the final fill-up or, rather, exchange. The climb-

ers gather around and in the cramped room while the 

creased and tanned attendent assaults the car. He 

peers in and notices some gear, taking long enough 

to assess it to his own satisfaction. The climbers 

come back and stand idly in the sun while he 

touches up the windshield. 

He remarks. "Goin' campin', huh?" 

"Yeah. Campin' and some climbin', too." 

"Oh—climbers, too. Well, I tell ya, this here's the 

region. •We got the peaks." 

"You're right, there. D'you climb?" 

"Oh, yeah —ben up 'em all. Well, of course, that's 

sometime ago, bein's I'm not quite so spry nowdays. 

Oh, yeah, I know the mountains —ya know, we usta 

had to walk a ways --`fore ya could drive prac'tly 

up to 'ern like now. Course we had horses, to--" 

"Been up the North?" 

"The North? You betcha —she's a devil, too. Some 

calls 'er the Black Beast, ya lcnow." 

"Seems I did read that in a geology book. That's 

the one we're tryin'. In fact, if you come over here 

a ways we'll show ya right where we're goin'." 

The attendent puts his windex on the hood and 

saunters over to the edge of the station lot with the 

rest. The North Sister appears above a house roof, 

 

Prouty Pinnacle, 10,085 feet, the summit of the North 
Sister, viewed from the north. Photo by John D. Lindstrom 

 

through the trees. Everybody squints toward it. 

"See the widest snow slope —`bout the middle — 

there's our route —up the center." (The perspective 

exaggerates.) 

"She's blasted steep. Huh! Well, you fellers must 

know what 'cher doin' —got 'cher ropes and spikes?" 

"Oh, yeah. We prob'ly got more equipment than 

we'll need." 

The crew returns to the car and the attendent 

wipes off the last bug bits. The chevy is satiated, 

and the climbers relieved, though still more anxious. 

As it pulls off the lot, the attendent follows a few 

steps and waves, his smile not too wide, somewhat 

inhibited by consternation. 

He yells. "Now you fellers take it easy. That ol' 

Black Beast means business." 

The car chugs up the highway, warily keeping an 

eye out for the turnoff onto the old dusty road that 

leads into the back country, to the lap of the North 

Sister. By evening the climbers will be settled in 

camp, up in the scrub pine with snowbanks drooling 

cool, thick air down over the fire. Before they fall 

asleep, they will look out at the plateau of eastern 

Oregon, catching a glimpse of a patch of lights that 

is Sisters —where next to nothing is going on and 

Sunday will come up as usual. 
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Our Jeun)enzeri Safari 
By Ian Michael Wright 

Pbotos by the Author 

It all started one warm and sunny afternoon in 
Nairobi, as Kitty and I were relaxing comfortably 

with the Hempstones in their garden over a cup of 

tea. During a lull in the conversation Kitty Hemp-

stone looked over to the gentle Ngong Hills in the 
hazy distance and, surely dreaming, said, "Wouldn't' 
it be lovely to go to the Ruwenzori!" 

Filled with enthusiasm in that easy-going atmos-
phere a safari to the Ruwenzori, the fabled Moun-
tains of the Moon, didn't seem to present any 

serious problems at all. We all nodded assent. 
Later, we were to remember that pleasant conver-
sation often and wonder how it could have seemed 
so simple; especially as we sloshed knee-deep 
through stinking bogs and rotting vegetation, or as 
we cut our way through the dense and slimy tropical 

rain forest (with the help of local Bakonjo porters, 
it must be admitted). I, at least, should have known 

better, for this was to be my second trip, but by 
then the decision had been made .and there was to 

be no turning back. 

In this simple way our mountain safari was 

launched. 

The Ruwenzori lie along the western border of 
Uganda just to the north of the equator. Formed by 
a tremendous block sixty miles long and thirty 
miles wide which was tilted and thrust up _during 
the development of the great Rift Valley system, the 
highest peaks rise almost to 17,000 feet, a good 
13,000 feet above the floor of the valley. Unlike 
the other great mountains of East Africa, they are 
not of volcanic origin although numerous craters, of  

a later date, are found in the surrounding country-
side. 

In the center of the range there are six main 

mountain masses, each carrying permanent snows 
and glaciers. No fewer than nineteen summits ex-
ceed 15,000 feet. As they are virtually on the 

equator and capped with snow the weather, to say 
the least, is almost always unsettled. Warm, moist 
air from the great Congo forests is swept up over 
the icy summits, resulting in one of the highest 
rainfalls recorded anywhere on earth. Climbers joke 
that it rains at least 366 days a year. If one is 
lucky enough to escape the constant downpours, 
thick mists usually make up for it. There are few 
dry moments in these mountains, even during the 
supposedly dry seasons, at the end of February and 
from mid-June to mid-August. 

It is just this amount of rain, however, which 
makes the Ruwenzori as interesting as they are. One 

of the main attractions, besides the peaks them-
selves, is the plethora of fantastic giant vegetation 
which abounds in regions above 10,000 feet and 
which includes the giant forms of lobelia, groundsel 
and heather, the latter often growing as high as 
forty-five feet. This vegetation is almost pre-
historic in appearance, and I, for one, wouldn't have 
been at all surprised to meet a winged pterodactyl 
at rest among the giant groundsel in the mist. 

At lower levels the rain forest is the most luxuri-
ant of dank, dark places imaginable. The rich 
variety of trees, ferns, and vines only rarely allows 
the sun to penetrate into the cool world below in 
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myriads of small dancing patterns. Over a hundred 

different kinds of orchid abound, from large speci-

mens to small exquisite flowers no larger than a 

dime. It is a botanist's paradise. 

The dense vegetation, however, makes it difficult 

to see the wildlife. Birds there are aplenty, includ-

ing the brilliant Ruwenzori Turaco, among the most 

beautiful of living creatures. Black forest leopards, 

chimpanzees, blue monkeys, red forest duikers, and 

hyrax are the most common animals, although only 

the latter are seen very often. It is said that pois-

onous snakes often lie in wait on branches over 

the trails, ready to drop on unsuspecting creatures 

passing underneath. A porter was once killed by 

one, but luckily we saw none of the great variety 

that exists. Elephant and buffalo are common in 

the lower valleys. 

Historically, the Ruwenzori have played an im-

portant role by encouraging African exploration in 

the search for the source of the Nile. The first 

problem was to find them. In A.D. 150 Claudius 

Porters on the trail. 

Ptolemy wrote that the Nile's source lay in great 

lakes fed by streams from snow-capped mountains 

which he called the "Mountains of the Moon." His 

map was remarkably accurate, and it is now com-

monly accepted that his mountains are, in fact, the 

Ruwenzori. Others, among them Herodotus, Aristotle, 

and later the 12th Century geographer, Edrisi, knew 

of their existence. In more modern times, it was 

ostensibly the search for the Nile's source that 

brought most of the early European explorers (Burton, 

Baker, Speke, Grant, etc.) to East Africa. 

In 1864 Sir Samuel Baker became the first European 

to set eyes upon the Ruwenzori, but naming them 

"The Blue Mountains" he failed to appreciate their 

full geographical importance. Sir Henry Stanley 

(of "Dr. Livingstone, I presume?" fame) did, though, 

and it was he who first proclaimed their existence 

to the modern world. He claimed to have made the 

discovery himself in May 1888, but, in fact, two 

members of his expedition had seen them a month 

earlier. They reported this to Stanley, who dis-

missed their find on the improbable grounds that 

they were looking in the wrong direction. Stanley 

first caught sight of the Ruwenzori only when a boy 

directed his eyes to a mountain said to be covered 

with salt. Without realizing it both he and Romolo 

Gessi had seen the mountains on earlier expedi-

tions. 

It was Stanley who gave the mountains their name, 

"Ruwenzori." This was one of the many names he 

thought the people of Toro had told him. Actually, 

and most appropriately, the word means "the place 

whence the rain comes." It is improbable the in-

habitants had a name for the massif or for the 

individual peaks, since those who live nearby only 

give names to rivers and places which they know 

and which are of value to them. It is for this reason 

that the peaks are named after famous European 

explorers. 

Once discovered there began a steady stream of 

attempts to penetrate the range both from east and 

west. Between 1889 and 1906 such men as Scott 

Elliot, Mumm, Sir Harry Johnston, Freshfield and 

the famous Swiss guide Moritz Inderbinnen all tried 
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their luck. The snow line was reached and a few of 

Mt. Baker's minor peaks were climbed, but perpetual 

bad weather, difficult terrain and the innate com-

plexity of the range were enough to turn back even 

the most determined of explorers. 

In the summer of 1906 two strong parties headed 

for the Ruwenzori. The first, a British Museum Ex-

pedition, planned to study the flora and fauna of 

the region, but among its members was an avid 

mountaineer, A.F.R. Wollaston, who succeeded in 

climbing a few subsidiary peaks and who was on 

the verge of even greater accomplishments. Bedevil-

led by lack of funds. however, its members were 

forced to sit idly by, while the second expedition, 

headed by that great explorer and mountaineer, 

H.R.H. the Duke of the Abruzzi (Luigi Amadeo di 

Savoia), caught up with them and passed them by. 

The gentle Wollaston recorded his emotions in a 

letter to a close friend: 

"We ought very soon to be starting round to 

the Semliki side of the range but we are 

stuck here by reason of exhausted funds and 

can move neither forwards nor backwards. 

Meantime the Duke of the Abruzzi draws near 

with a great following and will be at the top 

of the highest peak before I get within fifty 

miles of its foot. It is one of the most griev- 

ous ill chances that ever befell me and I am 

inclined to curse all royal dukes and wish 

they would stop at home." 

Wollaston, however, was anything but bitter, and 

later he visited the Duke and gave him much valu-

able information about the mountains. He was great-

ly impressed with him, "lean and tough, about forty 

. . . and a climber by the look of him." 

Wollaston was justly impressed. In the compara-

tively short span of six weeks the Duke's party 

climbed nineteen major summits, some of them sev-

eral times, and carried out a program of scientific 

research, mapping, and exploration that' would be 

a model of accomplishment even today. As a result 

of this great Italian expedition, the Ruwenzori no 

longer remained terra incognita. 

If anything, their success was the direct result of 
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elaborate and thorough preparation. No expense was 

spared. There were twelve Europeans, including 

scientists, a surveyor, the great mountain photo-

grapher Vittorio Sella, two Alpine guides and two 

porters. It was altogether the largest and most for-

midable party yet to visit the range. 

They arrived in Fort Portal early in June 1906, 

having walked all the way from Entebbe in three 

weeks. On June 8 they established a camp at the 

upper end of the Mubuku Valley at about 12,500 

feet, and by 6:30 a.m. on the tenth the Duke and his 

two guides were on the terminal ridge of Mt. Baker. 

Unlike most previous expeditions which had gotten 

that far only to become helplessly lost in the mist, 

the weather was beautifully clear, and they could 

see the whole range spread beneath their feet. With-

in half an hour they were able to unravel the topo-

graphic mysteries of the range which had been so 

to page 22, please 

Kitty Wright following the trail through elephant grass. 



Mount Baker, 15,889 feet, is one of the principal peaks in the Ruwenzori. Photo by Arthur H. Firmin. 

Smith distributes a blanket and sweater to each of the 

porters. Saulo, our headman, and one of the porters. 



Alexandra, 16,590 feet, and Margherita, 16,763 feet, the two major peaks. of Mount Stanley, are the highest points of the 
Ruwenzori. Photo by Arthur H. Firmin 

A rest stop near Kanyasabo. 
It was in rock shelters, such as this one at Nyamuleju, 

that our porters slept each night. 



largely responsible for the failure of earlier parties. 

An hour later they were on the summit gazing at the 

weird new world they had discovered. 

It was this half hour of clear weather at the outset 

which so helped them realize their rapid and com-

plete success. They at least now knew where to go 

and what to do. The expedition had its fair share 

of bad weather, but the Duke's characteristically 

thorough organization, excellent equipment and the 

knowledge gained on that first climb helped over 

come this. 

The remaining peaks were tackled one by one, 

until virtually none remained unclimbed. At one 

stroke the Duke of the Abruzzi had solved all the 

important problems of the range. The scientific and 

mountaineering results, with Sella's incomparable 

photographs, were duly published upon their return. 

The expedition did such a thorough job that inter-

est in the range declined. Fully twenty years passed 

before people began to return to accomplish any-

thing of importance. Climbers like Noel Humphries, 

Eric Shipton, and H.W. Tilman stand out particularly 

in this period. By 1932 the last major details of 

topography had been brought to light. The mountains 

and access to them were now open to all those who 

wished to use them. 

While a safari into the Ruwenzori is not yet "an 

easy day for a lady," it is hardly the heroic enter-

prise it once was. A convenient hotel nearby, a 

system of comfortable huts, numerous trails, and 

experienced porters, all help ease the burdens of 

Ruwenzori travel, even if they do not entirely elimi-

nate the elements of chance arid adventure. Anyway, 

our expedition was not to be in the grand tradition, 

and so avoiding Spartan rigors, we planned to make 

it as comfortable as possible. 

There were to be four of us: Smith Hempstone, ex-

Institute Fellow who as Africa correspondent for an 

American newspaper was determined to report on a 

wide range of African experiences; Kitty Hempstone, 

his wife; Kitty Wright and I. Kitty and I formed an 

advance party to make the necessary arrangements 

for porters and their supplies in Kasese and Fort 

Portal. We planned to meet at the Hotel Margherita 
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in Kasese on Sunday, July 15 (in time for curry 

lunch), and later that afternoon drive to the end of 

the narrow dirt track at Nyakalengija, well into the 

Mubuku Valley. We would start up the trail early 

the next morning. 

After a hectic trip to the supermarket in Nairobi 

where Smith and I provisioned the expedition with 

every imaginable delicacy, Kitty and I left for 

Uganda, our Land Rover filled to overflowing with 

food and equipment. We arrived in Kampala the next 

day to find every hotel full and the Mountain Club's 

equipment secretary on holiday (with the keys to the 

equipment depot, of course). The first problem was 

not solved until late that evening when we were 

ushered into a room at the Speke Hotel Annex. Only 

then did we fully appreciate why the Speke has such 

a grim reputation. 

The next day we met the Mountain Club's president 

who very kindly lent us most of the equipment we 

needed. Having covered the local bazaar in search 

of burlap bags for porter loads, we departed for 

Fort Portal, happy at last to be on our way. 

At Fort Portal the most important item was to 

arrange for porters. These come from a small tribe 

(Bakonjo) which lives high in the foothills of the 

Ruwenzori. Taking everything into consideration, 

they are a cheerful lot and first rate carriers. Until 

Europeans began visiting the area, the Bakonjo 

never went further into the hills than their hunting 

took them. Traditionally, they believe the snows 

are the province of a diety named Kitasamba who 

lives there with his four wives and who should not 

be disturbed. Today, passing along their hunting 

trails, one runs across a number of little thatched 

shrines with an egg or some edible morsel inside 

with which to placate Kitasamba. 

In hiring porters the Mountain Club has established 

a well-organized system. Each has an employment 

book and in it are recommendations from his previ-

ous employers. He carries a 45-50 pound load for 

which he receives a fixed wage of seventy cents a 

day. He is also given a daily food ration of 13,4 

pounds of cassava flour and smaller amounts of 

dried fish, peanuts, sugar, salt, tea, and two ciga- 



rettes with the imposing name of Kali (fierce). Each 

man is also given a blanket (traditionally white with 

colored stripes) and a sweater (brightly colored and 

undersized). Finally, for every eight porters or so 

there is a headman. He is not made to carry a load, 

but he is expected to relieve tired porters or bwanas. 

It might appear an easy process to determine the 

number of porters needed, but in fact it is quite 

complex unless one happens to have a bent for 

mathematical progressions. I don't! It took a lot of 

figuring to decide on seventeen porters and two 

headmen. The crux of the problem was food (about 

three pounds per person per day). We knew we ex-

pected to be in the mountains for about ten days, 

and that we needed eight porters to carry our own 

gear, but this was just the beginning. Other porters 

have to carry the food, and further porters are need-

ed to carry food for the extra porters. And so.  on. 

Then there are headmen, and they eat, too. To 

complicate matters still more, time adds another 

dimension. Nineteen men times three pounds is more 

than one porter load of food consumed each day, 

leaving an extra man. Naturally he can be sent 

home, but he needs food to get there. At last we 

found we needed nine men to carry porters' food, but 

I was up to my ears in scraps of papers covered 

with tiny jottings. 

The ever-helpful Mountain Club had warned us 

about labor trouble. "There are sometimes argu-

ments before leaving roadhead," the president told 

us, "but this is a try-on, and once on the march 

they are forgotten." Remembering a previous exper-

ience when eight of our porters went on strike, leav-

ing headmen and bwanas to carry loads, the former 

suffering from a slight loss of status and the latter 

suffering, I didn't have great confidence in our 

ability to subdue an uprising in the ranks. 

Luck was on our side, however, for we never had 

the slightest trouble. Kitty W. is convinced our 

antics on the trail convulsed them and kept them 

in such a state of expectant anticipation that they 

couldn't bear to part with us. I would guess a recent 

raise in their wages may also have had something 

to do with it, or the tip we gave the headman to 

 

Crossing the Bujuku River. 

 

promote understanding. 

Having unravelled the complexities of porter 

logistics, the purchase of supplies went smoothly. 

Ahmed Bhimji, who runs the local duka, had every-

thing packed and ready in a couple of hours. We 

continued on to the Margherita in Kasese to wait 

for the Hempstones who were due to arrive the next 

day. 

We slept late the next morning knowing it would 

be our last comfortable rest for quite a while. Time 

dragged as we waited for the Hempstones, but they 

arrived on time and soon we had returned to the 

little hut at Nyakalengija. By this time word had 

spread of the piles of food in the hut and of our 

impending expedition. Men, women, children, goats 

and sheep turned out in force to welcome us, some 

to apply for jobs, others just to enjoy the spectacle. 

Against almost insuperable linguistic handicaps 

(the Bakonjo speak little Swahili and less English), 
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Saulo carries a red forest duiker to the next camp. 

we managed to round up those actually looking for 

jobs. Smith and I pored over their employment books 

We first chose two headmen, John Mati and Saulo 

Kule, and with their help picked the rest. Tomasi, a 

headman who applied and whom we didn't hire, had 

been with me before although I didn't recognize 

him. While looking through his book, I found I had 

written a carefully worded disapproval (so he 

wouldn't tear the page out), as he had not only worn 

a friend's best climbing boots through the worst of 

the bogs, but he had also tried to run away with 

a fifty-pound load of cassava flour, even going as 

far as demanding a porter's wage for carrying it 

home. 

We finally sorted everyone out and the crowd 

dispersed. We set up camp and picked out the dinner 

which was to be a special one combining our own 

send-off with Kitty W.'s birthday. 
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The next morning we were up at dawn and just 

finishing breakfast when the porters arrived. For 

the next two hours confusion reigned. Porters rushed 

among the loads lifting them all to find the lightest, 

and then each man lined up next to his choice. When 

the dust settled we found we needed an extra porter, 

and this meant we didn't have enough blankets or 

sweaters to go around. Since they are considered 

elements of prestige rather than comfort, we were 

hard put to find a porter who would accept money 

in their place. Those who received blankets and 

sweaters invariably gave them to relatives, while 

they depended on sturdier army surplus clothing. 

Eventually we straightened everything out and de-

parted for Bujuku Lake, three days' march to the 

west. At first our route lay through a heavy growth 

of elephant grass (named for its size, not for the 

dietary habits of elephant) whose sharp blades 

sliced our hands and legs, covering us with small, 

painful cuts. Oil from other plant's leaves got into 

these and almost drove us mad with itching. Since 

it was I who had recommended shorts be worn, my 

ability as adviser was quickly cast into doubt. Al-

though I had been in the Ruwenzori before, I found 

the trail overgrown and considerably changed. Dur-

ing the next week my recollections often proved 

far off the mark. 

As we walked through the elephant grass, one of 

the porters yelled, "Tembo" (elephant), dropped 

his pack and fled. All twenty-four of us followed 

his example in an undignified scramble down that 

narrow, crowded path. No sooner had I gotten going 

at a respectable clip than I heard a snort and a 

tremendous crash right behind me. Convinced I was 

about to be dispatched by an angry bull elephant, I 

screwed up my courage and turned to see Smith 

sprawled across a root. 

That brought most of us to a halt, and we listened 

intently, huddled together just off the trail. We were 

silent for a long time. Saulo told us he wasn't afraid 

of elephants. Kitty W. suggested someone climb a 

tree, but no one did; there were too many nettles 

under them. 

When the danger had passed, we retraced our 



steps past fresh elephant droppings and on up into 

the rain forest. It was a gentle but steady plod up-

wards through bushes and weeds covered with dew. 

Soon it was we who were covered with dew, and 

our energy and enthusiasm flagged as we got pro-

gressively wetter and wetter. We stumbled regularly 

over roots and logs which earlier we would have 

neatly side-stepped. 

Suddenly Kitty W. tripped and fell into a horde of 

siafu, or driver ants, which promptly covered her, 

all the while biting viciously, as she danced about 

in pain. These extraordinary ants have powerful 

pincers whose painful bite brings blood as often 

as not, and they have been known to reduce small 

animals and children to bones. We all rushed to 

Kitty's aid, picking them off her one by one. Kitty's 

motions must have been comic, for our porters were 

slapping their thighs and roaring with laughter at 

her indisposition. They had walked through this 

same horde in bare feet, merely stamping regularly 

to shake them off. 

Before we finished we had taken a good number 

off ourselves as well, and we quit the accursed 

spot, having come out, I fear, somewhat worse for 

the wear in our first two encounters with Ruwenzori 

wildlife. The trail continued up, then down and up 

again. We crossed several streams by wading 

through in our boots. Kitty W. seemed fated to suffer 

from siafu again (and again, and again), but in her 

next encounters the rest of us suffered too. At one 

point we plopped down to rest, Kitty quaintly mumb-

ling something about never moving an inch farther. 

She did, however, and quickly,, but it didn't take 

us as long to get them off her (and us) this time. 

It was a bedraggled group that arrived at the 

Mahoma River, our lunch stop. Some chocolate, a 

few nuts, and a wash in the cold water revived us. 

Soon again we were ready for anything. From here 

the trail goes• directly up a steep ridge to the first 

hut. If one doesn't fall into the Mahoma while cross-

ing it (as I did, but luckily on the return journey 

when the danger to morale was negligible) or fall 

off the path and down the precipitous slopes, one 

may arrive at Nyabitaba, as we did, utterly spent. 

It was hot tea which brought us back to life this 

time, and we immediately set about choosing two 

cooks, Kambere and Adiwad, and instructing them 

in the complexities of safari cooking. There were 

elephant nearby and it took all our powers of 

persuasion to get them to fetch some water. Kitty 

W. held her first sick-call. Although Kitty H. had 

the remnants of a cold which appeared to be getting 

worse and some of the porters had headaches and 

a few cuts, everyone was in fine spirits. The 

porters quickly settled under the shelter of a vast 

overhanging rock and started cooking their meal, 

chatting incessantly. We watched and were glad 

they didn't offer us any of the resulting pasty mess. 

We relaxed. enjoying the spectacular scenery. 

Nyabitaba (meaning mother of tobacco) is a delight-

ful spot on the crest of a sharp ridge amidst a cool 

wood. It was a beautiful evening. Mount Gessi 

stood out in the distance and the steep walls of 

the Portal Peaks (named after Captain Raymond 

Portal) towered over us from across the valley. We 

were tired and went to bed soon after dinner. The 

porters still chatted on. 

We were up at dawn the next day, but the sky 

was overcast and it looked like rain. We started 

down to the Mubuku River, some 400 feet below the 

hut, slipping and sliding along the steep trail 

through thick growths of bamboo. When we reached 

the rickety suspension bridge across the surging 

river, it started to drizzle. In spite of what seemed 

inevitable, no one fell in, to the evident chagrin of 

two photographers. From then on the trail went 

up, up, and up. 

It rained harder and the trail became increasingly 

slippery. We passed a spot known as Mubyatomasi 

(meaning the place where a headman named Tomasi 

got into trouble with his employer), and we wondered 

if it was the same Tomasi we knew. We continued 

up. Nettles larger than ourselves stung us painfully, 

raising large red welts. Drenched to the skin, we 

had lunch at a rock shelter called Kanyasabo, place 

of mud, and understood. 

Mercifully, the rain stopped, although the fog 

stayed with us for the rest of the day. We hiked 
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on with little clouds of steam emerging from our 

clothing as we gradually dried out. We slithered 

over roots and moss-covered rocks which looked 

secure but which often threw us. There were no 

landmarks, and in the fog it was difficult to know 

exactly where we were. We wondered why we ever 

got involved in this. 

The porters had gone ahead, setting traps to be 

emptied on the return. While looking into one of 

them, Saulo found a fat red forest duiker which 

he carried over his shoulders to the next hut, 

Nyamuleju, where we arrived late that afternoon, 

covered in mud. 

The porters waiting for us were jubilant over 

the prospect of duiker steaks, but at 10,900 feet 

we were pretty pooped out and not very enthusiastic 

about anything. Sick-call was busier than the 

previous evening; there were many nasty cuts and 

new colds. The hike through the rain hadn't done 

Kitty H. any good, and her cold was considerably 

worse. To complicate matters I had pulled two 

ligaments in my left knee and was limping around 

the hut. No one had any gull' (energy) left. 

It is amazing how quickly the body forgets such 

torture. Just before dusk the mists cleared, and 

from the top of a nearby rock we had a magnificent 

view of Mts. Stanley and Speke. We agreed that 

today's hike was more pleasant than yesterday's, if 

only because it was cooler. We retired to the warm 

and smokey hut. After picking out our dinner, Smith 

bellowed for Adiwad. When he arrived, he meekly 

suggested we pronounce his name properly: "It's 

not Adiwad; it's Edward." 

Smith slept on the floor that night. One of the 

bunks had been chopped up by a previous occupant 

for firewood. 

By the next morning Kitty H. had developed a 

severe cough, and she thought she might have to 

return to roadhead. Since my knee was no better, we 

decided to spend an extra day at Nyamuleju recup-

erating, and if Kitty hadn't improved, she would 

then return to civilization. 

The following day was cold and clear, and we all 

felt immeasurably better. We pushed on, eager to 
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see the weird new world we had heard so much 

about, especially Bujuku Lake, a dark and mysteri-

ous tarn below the three main mountains of the 

range. 

Soon after leaving Nyamuleju and in the middle of 

a bog, we came across a whole field of giant 

lobelias. In 1906 Wollaston wrote to his father, "I 

have a lot of seeds of lobelias. . . which I think 

ought to grow well in England. I wonder if you are 

damp enough at Flax Bourton? (They) are very 

handsome things and would be a great ornament to 

any garden if they could be made to flower." These 

fantastic plants, sometimes fifteen feet high, sym-

bolize the weird other-worldness of the Ruwenzori, 

but unfortunately Wollaston's hope came to naught 

for all attempts to grow them elsewhere have failed. 

Shortly after, we entered a forest of giant heather 

festooned with moss and lichen. This giant version 

of heather, often forty-five feet high, has little in 

common with its smaller cousin on the English 

moors. We also saw our first giant groundsel 

(senecio), up to twenty feet high, again a giant form 

of the English plant. This Brobdingnagian world is 

known botanically as the Erica Zone, but we had 

another name for it. 

We crossed the Bujuku River, only a swift mountain 

stream at this point, and entered the first of the 

bogs. Bog-hopping is the best known aspect of 

Ruwenzori travel and certainly the most unpleasant. 

The bogs consist of silt brought down by the rivers 

and are a mass of thick, oozing black mud with 

numerous grassy tussocks scattered about. One 

crosses a bog by leaping from tussock to tussock 

with the help of a bamboo pole for balance. This 

is not only exhausting but a miss is fatal, for then 

one sinks up to his knees or waist in smelly mud. 

At first one is extremely careful, but eventually 

everybody misses a tussock and lands in the muck, 

and sometimes it takes several porters to pull him 

out. Altogether, it is a most frustrating business. 

We bog-hopped across the first bog, past Bigo 

Hut, then up a slithery path over tangled roots and 

fallen trees onto another bog covered with heli-

chrysum, as well as tussocks. At first the heli- 



chrysum, a variety of everlasting, appeared a god-

send for it helped us keep our balance, but it is 

fickle and sometimes held and sometimes broke 

off, invariably depositing the unlucky person in the 

muck. Its name is said to originate from "'hell' cry 

some, and others use stronger language." 

Having passed this obstacle, we found ourselves 

below a spectacular headwall leading up to Bujuku 

Lake. It was a sloppy trudge along the Bujuku 

River, now reduced to a small rushing brook, up 

the steepest mud we had ever seen. This is the 

famous vertical bog, the Ruwenzori's answer to the 

waterproof boot. 

When we got to the top, the peaks were hidden in 

mist, although in the distance we could dimly make 

out the two huts on a rise above the lake. After a 

dramatic experience in which we almost lost Smith 

and Kitty W. in the quicksand near the lake shore, 

we reached the huts late in the afternoon. We were 

cold, muddy, and miserable, but we had made it to 

the top hut, and we were all rather happy at the 

accomplishment. 

It would be a gross understatement to say the 

upper Bujuku Valley is a weird place. The word 

itself means hostility, cold, and harshness, and in 

this respect it is well named. It would be hard to 

imagine a more inhospitable place. Bujuku Lake 

in the mist has an eerie, ghostly countenance which 

is amplified by its still, black waters. When it 

clears, however, the three mountains (Stanley, 

Speke, Baker) tower majestically above it, and the 

many waterfalls grow in volume as the sun melts 

the snows that feed them. It is an unbelievably 

beautiful spot, and being there was worth every 

discomfort we endured in getting there. 

We paid off the unneeded porters who wasted no 

time in leaving for Nyamuleju where it wasn't quite 

so cold. The rest huddled around their fires in a 

rock shelter just below us. They would probably 

have to stay awake all night in order to keep warm. 

We retreated to the warmth of our hut after per-

forming the minimum ablutions that decency de-

manded. As the icy air swept down from the three 

glaciated peaks above us, we found it inordinately  

Tree Hyrax (Dendrohyrax arboreus) 
By Miss Ruth Yudelowitz. Courtesy of The East African Litera- 
ture Bureau and Longmans, Green Co., Limited. 

cold, and we wasted no time getting into our warm 

sleeping bags fully clad. As we lay in our bunks, 

we were startled to hear a series of bloodcurdling 

screams. These were from a charming little nocturnal 

creature, the hydrax, which although only the size 

of a cat, is the closest relative of the elephant with 

which it has many structural similarities. It looks 

like a large, furry rat and eats bark, although it 

prefers, of all things, lobelias. In turn, it is eaten 

by the Bakonjo and leopard, both of whom consider 

it a delicacy. There are tree and rock hyraxes, and 

in character with the mountains in which they live, 

the Ruwenzori variety is a type of tree hyrax, but 

since there are no trees over 11,000 feet, they live 

in rocks. 

We had seen them often that day, scurring about 

in front of their nests, and had become quite at-

tached tc their alert antics. Kitty H. asked John 

Mati to bring her one if he found one alive in a trap, 

which he did the next morning. He was only a 

youngster and quite terrified, but Kitty promptly 

christened him Rocky and went in search of succu-

lent lobelia leaves, while Kitty W. made a splint 

from a match box and bandaged his leg, which he 

had almost chewed off in his efforts to escape. Far 

from trying to bite her, he seemed genuinely grate-

ful for the assistance, and in no time he was hop-

ping about the hut. We wondered if he would survive 

the trip down. 

Smith and I went up to Stuhlmann Pass where we 

hoped we could look westwards into the Congo, but 

by the time we had arrived, the mists were already 

surging upwards, and we could see nothing. To the 

to page 40, please 27 



T 

Height in 
thousands of feet 

25 

Multiply cooking times by 
2 3 4 6 5 

kitc  e4ines 

15 

te tiDeT 

10 

5 
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Cooking temperature degrees F. 

If references in the current literature are repre-

sentative of the state-of-the-art in mountain cookery, 

pressure cooking is still a relatively unknown art. 

For the trail hiker as well as the expedition climber, 

the pressure cooker offers two important advantages 

—shorter cooking times and better prepared meals. 

Cooking times are shorter because cooking temper-

atures are higher. The accompanying chart shows 

boiling point depression and lengthening cooking 

times with increasing altitude. For example, at 

10,000 feet, typical cooking times are doubled, 

based upon the "factor of two for each 10 degrees 
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C." rule. Since actual rates of cooking vary from 

1.5 to as high as 10 for a 10 degree C. change in 

cooking temperature, depending upon the food, an 

average factor of two is conservative. 

The advantage derived from pressure cooking is 

quite significant when camping even at from 5,000 

to 10,000 feet. The pressure cooker operating at 

an internal pressure of 15 psi and a temperature of 

250 degrees F. (121 degrees C.) results in one-

quarter-length cooking times at sea level. Hence, 

the total reduction in cooking time compared with 

"open pot" cooking is on the order of eight to one 



ESS E C 
By M. D. Griffin 

at 10,000 feet for equal tenderness and flavor of 

the item cooked. 

Camping close to the 10,000-foot altitude, we 

have found typical cooking times (at cooking pres-

sure) to be two minutes for dehydrated soups, three 

minutes for spaghetti and macaroni, five minutes for 

items such as dehydrated potatoes, applesauce or 

stew, eight minutes for dehydrated vegetables. 

Without qualification, we have found pressure cook-

ing of dehydrated foods results in the best-tasting, 

most eye-appealing menus ever. 

Pressure cookery results in no appreciable weight  

penalty. During a recent 14-day loop trip from North 

Lake to South Lake in the Sierra, our cooking equip-

ment—weight 10 pounds, 13 ounces for a family of 

four—was as follows: 

Model 71L Primus (filled) 1 lb. 10 oz. 

1/2  gal. fuel container (filled) 3 9 

Presto 3 qt. pressure cooker 2 13 

Aluminum mountain cookset 1 7 

Siphon hose for Primus 1 

Asbestos wire mesh mat* 2 

Miscellaneous utensils 1 3 

*used over the 71L to spread the heat 
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"Parke Butte, 9/5/63 —Perfect weather. Breath-

taking 360-degree view of the Cascades. Can see 

Mt. Rainier in the distance. Mt. Baker seems close 

enough to touch. —The Darvills, Mt. Vernon, Wash." 

Wherever our goal—mountain summit, lookout, or 

isolated desert canyon—we usually find a register 

in which to record our names, the date, and whatever 

remarks we are moved to make. I think of these 

registers as diaries in the wilderness; their entries 

written by many people at intervals ranging from 

days to years. 

Adventurers may be too cold, too tired, or not 

inspired to write more than names and addresses, 

but even these are of interest as we scan the back 

pages of a register and see names of distant coun-

tries or of famous people. Theodore Roosevelt and 

Zane Grey looked up at Rainbow Bridge with awe, 

as we did many years later. Zane Grey was so im-

pressed he used Rainbow Bridge and the canyon 

country as the setting for his novel, "The Rainbow 

Trail." My husband and I were numbers 13805 and 

13806 in the register under Rainbow Bridge-, fifty 

years after Nasjah Begay led the first white man 

there in 1909. 

Lengthier entries may be ecstatic, even poetic, 

comments about the scenic beauty, snarling words 

about prevailing weather conditions, or a brief ac- 
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count of some incident that occurred. If the writer 

was in a spoofing mood, we may find an entry such 

as this one from Ruth Mountain in the Cascades: 

"John Doe, Hollow Tooth, Wyo. —Jan. 1, 1948. 1 

A.M. Beautiful sunshine. Rain falling in sheets. No 

stars." 

The same register contains a brief, cryptic nota-

tation: "barefoot." Was that climber barefoot all 

the way up Ruth Mountain (7,100 feet), or just while 

standing on the summit? Another note tells us the 

mountain was "climbed by helicopter—a little 

faster." 

Perspiring, panting adults who make the five-mile 

trek up to Hidden Lake Lookout, perched on a steep 

pile of rock slabs seemingly flung there by some 

giant of the Cascades, may gasp in amazement to 

read that a little girl was there on her fourth birth-

day. As a parent who has shepherded an almost-four-

year-old to a similar lookout, I share that father's 

feeling of pride in his daughter's achievement. 

One climber, viewing the Cascades from a lofty 

peak, was inspired with evangelistic fervor and left 

this wilderness diary: 

"My Saviour, Jesus Christ, made this wonderful 

country. It is great, but He is greater than his cre-

ation. Do you know Him? Read john 3:1-18." 

We may disagree with this version of the world's 



ES 
By Eunice W. Darvill 

creation, but probably we have all shared that spirit-

ual exaltation and realization that the impressive 

natural beauty of our world is beyond the power of 

men to create. Perhaps as a gesture of resentment 

and defiance of this greater power, men feel im-

pelled to change or destroy this wilderness beauty. 

An undercurrent of drama comes through as we 

read a note of explanation and thanks from a hiking 

party who needed emergency shelter in a lookout 

when one of the group was injured . . .In the record 

at Park Butte Lookout, leased by the Skagit Alpine 

Club for member use, a different type of crisis is 

mentioned. An unwary adventurer's toe was trapped 

in the bedsprings! 

The number of summits achieved in one day may 

vary, but there are times when every climber echoes 

the sentiments of four boys in the Tatoosh Range: 

"We have climbed six peaks today, and we are 

beat. All we want to do is sit, and rest, and eat." 

If you climb in the Cascades and find a summit 

register with a paw print signature and the name 

"Cobber Dog," it is not a joke or something written 

by a climber under the effects of hypoxia. Our dog 

enjoys mountain climbing, too, and his presence is 

always duly noted. 

Occasionally an entry is shadowed by tragedy, as 

on Telescope Peak in the Panamints, and some  

climber's last written words may be recorded in a 

wilderness diary. A young man, climbing solo, wrote 

his name, the date, and noted that a storm was ap-

proaching. He never returned from his climb, and 

his body was not found until the following spring. 

Diaries in the wilderness may arouse feelings of 

sentiment and nostalgia. When on a river trip through 

the Glen Canyon of the Colorado, we found a memor-

able note and a partially emptied bottle of wine. 

"Drink—for those before us and those after— 

To the Glen Canyon whose days are numbered— 

We leave this wine in remembrance of Omar 

Khayam, the Astronomer, Poet. 3/28/59" 

That night we stood around the campfire and drank 

a solemn toast to fellow "river rats" and to the 

lovely glens doomed to be flooded by the Glen 

Canyon Dam. 

As we write our names in registers, we feel a 

bond with those who have signed before and those 

who will sign in the future. Before the next human 

visitor appears, many wildlife activities will go 

unrecorded, fierce storms will rage over mountain 

range and desert canyon, sunsets will fill the sky 

with color and tint snowy peaks or canyon walls, 

and rivers will rush wildly past sandstone cliffs. We 

write and we depart; our brief invasion of these 

remote places recorded in diaries in the wilderness 
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Yinijht Yock 
By Jim Stuart 

The most accessible and popular practice climbing 

area in Washington's Cascades is Tumwater Canyon, 

located about 130 miles east of Seattle on U.S. 

Highway 2. Several outcrops along the canyon offer 

excellent climbing on a sturdy crystalline rock, 

similar to the granodiorite of the nearby Mt. Stuart 

area (see Summit, June, 1963). Castle Rock is the 

most frequented wall of the area since it is more 

obvious and most easily reached. Often on weekends 

parties must wait in turn to do a particular route. 

On the other hand, Midnight Rock is never crowded 

and offers different climbing problems than Castle 

Rock. It claims a portion of the skyline above and 

east of Castle Rock, and is distinguished by the 

yellow lichen stripes and the large, balanced rock 

on top. It is easily reached by following the gully 

immediately right (south) of Castle Rock. 

Most routes on Midnight Rock begin from a large 

horizontally bisecting ledge which is gained by way 

of broken ledges at the left end. All routes offer 

very difficult free climbing, with only two of the 

routes having been climbed entirely free. All routes 

require the best part of a day to complete because 

of the difficult technical climbing involved. A full 

assortment of pitons should be at hand, including 

bongs and wooden wedges. The routes have not 

been given any difficulty rating in this short article 
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since a guide for the area by Fred Beckey and Eric 

Bjornstad will be published soon in cooperation 

with The Mountaineers. 

The routes in the photo are from left to right: 

Victory Route —D. Beckstead, A. Amot; 1963 

Yellowbird Route —D. Beckstead, J. Stuart; 

April, 1963 

Black Widow Route —F. Beckey, E. Bjornstad; 

May, 1962. 

Easter Overhang—J. Stuart, D. Beckstead; 

April, 1963. 

Twin Cracks Route —T. Hornbein, F. Beckey; 

1957. 

Roller Coaster Route —F. Beckey, D. Gordon, 

F. Tarver; May, 1959. First free ascent 1963 by 

F. •Beckey and H. Mather. 

Apron Route —F. Beckey, D. Willmott; May, 

1962. First free ascent 1963 by F. Beckey, D. 

Davis, E. Bjornstad. 

Unnamed Route —F. Beckey, D. Beckstead; 

March, 1964. The "Grandmother Variation" was 

done in April, 1959 by E. Cooper, R. Priebe, I. 
Dunn after an accident which stopped the party 

from finishing the route. 

A. Deadend Ledge. 

(Dotted lines indicate where route goes out of view 

behind rock.) 
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1964 Mount Rainier Climbing Seminars 
Four 5-day Sessions at 10,000-foot Camp Muir 

July 4-8 • 24-28 • August 7-11 • 21-25 

Snow-Ice-Glacier Climbing • Crevasse Rescue Techniques 
Mountain Rescue Practice (High Alt.) • Snow Camping 

and Bivouacking • Evening Seminar Discussions • Climb 
of Mount Rainier. 

INSTRUCTORS 

Dick McGowan, Lute Jerstad, Tom Hornbein, M.D., Dee Molenaar, Pete Schoening 

Training Grounds of 1963 American Mount Everest Expedition 

Snow—Ice—Rock Mountaineering Schools •Climbs of all Pacific Northwest Peaks 

RAINIER GUIDE SERVICE & MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOL, INC. 

Send for Brochure 
c/o Alpine Hut, Inc., 2650 University Village, Seattle, Washington 98105 Photo by Bob & Ira Spring 
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Yetters 
Dear Editor: 

Climbing is a very individualistic 

sport, and the question of ethics re-

garding the use of bolts remains solely 

to the individual climber. Certainly 

many times bolts have been unjustified 

in their use, but this is not reason 

enough to remove them. If the bolt (or 

bolts) is offending to an individual 

climber, he can consider its use op-

tional. The climber should always 

have the right to decide what his own 

ethics are going to be, regardless of 

other climbers having different ethics. 

Steve McCrory 

Berkeley, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

I want to make a public apology for 

a grave error or mine. 

Recently Paul Kunasz and I attempt-

ed Coonyard Pinnacle on Glacier Point 

Apron in Yosemite. On the fifth pitch 

an unnecessary bolt had been chopped 

out, leaving a beautiful, unobstructed, 

unprotectable forty-foot lead involving 

some of the most difficult moves on 

the climb. Paul led twenty feet upward, 

then fell and hit the belay ledge, 

breaking his ankle. 

I am ashamed to admit that I then 

replaced the bolt. (You must be lenient 

with me. After all, consider the momen-

tary tension of the situation.) 

But that bolt has driven into my  

conscience. I lost much sleep until I 

learned that a self-sacrificing fellow 

climber had kindly gone up to remove 

it again and restore the beautiful terror 

of the fifth pitch. 

I have not asked Paul, but I am 

certain that he prefers his eight weeks 

in a cast to the ignominy of using an 

unnecessary bolt for protection. 

Now Steve Roper's courageous arti-

cle, "Overuse of Bolts," (June 

Summit), again strikes remorse into 

my heart. By way of expiation, I have 

just spent the weekend chopping off 

handholds and footholds on the Lunch 

Ledge and Royal Arches routes in 

Yosemite Valley. Prospective climb-

ers on these routes should be warned 

that they are still safe —but now they 

are also exhilarating. 

These climbs are now very challeng-

ing; and, after all, that is a major 

reason why we climb. They may have 

Recreation Unlimited Outfitters 

Featuring: CHOUINARD pitons and carabiners. 

Lost Arrows are made with care; they have the climber in mind, i.e., lightness, durability, esthetics. . . 

Chromalloy steel that will take up to one hundred drivings. How can you go wrong for $1.50 for this fine 

climbing "tool"? Remember the other fine Chouinard pitons: angles, RURPS, and carabine[. 

Write: Recreation Unlimited Outfitters, Box 334, Homewood, California 
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previously been enjoyable climbs for 

young, inexperienced 'climbers who 

didn't know they were doing anything 

wrong. But that attitude is unhealthy 

and should be eliminated from climb-

ing. 

Young climbers who desire to do 

famous climbs are always egotistical. 

They should observe the sanguine 

example of their betters, who clearly 

view the attainment of a summit as 

pure enjoyment and do not care who 

else can or cannot make the climb. 

Ed Leeper 

Berkeley, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

I agree most emphatically with Steve 

Roper on his philosophy of bolts and 

suggest that C.M. Weaver and B.S. 

Traka leave the climbing to the climb-

ers and henceforth stay safely within 

the railings provided for them by the 

National Park Service. 

It is obvious that the wholesale and 

indiscriminate use of bolts, if allowed 

to continue, will result in the down-

grading of individual climbs and de-

terioration of the intangible rewards of 

the sport. 

This threat to the integrity of rock 

climbing is paralleled by the pressure 

on our remaining wilderness by the 

commercial "exploiters" who want a 

road up every valley and a Tote Gote 

on every trail. 

In a larger sense, we are talking 

about two philosophies in conflict, that 

is: Shall we make the world entirely 

safe (hazard-free, worry-free, air-

conditioned, with social security and 

unemployment compensation for all) so 

that no challenge exists; or shall we 

at least preserve the opportunity for 

those who feel the need, to measure 

themselves against a natural obstacle 

of their own choice—a wilderness, a 

mountain, or a rock wall? 

Richard A. Slusser 

Littleton, Colo. 
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letters 
Dear Editor: 

We seem suddenly to be back in 
March of '61, listening to a Roper echo 
of Chouinard's "Are Bolts Being 

Placed By Too Many Unqualified 
Climbers?" (Summit, March '61, pp. 10-

11). See the responding letters to this 
article (Summit, April '61, pp. 24-25). 

Roper speaks rather patronizingly of 

"unqualified" climbers —who is to 

judge? Qualification is compounded of 

both ability and judgment, which do 

not always go together, and I am sure 

that many who are judged unqualified 
would consider their judges unquali-

fied in turn. 

The views of Roper and Chouinard 

are essentially competitive. In an ac-

tivity as potentially dangerous as  

climbing, competition is justifiable 
only among the very expert. Those who 

spend enough time at it to be able to 
climb relatively safely near their limit, 
thereby becoming exceedingly more 
skillful climbers than the rest of us, 

may wish to have their own rules of 
elegance and argue over the fine 
points, but to expect that the majority 

of climbers can or will do likewise is 

not realistic. We will clearly recognize 
that we have performed a lesser feat 

in using "too many" bolts and/or 
pitons, and will probably be charitable 

enough to assume that the heroes were 

climbing safely without them rather 
than just crazy—and will even aspire 

to become expert enough to do like-

wise, at which point we will by-pass 

our old bolt with kindly thoughts for 
those still not that confident. 

Why the great concern over a problem 
which so clearly has no absolute 

C
USEFUL NEW TOOLS FOR THE ROCK CLIMBER 

OFFSET 

.4, HORIZONTAL PITONS . . . 

made of the highest quality chrome-moly steel, hand. 
forged, then tempered to perfection. Designed for 
maximum strength, minimum weight. 

36 



Mountaineering Guide Service 
Box 658, Big Pine, California 93513 

CLIMBING CAMPS: June 21-27, July 19-25, August 9-15. A 
program of instruction and climbs at Palisade Glacier. 

GUIDED CLIMBS: Easy, interesting, and difficult routes 
throughout the Sierra Nevada. Reasonable rates. 

INSTRUCTION: Individual and group lessons in rock, 
and snow climbing and safety. 

Write Larry Williams for information. 

CUSTOM CLIMBING BOOTS 

$34.50, plus postage 

One piece upper, all leather 
lined, double stitched soles 

and Vibram soles screwed and 
cemented on. Guaranteed 

satisfactory fit. Write for 
measuring instructions. 

We also have down sleeping 
bags, down jackets, and other 

climbing gear. 
Information mailed on request. 

PETER LIMMER & SONS 
Intervale, New Hampshire 

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

TRAILBLAZER BACKPACKER 
2-man pup tent 
revised design 

3 pounds 8 ounces 
sewn-in groundcloth 
zippered front 
zippered mosquito netting 
lightweight egyptian cotton 
aluminum poles and stakes 
$44.75 postpaid U.S.A. 

backpackymountain, and camp equipment 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

JOELITicPack  
for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 

1807 VICTORY BOULEVARD 

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

answer? The reputation of a climb is 

not really downgraded—we all know 

how much more easily the acknowl-

edged hero experts could have done 

the climb. If we must have egotism and 

competition in climbing, and fortunate-

ly we have little compared to other 

sports, it should be restricted to those 

who can reasonably utilize their climb-

ing limit. But let's not be snobbish 

about it. The rock is for all of us. If 

the experts are genuinely offended by 

the sight of an "unnecessary" bolt, 

and can't simply by-pass it with equa-

nimity, they should consider that fame 

and privacy do not come together. The 

only solution to the "overbolting" 

problem is not to publicize new hero 

routes, for after all it is in aspiration 

that the supposed sins are committed. 

Certainly Roper and Chouinard do 

have some valuable criticism to offer. 

Anyone who has seen a poorly placed 

Rawl Stud half driven into poor rock 

(Lost Arrow) will second Chouinard's 

plea that at least a bolt should be the 

best possible (what, however, if you 

think the next guy may pull it out?). 

Roper's examples of multiple poorly 

placed bolts are simply examples of 

sloppy attitude and thinking, developed 

as much by us "moderates" as by the 

experts. 

Removing bolts will result in one 

thing only: more being driven. 

John Armitage 

San Jose, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

I was pleased to read Steve Roper's 

article in the last issue of Summit 

because no complete agreement exists 

to next page, please 

1962-63 "Mountain World" now available, 
$6.95; 1960-61, $6.95; 1958-59, $6.00; 
1956-57, $6.00; 1955, $2.00; 1954, $2.00. 

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

California. Phone NIAdison 6-6729 
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WHYA 

SLEEPIN 

oose 
n't steep in a 

erry sleeping bag—
but he sleeps in 
Prime Northern 
Goose Down 

— sante thing. 

* Send For Free Catalog 

dOef Dept. 142, Box 910 
Boulder Colorado 

ere 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. 

Reeteatiestete Eguipsteat ?see. 
DEPT. S 

523 PIKE ST., SEATTLE 1, WASH. 

is proud to announce its dealers 

for 1965 • • • • 

Camp & Trail Outfitters 

Gerry Mountain Sports 

Holubar Mountaineering, Ltd. 

Mountaineering Supply 

The Outhaus 

Sport Chalet 

Trailwise 

letters continued 

concerning the use of bolts in climb-

ing. 

American climbing has advanced 

very rapidly in the last thirty years, 

and I think our climbers can be proud 

not only of the routes which have been 

done, but of the safety record. In some 

cases they have pushed themselves to 

the limit of strength and endurance, 

and as a result routes have emerged 

which are outstanding for their techni-

cal difficulty as well as their beauty. 

I agree with Roper when he says that 

bolts should be placed only after con-

sidering other possibilities, because 

a bolt causes a permanent change in 

a route, whereas a piton, driven into 

a crack in the rock, affects but little 

change, But I disagree with his idea  

that bolts should not be carried on 

climbs where they are never used. The 

past history of these routes should 

have no relevance in deciding about 

the use of a bolt; only the judgment of 

the leader matters in this decision. 

The fact that a man has to use a bolt 

on a route where bolts have never been 

used is not and cannot be the criterion 

for deciding if he be sufficiently 

competent to do that route. The only 

basis a climber has for making this 

judgment is the knowledge of his own 

abilities and a realistic appraisal of 

the difficulty and hazards of the route. 

The main point is that nobody has a 

right to say who should do a route, or 

how it should be done, because these 

are questions of individual judgment 

and ethics. Roper, like a number of 

others, happens to believe that a route 

should only be done if it can be done 

as "well," with as few bolts, as 

others have done it. I respect his 

opinions, even admire them; but I ask 

him to give other climbers the same 

chance to decide for themselves, as he 

has done. 

William Peppin 

Berkeley, Calif. 

Classified 
Ads 

Ten cents per word. Payment must be 

enclosed with all orders. 

      

 

ROCKY MOUNTAIN GUIDE SERVICE and 

MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOL, INC. 

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 80517 • Phone 303-586-3445 

BACKPACKING: Eighty-page (8x 11) 

booklet on backpacking. Contains de-

tails on equipment, clothing, food 

recipes, menus, cooking, safety, tech-

niques, and preparations for a back-

pack trip. Price $1.40 (add 15 cents 

for mailing). Write R.C. Rethmel, 1512 

Jefferson, Alamogordo, New Mexico. 

 

     

 

FOR SALE: Complete sets of 1963 

issues of SUMMIT, unbound, $5 post-
paid. Index for 1963 issues, 10 cents. 

Write SUMMIT, Big Bear Lake, Calif. 
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IL 

Scouts—Campers—Fishermen—Hunters 
Backpackers—Mountaineers—Climbers 

BASIC 
NOUNTAINEERING 

The only book of its kind, designed 
to provide the basic knowledge neces-
sary to travel safely in the mountains 
and the desert. Presented in a con-
cise, illustrated, highly readable form. 

$2.00 a copy —or quantity rates 

Sierra Club, San Diego Chap. B 
P.O.B. 525, San Diego, Calif. 

Manufacturers of fine 
equipment for alpine sports. 

P.O. Box 1081 
Boulder, Colorado 80301 

24-page catalog sent on request 

J 
Your Nights Are Fine 

in Your 

Royalight or Timberline 

Sleeping Bag 

° With 

Channel Block Construction 

Catalog on Request 

HOLUBAR 
Boulder, Colorado 

Dear Editor: 

Was it intentional or just a Freudian 

slip? On page 6 (June Summit) you 

refer to a certain renowned Sierra Club 

publication as Going Light With Back-

ache or Burro. 

Glenn F. Tiedt 

Corvallis, Oregon 

(Editor's Note: Well, what do you 

think?) 

Dear Editor: 

When I can't sleep, I get up and read 

a magazine. An hour of most any one 

will get me ready for bed. 

The other night I tried Summit. At 

five o'clock I had read every article, 

enjoyed each picture, and drooled over 

every ad.I was faced with a hard day's 

work ahead, but I didn't have the 

slightest urge to hit the sack. The 

only thing that seemed to make sense 

was to drag out the pack and head for 

the hills. 

The most odious part of this situation 

is that it bodes likely to happen once 

a month for a long time, as I find my-

self entangled in a ten-year subscrip-

tion. 

Paul Bowden 

Yakima, Wash. 

Dear Editor: 

I was very happy to see the interest-

ing article on Devils Lake State Park 

in the May issue of Summit. I am one 

of countless climbers who have spent 

many fun-filled climbing hours in this 

midwestern climber's paradise. Gold-

stone's article was very fine; however, 

in mentioning clubs who use he Park 

he left out one, the John Muir Chapter 

of the Sierra Club, comprising the 

state of Wisconsin. We are one of the 

newest chapters of the Sierra Club and 

have a "budding" rock climbing sec-

tion which makes up in enthusiasm 

what it lacks in numbers. We try hard 

to uphold the mountaineering traditions 

in this non-mountainous state. 

Gary Werner 

Madison, Wisconsin 

start baby out young-11 
I With a Gerry Kiddie Pack, I 
I Baby goes everywhere...  .,ift— 

climbing, hiking, 
I strolling. Most comfort- 

!
able carrier ever 
designed! Has adjustable 

I seat, diaper storage. if 

I
Converts to car seat, 
high chair. Featherlight. 
$14.95 pp. at best baby 

I shops or direct. 

GERRY DESIGNS, INC. 

-L  Dept. 11, Box 998, 
-- — 

502 Packframe with Model 86 Bag 
of Nylon Duck 

TRAILWISE 
THE SKI HUT 

1615 UNIVERSITY 
AVENUE • BERKELEY 

CALIFORNIA 

Mountaineering and Knapsacking 

Equipment for 

Your Outing Enjoyment 

Catalog on Request Boulder, I 

EJ 
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ly started the long descent to Nyakalengija. Mt. 

Stanley stood out clearly as we trudged along in 

the mud above Bujuku Lake. It was crisp and clear, 

the finest weather we had had on the entire trip. The 

incredible views which were hitherto hidden behind 

thick layers of cloud and mist seemed to beckon to 

us to reconsider. •Lake Kitandara and the Irene 

Lakes remained to be visited, as did other less 

picturesque places like Groundsel Gully and 

Omukabamwanjara. 

On the whole the trip down was uneventful. Rocky 

travelled in Smith's pocket in a nest of lobelia 

leaves, all the while protesting ineffectually at this 

indignity. We were unable to cut much off our time 

up because the trail was just as difficult going 

down. We spent the night at Nyamuleju but skipped 

Nyabitaba, thus arriving in two days. 

This time it was Kitty H.'s turn with siafu. They 

got her just as we were nearing roadhead. Only the 

prospect of a hot bath and a cold beer drove us on. 

The hike through the elephant grass seemed end-

less, and at the end we had to race a grass fire 

which was crackling all around us. We finally made 

it to the cars and, paying off the porters and a last 

sick-call while Kitty W. pulled ants out of her hair, 

we headed for civilization, and our expedition 

ended where it began, at the Margherita Hotel. 

It had been an exciting time in the Ruwenzori. By 

some miracle we had not only missed the usual 

downpours, but we had enjoyed several really 

beautiful days. This is most extraordinary, espec-

ially after remembering what the pioneers encoun-

tered. Some people think the Ruwenzori are slowly 

drying out, because of a diminishing cloud cover. 

Certainly all the glaciers are receding, although 

not at as rapid a pace as the glaciers on Mts. Kenya 

and Kilimanjaro. Nevertheless, we were kept wet 

enough by bushes, trees, and, later, mud. It has 

not yet dried out completely, as a party that left 

soon after our return learned to their dismay. 

Several days later, as we drove north towards 

new adventures, we looked back to the Ruwenzori 

and saw massive rain clouds forming and heard 

the crash of thunder. We were glad to be down. 

Rough going through the jungle. 

Ruwenzori Safari from page 27 

east Mt. Baker played hide-and-seek in the mist. We 

were surrounded by a forest of giant groundsel and 

tired from our exertions at more than 13,000 feet. We 

appreciated the expressive name of a nearby moun-

tain called Rwatamagufa, the hill that breaks the 

bones. 

As we gathered about the stove that evening, we 

considered the situation. Kitty's cold was still bad 

and wasn't improving. My knee was worse and gave 

no indication of getting better. Kitty W. had an 

altitude headache which was driving her to distrac-

tion. Only Smith was in good shape, but it was 

clearly impossible for him to do any further hiking 

or climbing alone. We regretfully decided to cut our 

visit short by a day and head down the next morning. 

What a beautiful morning it was when we reluctant- 
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LET US HELP YOU WITH YOUR ZfCW,TAVCferArr EQUIPMENT NEEDS 

for 

CLIMBING - BACKPACKING - RESCUE UNITS - WINTER CAMPING - FOLDBOATING 

WILDERNESS TRAVEL - AND SURVIVAL GEAR 

HIGHLAND 04;ttea, 
STORE HOURS: 10 A.M. to 4 P.M. and 7 P.M. to 9 P.M. Tuesdays 
through Fridays. Saturdays from 9 A.M. to 4 P.M. Closed Mondays. 

3593 EIGHTH STREET (POST OFFICE BOX 121) • RIVERSIDE, CALIFORNIA • PHONE 683-7414 

, _ 

EQUIPVICNt QQK 




