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AMERICANS 
In November of 1952, a few hundred feet above the 

South Col, the second Swiss attempt had to be abandoned. 

There was no use denying the obvious: Winter had come 

to Everest. To continue the struggle could have meant 

death for the entire assault team. With heavy hearts we 

admitted defeat. To use Gabriel Chevalley's words: "We 

were 'purged' from the mountain." 

I remember our retreat clearly. Everest had been a 

terrible antagonist, but now that we had to leave it, we 

felt rather emotional. I knew then that I would have to 

return. There were other expeditions. To Lhotse in 1955; 

an inconclusive Yeti search in 1958, and to Dhaulagiri 

with the Swiss in 1960. In June of that year I applied to 

His Majesty's Government of Nepal for permission to 

lead an American expedition to Everest in 1961. Months 

went by and soon it was too late. The next year had been 

reserved for an Indian team. I reapplied for 1963, and 

finally on May 10, 1961 permission was granted. Now 

all that remained was the financing, organization, selec-

tion of team, and a few minor and mundane matters. 

Contrary to the popular belief that ours was the biggest 

and wealthiest expedition ever to set sail for the Himalaya 

and that American mountaineers can get all the financial 

backing simply by making a few telephone calls, it took 

two and a half years of full-time, all-out effort on my 

part to secure the necessary support of more than three 

hundred sponsors. It was a foregone conclusion, based 

on frustrating experience of all previous American ex-

peditions, that it would be utterly hopeless to achieve my 

original budgetary goal of $180,000 for pure mountain-

eering. Deputy leader William E. Sin i and I decided as 

far back as the Fall of 1960 to develop a scientific pro- 
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gram which could be carried out by the men who were 

to go high on the mountain, rather than by a separate 

group of scientists. What eventually evolved were studies 

designed to investigate certain fundamental problems in 

glacio-physics, human behavior, and biology. In formu-

lating the research program, care was taken to ensure 

compatibility of research procedures with expedition 

operations and the limitations imposed by time and field 

conditions. 

The news media spoke of our final budget as being in 

excess of $400,000, but the greater part of that decidedly 

frightening amount went for scientific equipment, salaries 

of the principal investigators, production costs of a docu-

mentary film, organizational and administrative expenses, 

and last but not least the around-the-world tour of five 

Sherpas and our Nepalese liaison officer. This program 

was part of our contractual agreement with the U. S. 

State Department's Bureau of Educational and Cultural 

Affairs. 

Since the expedition was set up as a non-profit cor-

poration, it was felt that, were we to follow the practice 

of previous major expeditions in our financial record 

keeping, we would be ignoring some of our largest sup-

porters—the equipment and food suppliers who were 

generously providing the majority of our needs in these 

respects free or at only a token charge. We therefore 

added to our budget, and credited in our funding reports, 

more than $70,000 in non-cash donations. While this 

caused some misleading comparisons of costs with other 

expeditions, we felt the result contributed to both ac-

curacy and equity. 

As a final word on the much-publicized finances of 



ON EVEREST 6y Norman g Dyhrent furth 

AMEE, let me say that the two government-sponsored 

Indian Everest expeditions as well as the 1964 Italian 

climb of K2 spent more on pure mountaineering than 

we did. And yet some European newspapers carried car-

toons which showed the "rich and vulgar" Americans 

dismantling Everest piece by piece, with a huge moving 

van waiting at Base Camp to ship the mountain back to 

the United States! 

In May of 1961 I received a letter from Lt. Col. James 

0. M. Roberts in Katmandu, offering his services as 

transport and administrative officer. Although we had 

met only briefly before, I was well aware of his outstand-

ing record in Himalayan mountaineering and accepted 

his offer with alacrity. His contribution to the ultimate 

success of our venture was perhaps greater than anybody 

else's. 

The final team was composed of nineteen Americans, 

one Britisher and one Nepalese liaison officer. As climb-

ing expeditions go, it was a large one, but I firmly be-

lieved that a major objective called for a major effort. 

The Advance Guard reached Katmandu early in 

February, after having fought and won the traditional 

battle with Indian and Nepalese Customs to get some 27 

tons of food and equipment into the country. We were 

joined there by the Main Body on February 13. Head-

quarters in Katmandu was the Hotel Royal where Boris 

made its northern compound available for the staggering 

array of our gear. Here we were joined by 32 of our 

Sherpas who had been carefully selected by Jimmy 

Roberts and myself. 

Then came February 20th—the date set more than 

two years before for the beginning of the trek to Everest.  

On the 19th, Jimmy Roberts had gone off by truck to 

Banepa with most of the Sherpas and all the loads, and 

the rest of us followed on the morning of the 20th. Our 

army of porters was there—Tamangs from the Kat-

mandu valley and Sherpas from Solu Khumbu—and for 

almost three hours they filed past in endless procession, 

while their loads and identification tags were assigned 

to them. Thanks to the organizational genius of Jimmy 

Roberts we left in good order and on time. 

The final figure was 909 porter-loads, each weighing 

an average of 62 pounds. In single file, bent under their 

loads and head-straps, AMEE's army moved out of the 

field at Banepa onto the trail beyond. At last we were 

on our way. 

The approach to Everest from Katmandu is well-

known and has been described in numerous accounts. A 

few highlights may be of interest: 

On March 1, the chain bridge across the Likhu Khola 

broke after most of the expedition had crossed it. No 

team members were on it at the time, but several porters 

fell into filo torrent and were swept downstream, while 

others hit the rocks near the water's edge. Fortunately 

there were no injuries worse than cuts and bruises. 

Two days later, near the village of Junbesi, a terribly 

burned woman was carried into camp for examination by 

our doctors. They agreed she had no chance of survival 

without hospitalization. A message was sent by expedition 

radio asking that the only available helicopter be sent out 

from Katmandu. The woman was flown back to the 

United Missions Hospital where she made an astonishing 

recovery. Al Auten, our communications officer, had done 

an amazing job of contacting Katmandu by way of a 
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HAM operator in Australia. My wife Sally, as AMEE's 

liaison officer at the Hotel Royal had done the impossible 

in securing the services of the helicopter in record time, 

and the expedition's meager cash balance was further 

reduced by almost $2,000 charged for the evacuation. 

And yet, the general reaction around Katmandu when 

word of what we had done got around was less than en-

thusiastic. In that part of the world life is cheap. What 

was a burned woman? "It is only the rich Americans 

showing off," was a not uncommon comment. But we 

were glad we did it. 

Smal !pox 

Near the village of Ghat, in the Dudh Kosi valley, we 

had our first encounter with smallpox. Again word was 

sent back to Katmandu, and vaccine was soon being 

sent in by special runners and part-way by plane. One 

of our porters died after he had left the expedition, and 

the disease threatened to spread to epidemic proportions. 

Although a number of Solu Khumbu people succumbed 

in the weeks to come, the combined efforts of our phy-

sicians and Sir Edmund Hillary's team in vaccinating 

more than a thousand Sherpas brought the disease under 

control. As usual there were hair-raising accounts in the 

world press which had us all but wiped out, in full retreat 

from the mountain. 

Namche Bazar was reached on March 7. Here the 

scantily-clad Tamangs were paid off and replaced by 

Solu Khumbu porters. Another crisis developed when 

Chotari, our Assistant Sirdar, developed symptoms of 

acute appendicitis, and one of the young Sherpanis came 

down with double-pneumonia. Again luck was with us, 

and both patients pulled through. 

On the 9th we reached the lamasery of Thyangboche in 

the midst of a heavy snowstorm. While the porters were 

sent back to their villages with instructions to return on 

the evening of March 14, climbers and Sherpas spent 

their time sorting out equipment, as well as in hikes and 

climbs in the cause of acclimatization. I was happy to 

renew my acquaintance with the reincarnate High Lama 

who graciously invited all of us to dinner. We recipro-

cated with donations to the lamasery, and, when His 

Holiness developed an unbearable toothache, Drs. Gil 

Roberts and Dave Dingman came to the rescue and 

pulled the worst of five badly infected teeth. They didn't 
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dare pull all of them for fear of some lamaistic "dorje", 

or thunderbolt. 

The weather began to improve, and on March 15 we 

were ready to move on. The night of the 16th was spent 

at Pheriche, and Lobuje (16,175 feet) was reached on the 

afternoon of the following day. All the porters—around 

500—were sent back to Thyangboche, where Jimmy Rob-

erts and our excellent liaison officer Capt. Prabakher 

Shumshere Jung Bahadur Rana (whose somewhat simp-

ler nickname "Noddy" dates back to Jimmy's 1960 

Annapurna II expedition) had stayed behind with the 

remaining loads. 

On March 18 some of us tried to break trail as far as 

Basecamp, but due to adverse snow conditions we called 

a halt at Gorak Shep, the old Swiss Lake Camp. Based 

on my previous post-monsoon experience I had planned 

to move from Lobuje to Basecamp in one day, but at this 

early date the amount of snow was prohibitive. An inter-

mediate camp would have to be established at Gorak 

Shep. 

Jimmy arrived on the 19th with some 300 porters and 

most of the remaining gear, but a number of porters did 

not cherish the thought of carrying through two feet of 

snow and refused to go beyond Thyangboche. 38 loads had 

to be left behind, and Tashi—our eldest Sherpa—was 

sent back to round up porters and bring up the rest. Of 

the 300 men and women who had_ come up with Jimmy, 

only 170 were willing to stay at Lobuje. There was noth-

ing to do but to ferry loads from Lobuje to Basecamp, 

with an intermediate camp at Gorak Shep. 

Basecamp 

On the morning of the 20th, after our first scheduled 

radio contact with Katmandu, a major portion of 

AMEE's forces moved up to Gorak Shep, and on March 

21st some of us established and occupied Basecamp at 

17,800 feet, closer to the Khumba Icefall than any ex-

pedition had ever camped before. It was also the earliest 

date ever, based on recommendations by Lionel Terray 

and Albert Eggler. It was then that I lost my bout with 

laryngitis, and my voice was reduced to a whisper 

throughout the build-up and assault phases on the moun-

tain. Although transportation problems were greatly in-

creased by the heavy winter snows, thanks to the talents 

of Jimmy Roberts and his way with the Sherpas no ser- 



ious bottlenecks ever developed in ferrying all our loads 

to the base of the mountain. This did put us a few days 

ahead of our original schedule. 

est Ridge 

When application was made to the Nepalese Govern-

ment, I had asked for permission to attempt not only 

Everest, but Lhotse and Nuptse as well. During my 

lonely crusade in search of finances, the thought of a 

three-way assault was not without merit. But then there 

was the West Ridge, one of the great remaining challen-

ges of the mountain. Some of us had studied it with more 

than casual interest in 1952 and 1955, and more than one 

of the Swiss Everesters of '56 assured me that a recon-

naissance of the West Shoulder had been considered as 

part of their program. There was even some talk of a 

Swiss-German-Austrian group wanting to attempt the 

West Ridge in 1963. Jimmy Roberts wrote me on Aug-

ust 1, 1962: " . . . By the way, the West Ridge gives rise 

to interesting thoughts—it would take one close to the 

old pre-war north face route . 

During our pre-expedition training session on Mount 

Rainier, I brought up the subject of the West Ridge and 

discovered that there were others who had given the 

matter some thought. We agreed on a reconnaissance of 

the West Shoulder, but decided not to discuss our plans 

with anybody, at least not for the time being. The final 

decision was made during the approach march, while we 

were camped at Chaubas. It came as a result of a group 

discussion which I recorded in my diary in some detail: 

" . . . Now that we have no more 'camp followers', we 

talked very frankly about the thing that had been on the 

minds of all the climbers: The West Ridge, which, if we 

can pull it off, would be one of the biggest things in 

Himalayan mountaineering. It was interesting to see how 

highly motivated the whole group was. There was com-

paratively little interest in Lhotse and Nuptse although 

I had explained to them that initially, when we were 

trying to raise funds, the idea of an American "Grand 

Slam" of three peaks had its appeal. But to most of the 

men that meant very little. In fact, Tom Hornbein, who 

is such an idealist and so enthusiastic about the idea, 

declared himself in favor of throwing everything into the 

West Ridge attempt, even if it meant jeopardizing success 

altogether. At this point I had to speak up strongly. I  

told them that I was in favor of making a serious stab at 

the West Ridge, or at least,a thorough reconnaissance. If 

it proved feasible, we would push up a line of camps, but 

at the same time we would build up the South Col route. 

We might possibly make the main attempt over the West 

Ridge, but as a back-up we would have a four-man as-

sault with support team from the South Col, so that we 

can be sure—or as sure as one can be of success on a 

mountain such as Everest. If the West Ridge proves im-

possible, we will at least have taken some good pictures 

of the Tibetan side of Everest from an entirely new 

point of view. But if the ridge is possible, we could 

attempt a traverse by having some men go up from the 

West and come down toward the South Col, and two—

or perhaps four—do the same in reverse. That of course 

would be almost too much to hope for. In any case it was 

agreed that we should certainly make a stab at Lhotse 

as well, oxygen and other logistics permitting . . 

I

ce  Wall Collapses 

On March 22nd, Willi Unsoeld, Jim Whittaker, Lute 

Jerstad, Nawang Gombu and two Solu Khumbu men 

entered the Icefall and in a tough but rewarding day's 

work forced a passage better than halfway to the top 

before returning to Base for the night. They hacked 

steps, placed fixed ropes and marked the route with 

willow wands. The next day a second team went up to 

improve and continue the route. This consisted of Jake 

Breitenbach, Dick Pownall, Dr. Gil Roberts and the 

Sherpas Ang Pema and Ila Tsering. At about 2 P.M. 

they found themselves at a steep wall of ice, some thirty 

feet high, to which the first party had attached a rope. 

This was near the future site of a supply dump, in the 

general area of the former Swiss and British Camp II. 

Pownall, Ang Pema and Breitenbach were on one rope, 

with Roberts and ha Tsering on another. "I climbed an 

ice rib", Dick Pownall reported, "which parallels the ice 

cliff and is separated from it by some eight feet. I called 

down to Jake to ask Gil—who was in a better position to 

see—if there was a way around this spot; it looked 

spooky. There was no other way, so we proceeded, and 

I asked Jake to untie the end of the fixed line so I could 

use some slack and ice-screws to secure it better to the 

cliff. Just then there was a noise, and everything under, 

around and above started moving. Since we had been 
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climbing over similar terrain all day without the slightest 

movement, my first impression was shocked disbelief. My 

next was movement and the thought 'so this is death'." 

A huge section of the wall collapsed, burying Jake 

Breitenbach under tons of ice. Death was instantaneous. 

Recovery of the body was attempted but proved im-

possible. Neither Gil Roberts nor ha Tsering were hurt. 

Dick Pownall suffered minor injuries, while Ang Pema, 

with deep facial lacerations and a mild concussion, had 

to be carried down to Basecamp by a hurriedly dis-

patched rescue team. Thanks to the competence of our 

physicians he was soon patched together and well on his 

way to recovery. 

Sudden and violent tragedy had struck. During the 

next two days, while we were trying to find our way back 

to life and purpose, there was no movement of men in the 

Icefall. The 25th was spent passing out clothing and 

equipment, and by the end of the day we were again a 

team instead of a group of lonely and severely shaken in-

dividuals. We had lost a close friend and an outstanding 

mountaineer, but as deaths go, Jake Breitenbach's was a 

clean-cut, kindly one. 

Based on experiences gained in 1952 and 1955, I had 

been determined not to have a regular camp in the Ice-

fall, and now I was more so than ever. But as in 1955, it 

became necessary to place a supply dump at about 19,200 

feet, better than halfway to the top. This was done on the 

26th by Corbet, Dingman, Bishop, Auten and twelve 

Sherpas. They improved the route, placed fixed ropes, 

built wooden bridges across the largest crevasses and put 

up a small tent at the Dump for emergency use only. 

Breakthrough 

The breakthrough to the top of the Icefall and Camp 

I (20,200 ft.) was accomplished on March 28 by Willi 

Unsoeld, Big Jim Whittaker, Lute Jerstad and Nawang 

Gombu. The final obstacle was a 70-foot vertical ice wall 

which ran clear across the glacier. Three hours of hard 

work with ice-screws, rope-pulleys and Jumar ascenders 

put them on top where they had their first look into the 

Western Cwm. Gombu confessed to me later that he had 

never seen such climbing before. By comparison his work 

as instructor at the Himalayan Mountaineering Institute 

in Darjeeling seemed like child's play. He didn't know 

this kind of climbing existed. 
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Once the 70-foot wall had been tamed and made easy 

for heavy load-carrying by the use of several sections of 

aluminum ladder, fixed ropes, bucket steps and the tun-

neling of the uppermost portion, we were ready to estab-

lish Advance Base (Camp II) at 21,350 feet. On March 

31st Big Jim, upon arrival at the campsite, reported via 

radio "If there should be a good moon tonight, I may 

decide to take a stroll up to the South Col!" In more 

serious vein he thought that the approaches to the West 

Ridge were subject to some avalanche danger, but that 

the difficulties were by no means insurmountable. That 

evening I wrote in my diary: "If our health continues to 

improve, and if the weather stays good, we may climb 

Everest by May 1st!" 

Tm Assignment 

The time had come to hold a "summit meeting" at 

Advance Base. Leaving Basecamp with my old friend Ang 

Dawa IV on April 1 and filming some exciting scenes 

along the way, we spent one night at the Dump and the 

next at Camp I. When I reached Advance Base on April 

3, the warm welcome given to me by our reconnaissance 

group was most gratifying. They had begun to feel cut off 

from the expedition's main body. Eight men were up 

here, and the rest at Basecamp. 18 Sherpas were stationed 

at Camp I and comprised the "upper ferry", while the 

balance of the Sherpa team—reinforced by 12 "special" 

Icefall porters who for the time being slept at Basecamp 

—worked at lower altitudes. 

Long before we reached Basecamp each man was as-

signed according to his personal preference: On the West 

Ridge Willi Unsoeld would be in charge of operations, 

with Tom Hornbein, Barry Corbet, Jake Breitenbach, 

Dick Emerson, Dave Dingman and Barry Bishop on his 

team. Now with Jake gone they were in need of someone 

to take his place. I planned to be in charge of the South 

Col operation, with Will Sin, Jim Whittaker, Lute Jer-

stad, Dick Pownall and Gil Roberts on the team. The 

remainder of the group would act in support on either 

route. 

A first reconnaissance of the approaches to the West 

Ridge had carried the men about halfway between Ad-

vance Base (21,350 feet) and the Shoulder (24,000 feet). 

As yet no one had seen the ridge head on, and there was 

general agreement that another reconnaissance in force 



est Ridge Build-up Delayed 

was needed to determine whether a) there was a feasible 

route, and b) there were possible sites for at least three 

and preferably four camps between 23,800 and 28,000 

feet. Only then would we be in a position to determine 

our ultimate course of action. 

outh Col Build-up 

Concurrently with the West Ridge probes the South 

Col route was reconnoitered and advanced: Camp III on 

the first terrace of the Lhotse Face, at 22,900 feet, and 

Camp IV was to be as close to 25,000 feet as possible. 

During the next few days some time was lost in trying to 

follow the route taken by the Indian expedition of 1960, 

with Nawang Gombu, a member of that group, pointing 

out the way. The changes which had taken place since 

then were such that our men found the old Indian route 

impractical and eventually chose a line of ascent which 

closely followed our route in 1955. 

Satisfied with progress made thus far, I returned to 

Basecamp on April 5. A number of changes had occurred 

in the Icefall, but Anullu and his "road gang"—he had 

volunteered for the dangerous and important job of 

keeping the Icefall open—were busily hacking away 

threatening seracs and rebuilding collapsed bridges. 

A major problem was to keep up with the advance 

parties, and to speed up the carries through the Icefall. 

Although Jimmy Roberts was able to get excellent work 

out of the Sherpas, there was a strong feeling among the 

men at Advance Base that heavier loads should be car-

ried. According to Tom Hornbein's figures, four oxygen 

bottles weighed 52 pounds and should thus constitute a 

reasonable load, while some of the Sherpas maintained 

that this was too much. An accurate check disclosed that 

four cylinders actually weighed 56 pounds, but after some 

initial grumbling most of the men carried that much and 

more. It is true that some of the Americans carried up to 

75 pounds at times, but this was not done on a constant, 

day-by-day basis as in the case of the Sherpas. 

Al Auten, our communications officer, was relieved of 

his duties by Barry Prather and moved up on April 6. I 

asked Jimmy Roberts to occupy Camp I on the 7th to 

expedite matters there. Will Sin—who by now had com-

pleted his physiology program at Basecamp—went up on 

the 8th, and Dick Emerson, Jim Lester, Ang Dawa and 

I followed on the 9th. 

In the afternoon of April 13th Willi Unsoeld, Tom 

Hornbein, Dave Dingman atid Barry Bishop returned to 

Advance Base from their second reconnaissance of the 

West Ridge. They were tired, but Dave appeared to be 

utterly exhausted. They had reached the rocky summit 

pyramid of Everest at 25,100 feet. Although convinced 

that there is a route, even the most optimistic amongst 

them spoke of serious logistical problems and an apparent 

lack of suitable campsites. Dave didn't like the route and 

asked to be reassigned to the South Col team. Barry 

Bishop had certain misgivings about the chances for 

success on the West Ridge. As professional photographer 

and staff member of the National Geographic Society, 

AME's largest single sponsor, he knew he was expected 

to reach the top. With Willi Unsoeld and Tom Horbein 

as the number one assault team, his own opportunities 

for a crack at the top were rather slim. When he too 

asked to be reassigned to the South Col route, it became 

obvious that the West Ridge attempt would have to be 

postponed, at least for the time being. 

On April 14th, Lute Jerstad, Dick Pownall and seven 

Sherpas moved up to Camp III, while Jim Whittaker, 

Gombu and two Sherpas succeeded in establishing Camp 

IV at 24,900 feet. They came all the way down,  to Ad-

vance Base, tired, but very happy. Now all that remained 

to be done was to string fixed ropes across the Lhotse 

Couloir and the Yellow Band, and the route to the South 

Col would be open. 

As a result of a series of planning sessions, we decided 

to continue the West Ridge build-up on a limited scale, 

while the bulk of manpower and supplies was directed at 

the Col. There was much gloom in the West Ridge camp, 

and my chances of winning any popularity contest were 

rather slim. They were dedicated mountaineers, not glory 

seekers, and they stuck to their guns, even when given 

the chance to switch over to the "conventional" route. 

"Surely mountaineering is more than a matter of sum-

mits," wrote Willi Unsoeld in his diary, "even when the 

summit is that of Everest." For me, who had spent all 

these years in mounting the expedition, the situation was 

somewhat different. Mine was the overall responsibility 

for the success of the venture, and as much as I would 

have liked to gamble on the more challenging West Ridge 
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route, I considered it safer to give preference to the South 

Col effort at this time and made the final decision ac-

cordingly. 

LSouth Col Reached April 16 

There were to be two teams of four men each: The first 

assault group would consist of "Big" Jim Whittaker, 

Nawang Gombu (from Darjeeling), Barry Bishop and his 

Sherpa Girmi Dorje (from Solu Khumbu). The second 

team of Lute Jerstad, Dick Pownall, Ang Dawa and my-

self would move up one day behind the others in support 

and make its summit bid after the first team's attempt. It 

had been my hope to go as far as the South Col, but now, 

in view of the sad fact that Dan Doody, the only other 

professional film-maker, was utterly unable to acclimatize 

even to the altitude of Advance Base, Willi Unsoeld and 

others convinced me that I should at least try to carry a 

movie camera to the top. Our four-man team was in turn 

to be supported by Will Sin, Dave Dingman and two 

Sherpas. Those were our plans on April 14th. 

The next day Lute Jerstad, Dick Pownall, Chotari and 

Nima Tenzing (Thami) occupied Camp IV, while Barry 

Bishop, Dave Dingman and Dick Emerson (who had 

much difficulty with the altitude) went down to Base-

camp for some much-needed R & R (Rest & Recreation). 

On the morning of the 16th the men at Camp IV moved 

across the Lhotse Couloir toward the Yellow Band. There 

they encountered some difficulties due to icy conditions, 

but then they had passed the rocks and continued up 

through the steep bowl toward the crest of the Geneva 

Spur. Although their assigned task was to prepare the 

route across the Yellow Band with fixed ropes and return, 

ambition got the best of them, and they continued. All of 

us at Advance Base watched them with mounting excite- 

ment until the Geneva Spur hid them from view. Quite 

late in the afternoon they reappeared on their way down, 

and the following message was transmitted via Basecamp 

radio: "At 3:30 PM on April 16th Luther Jerstad, Richard 

Pownall, and the Sherpas Nima Tenzing and Chotari 

reached the South Col at 26,200 feet. This is the earliest 

time of year that the Col has been attained. The next ten 

to twelve days will be spent in carrying food, oxygen, 

tents and gear to Camp V on the Col before Camp VI is 

established at 27,800 feet, preliminary to the first summit 

attempt. At the same time preparations are underway 
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for the assault on the West Ridge." 

During the build-up phase on the South Col route, the 

West Ridge team was by no means idle. While Barry 

Corbet and Al Auten occupied Camp III-W (W=West) , 

placed at 23,800 feet just below the crest of the ridge, they 

installed a light but powerful motor-driven winch capable 

of lifting a load of 500 pounds. To install and anchor it 

was one thing, but to make it run was quite another, and 

it took many days of herculean and frustrating effort 

before the first ski-toboggan load of oxygen cylinders 

moved up from a supply dump below to Camp III-W in 

a series of agonizingly slow spasmodic jerks. It had been 

our hope that this winch might save many man-days of 

carrying and bolster the West Ridge build-up, but in the 

long run our "secret weapon", as some newspapers chose 

to call it, was a very limited success. At best it was a 

triumph of mind (and brawn) over matter. 

The weather, which had been unusually good up to 

now, began to act up and slowed down the South Col 

operation to such an extent that there was serious danger 

of physical and mental deterioration of all climbers. 

Heavy winds, cold and prolonged exposure to high alti-

tude took their toll among Sherpas and Sah'bs alike. 

Doody Stricken 

April 21st brought near-tragedy: Dan Doody com-

plained of severe pain in one leg which was quickly diag-

nosed by Gil Roberts as thrombo phlebitis. Anti-coagu-

lants, some blood-letting and ten days flat on his back 

saved Dan's life and enabled him to descend to Basecamp 

under his own power. It had been my hope that Dan, a 

strong climber sixteen years my junior, would be able to 

accompany one of the assault teams to the summit and 

film along the way, but this was obviously out of the 

question. 

It snowed hard during April 25th and 26th, and all 

activity in the Lhotse Face and beyond came to a halt. 

Much new snow presented considerable avalanche danger. 

We discussed the problems of deterioration and the gen-

eral feeling of low morale. I pointed out that unless the 

weather improved within a day or two, we would have to 

go down to Basecamp or even lower to recuperate. I re-

membered Sir John Hunt's words of warning only too 

vividly. Will Sin i recommended that both assault teams 

should go down immediately to avoid further deteriora- 



tion. After a lively and sometimes heated discussion, dur-

ing the course of which everybody had a chance to be 

heard, my final decision was to hang on for another day. 

If the weather showed no signs of improvement, we 

would all go down. 

Oxygen Difficulty 

But the morning of the 27th was clear. High on the 

Lhotse Face the carrying teams were on the move again. 

Camp V on the South Col would soon be stocked. The 

first summit team left Advance Base for Camp III. The 

second group followed the next day. At the last minute 

Barry Bishop and I changed places, since it was Willi 

Unsoeld's well-known persuasiveness that had convinced 

me of the importance to the future American Mount 

Everest Foundation—in terms of income from the motion 

picture—that the first summit assault be recorded on 

film. 

We spent that night at Camp III, with Big Jim, Gombu, 

Ang Dawa and myself sharing a four-man tent. For the 

first time we used oxygen for sleeping, one bottle for two 

men at a flow-rate of one liter per minute. This involved 

the use- of T-joints and special plastic sleeping masks, but 

they turned out to be very uncomfortable and rapidly 

filled up with saliva. I had to empty mine at least five 

times during the night, and the others fared little better. 

Although this system had the advantage of using only 1/2  

liter of oxygen per minute per man, we decided to use 

Tom Hornbein's specially developed breathing mask from 

here on in. This made for better sleeping, but used up 

twice the amount of oxygen allotted to us. 

On April 28 we moved up to Camp IV, accompanied by 

twelve heavily-laden Sherpas. The four of us went on 

oxygen, and the 2,000 foot climb—frequently interrupted 

by movie-making—was strenuous but not too exhausting. 

That evening my regulator developed a leak, with most 

of the precious gas escaping before it reached the storage 

bladder. Ang Dawa immediately offered to exchange 

regulators with me, after I tried unsuccessfully—(in view 

of my continuing laryngitis and total absence of voice T 

used Gombu as intermediary)—to persuade one of the 

eight Sherpas who would make the final carry to Camp 

VI to give up his. 

As a result of my filming the departure from Camp IV, 

Ang Dawa, Pasang Temba and I were unable to catch up  

with the others. The weather deteriorated rapidly, and 

the long grind up the steep snow slopes and the traverse 

toward the Geneva Spur seemed endless and thoroughly 

exhausting. The route did not lead over the top, but cut 

across the ridge and from there almost horizontally into 

the South Col. It was snowing and blowing hard, and 

every few minutes we had to stop to clean our goggles. 

Then three Sherpas appeared through the storm, on 

their way down after having dumped their loads on the 

Col. Since Pasang Temba was slated to descend with 

them, Ang Dawa and I distributed his load between us 

and continued with dogged determination. But with more 

than 70 pounds on my back I soon realized that I would 

never make it. Fortunately Big Jim and Gombu were 

aware of our situation, and they dispatched two men to 

take some of the weight off our backs. By the time we 

reached "the world's most desolate spot", I was staggering 

from fatigue in spite of the oxygen. The three four-man 

tents were buffeted by strong winds, and the South Col 

looked just as inhospitable as I had always imagined it 

to be. Gombu was the only one with enough energy and 

drive left to come out of the tent and help me take off 

my crampons and unrope. 

The night was cold and windy, but thanks to sleeping 

pills and oxygen we rested fairly comfortably. The oxygen 

consumption was a cause of grave concern to me. Because 

of our inability to tolerate the so-called "sleeping-mask", 

twice the allotted amount was used. Then there was the 

leaky regulator which more than doubled Ang Dawa's 

needs, and upon arrival on the Col we all remained on 

oxygen at a 1-liter flow while resting, in order to con-

serve our strength for the struggle ahead. 

eaving for Final Camp I

ddII 

The morning of April 30 was extremely windy, but we 

were able to see the South Summit of Everest with a 

huge plume of snow. The Sherpas were eager to get 

started. Big Jim and Gombu were next to leave, while 

Ang Dawa and I stayed behind to film their departure. 

Again I wrestled with the faulty regulator, replaced some 

parts, tightened every screw, but to no avail. By the time 

we were roped up and ready to leave, the eight Sherpas 

were out of sight, and Big Jim and Gombu were nothing 

but tiny dots. 

We started off, and I felt good. For the first time since 
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leaving Advance Base did I feel reasonably certain that 

I would be able to reach the highest camp. In the past I 

had always entertained doubts whether I could get to the 

South Col, and here I was at the head of a rope, making 

fairly good time and actually gaining some on the others. 

As we approached the steep couloir, I felt a tug on the 

rope and discovered that Ang Dawa's breathing bag was 

deflated. This meant that half of his oxygen supply was 

gone. I cramponed down to him, changed bottles and 

threw away the empty. This reduced his load by 14 

pounds, but we were greatly concerned about the con-

tinued infernal hiss of escaping oxygen. 

inal Camp 

The Sherpas waited among the rocks to the left of the 

couloi r until Big Jim took over the lead. By the time we 

reached that point I began to tire, but on we went, belay-

ing carefully across the couloir, and up over rotten rock 

covered with loose snow to the crest of the Southeast 

ridge. Above, we could see the men putting up two small 

tents, but at our slow pace it took us hours to get there. 

We passed the ruins of the highest Indian camps, and 

some fifty feet below our camp we came upon the skeletal 

remains of the tent where Lambert and Tenzing spent 

that memorable night in May of 1952. 

The eight Sherpas passed us on their way down, but 

to my horror seven of them were still going on oxygen. 

Plans called for the eight partially consumed bottles to be 

left at Camp VI, but all of Big Jim's and Gombu's plead-

ing was in vain. At last Dawa Tenzing relented and 

turned over his set so that Ang Dawa would at least have 

a good one. 

It had taken ten men nearly two hours of hard work 

to carve a semi-level platform out of the mountainside 

and pitch two connecting two-man tents. I estimated our 

altitude to be no more than 27,450 feet, about 400 feet 

lower than I had hoped for. But with the Sherpas halfway 

down to the Col, and the camp well-established, there was 

nothing to be done about it. Gombu assured us that ours 

was higher than the Indian camps, and the other Sherpas 

told Big Jim that this was the highest Sherpa carry ever 

made on Everest. Jim had no way of knowing at the 

time, but we were several hundred feet lower than Hillary 

and Tenzing's final camp. But I was utterly exhausted at 

this point and barely able to crawl into our tent. Only 
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later did it sink in that we were camped much too low, 

something that was to haunt me in the weeks and months 

to come. 

Off to the Top 

The night was quite comfortable, but on the morning 

of May 1 there was a gigantic plume of snow directly 

above us, with Lhotse and Nuptse barely visible. Makalu 

was completely blotted out. After a quick breakfast—a 

cup of hot Jello per man—Big Jim and Gombu were on 

their way by 6:30. I told them: "Don't wait for us, we'll 

come along and see how high we can get. If the weather 

improves, we hope to reach the South Summit and film 

you guys on the final ridge." I had no illusion about 

making the summit. My 45th birthday was only six days 

off, my pack with two oxygen bottles, two still cameras, 

a professional movie camera, extra clothing and film 

weighed around 55 pounds, while Ang Dawa carried at 

least that much. We roped up and began to follow the 

fast-fading tracks of Big Jim and Gombu. The wind 

blew so hard that they were soon filled with snow, and 

I had to break trail all over again. We moved very slowly, 

with the regulators set at the maximum rate of 4 liters 

per minute. The packs seemed terribly heavy, and the 

goggles filled up every few minutes with drifting snow. 

There was rotten rock under a foot of loose snow, with 

little or no chance for adequate belaying. After a traverse 

toward the left around steep rock ledges and up a snow 

couloir, we gained the ridge where the summit team's 

tracks were again visible. As we followed the ridge we 

saw no more than a few feet ahead of us, and I was un-

comfortably aware of the fact that my right hand with 

the ice axe was inside Tibet, with a near-vertical drop of 

more than 10,000 feet to the Kangchung Glacier. From 

time to time we looked over our shoulders at Lhotse, 

barely visible through the driving snow. We were just 

about even with its summit, then we were above it. On 

we went, following the faint tracks into nothingness. It, 

was tough going, with three to four breaths for every 

step. I started counting steps, with a prolonged rest after 

every twenty, then after every ten. Suddenly there was 

a tug on the rope. Ang Dawa's breathing bag was empty, 

and he seemed to be in trouble. I cramponed down to him 

to discover that his first cylinder was used up. After 

changing bottles and discarding the empty one, we con- 



hittaker's Account 

tinued to climb. At a point where the ridge levels off be-

fore rising sharply toward the South Summit, half of my 

oxygen supply was gone, and Ang Dawa helped me 

change cylinders. I explained to him that this was the 

end of the line for us, but when I got ready to go down, 

he looked at me uncomprehendingly: "Up go, Bara 

Sah'b?" said Ang Dawa, pointing. But I shook my head: 

"This is the point of no return. If we go on, we will have 

oxygen until we're about halfway between the South 

Summit and the Main Summit. Then we will run out of 

air, and we will never get down alive. We will also not 

reach the Main Summit, so we can't even be dead heroes 

on top!" And I tried to explain that our main function 

was to take movies as high as possible, and to support 

Big Jim and Gombu. We had carried heavy movie equip-

ment to this point, up to 28,200 feet, but it was absolutely 

useless since we couldn't see anything. At last Ang Dawa 

saw my point of view, and after a very slow and careful 

descent we reached Camp VI around 1:30, completely 

done in. All the way down, while hanging on for dear 

life in that terrifying storm, I kept worrying about our 

summit team. It seemed utterly impossible that the sum-

mit could be reached. 

And yet, here is Jim Whittaker's account of that day: 

" . . . We finally reached a point of the ridge where it 

steepened, and here we decided to leave our one oxygen 

bottle as a reserve, so that we'd be carrying a lighter load 

and could pick up the reserve tank on the way down. I 

took the lead here on the steeper slope. We kicked steps 

and worked up towards the South Summit. It was 11:30 

when we reached it, and I was very pleasantly surprised 

to see the North summit separated from us by only a 

30-foot depression. It looked very good, however it did 

look steeper than I had imagined it even though I had 

looked at pictures of the final ridge. I was filled with 

some apprehension. The wind at this point was very 

strong; we were no longer protected by rock ridges as we 

were below the South summit, and we were exposed to 

the full fury of the wind. I had some doubts about going 

on, but after standing on the South summit for about five 

minutes and looking at the North summit, I—you might 

say, took up a notch in my belt, and we moved on toward 

the final ridge. We dropped about thirty feet to the  

saddle between the two summits. Then we crossed along 

the snow cornices that clung to the rock ridge, working 

our way between the rock and the snow. When we 

reached what appeared to be the last of a series of humps 

in the ridge, I stopped and asked Gombu to go ahead. He 

said: "No, you go first", and I said "No, Gombu, you", 

and then I finally said "Let's go together", and side by 

side we walked up the final few feet of Everest's summit 

ridge. Beyond it everything fell away. I slapped Gombu 

on the back, he slapped me back, and we gave each other 

a hug. I stuck my ice ax into the very top of Mount Ev-

erest and hooked my pack to it to keep it from blowing 

away. The wind was very strong. I told Gombu: "We'll 

spend five minutes to take pictures and get off quickly 

before we are blown off." The view was fantastic, we 

could see all the way to the plains and the lamasery of 

Thangboche. I pulled the 4-foot aluminum stake from my 

pack, the one with the American flag, and drove it into 

the very summit. We then took pictures of each other 

holding various flags. When we put the cameras away 

and started to descend toward the South summit, we dis-

covered that both of our oxygen tanks were empty. This 

came as a surprise to us. We removed the tanks and con-

tinued down the ridge. Gombu went ahead, following our 

crampon tracks. Suddenly one of those huge cornices—

it must have been at least fifteen tons of ice—dissolved 

between us. I stopped the rope and pointed it out to 

Gombu. We both looked at it with alarm and hopped a 

couple of feet down toward the Rongbuk glacier. When 

we reached the saddle between the two summits, I sud-

denly had to answer a call of nature, in the bitter cold 

and wind, in the most unlikely place on Earth! Mean-

while Gombu scrambled up to the South Summit. It took 

me about fifteen minutes to get back into my pack, and 

I suddenly realized how weak I was due to the lack of 

oxygen. I started up the 30 feet to the South Summit, and 

Gombu above apparently thought he could help me with 

direct assistance from the rope. The tracks were com-

pletely obliterated and I kept sliding back. Then the rope 

got tangled up with my pack and turned me upside down. 

I could not shout to Gombu over the howling of the wind. 

He couldn't see me but must have assumed that I had 

taken a fall, and he kept pulling on the rope. After a long 

struggle I managed to get back on my feet and into my 

pack, but by then I was really worried about the oxygen 

situation. I started up again, kicked my steps more firmly, 

taking almost five minutes for each step and breathing 

as hard as I could. I literally crawled to the South Sum-

mit and lay there for some time, gathering my strength. 
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American Mount Everest Expedition members in Katmandu before leaving for basecamp. Rear: Dan Doody, Norman Dyhren-

furth, Lute Jerstad, Lt. Col. Jimmy Roberts, Dr. Gil Roberts, Jim Whittaker, Willi Unsoeld, Dick Emerson, Barry Prather, 

Dr. Tom Hornbein. Front: Barry Corbet, Al Auten, Jim Lester, Maynard Miller, Jake Breitenbach, Jim Ullman, Dr. Dave 

Dingman, Dick Pownall, Will Sin, Barry Bishop. Photo by Barry Bishop 

Below: Everest team members in front of helicopter which evacuated Unsoeld and Bishop on May 27. Photo by Maynard Miller 
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Chain bridge across 

the Likhu Khola just before it broke. 

Photo by Willi Unsoeld 
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One of the overnight 

camps during the approach march. 

Photo by Jim Whittaker 



Willi Unsoeld greets 

Sherpani with baby while Will Sini 

looks on. 

Photo by Maynard Miller 

Basecamp was established 

at 17,800 feet on Khumbu Glacier. 

Ice/all on right, 

West Shoulder of Everest above. 

Photo by Norman G. Dyhrenfurth 
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Tom Hornbein crosses 

bridge in Western Cwm between 

Camp I and Camp II. 

Photo by Willi Unsoeld 

A big carry 

through the Khumbu Ice/all. 

Photo by Dick Pownall 



Foreshortened view of 

South Summit, 28,750 feet, of Ever 

Bivouac took place at 1. 

2 shows point where Ang Dawa and 

Dyhrenfurth turned back, at 28,200 

Photo by Barry Bishop 

Summit pyramid of Everest 

from crest of the West Ridge. Diagonal 

Ditch at 1. Hornbein's Couloir is 

clearly visible. 

Photo by Willi Unsoeld 
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Avalanche off Nuptse as seen from Advance Base, Camp II, 21,350 feet. Photo by Lute Jerstad 



Advance Base, 21,350 feet, 

with Ice fall below West Ridge in 

background. 

Photo by Willi Unsoeld 

Tom Hornbein and 

Sherpa above Camp I. Lingtren, 21,972 feet, 

on left, and Khurnbutse, 21,785 feet, 

on right. 

Photo by Willi Unsoeld 
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Jim Whittaker and 

Nawang Gombu at Camp VI. In 

background: Chomo Lonzo, 

25,640 feet, and Makalu, 

27,790 feet. Kangchenjunga, 

28,168 feet, in distance to left 

of Chomo Lonzo. 

Photo by Norman G. Dyhrenfurth 
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Approaching the 

crest of the Geneva Spur. 

Photo by Dick Pownall 

Right: Sherpas on way up 

steep couloir towards 

southeast ridge of Everest and 

Camp VI, 27,450 feet. 

Photo by Jim Whittaker 



A "Tyrolean Traverse" was set up for the evacuation of Everest on the Khumbu Ice/all on May 24. 
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Photo by Dave Dingman 



With frostbitten feet, 

Willi Unsoeld is carried by Sherpas toward 

helicopter above Namche Bazar. 

Photo by Dick Pownall 

Right: Lute Jerstad, also suffering 

from frostbite, about to be carried from 

basecamp toward Namche Bazar 

on May 27. 

Photo by Norman G. Dyhrenfurth 

Leader, Norman Dyhrenfurth, 

Lute Jerstad, and other members of the 

Everest team shake hands with 

Barry Bishop and With' Unsoeld just before 

they are flown out by helicopter 

for treatment of their frostbitten feet. Barry 

Corbet in background. 

Photo by Dick Pownall 

21 



(AMERICANS ON EVEREST) from page 11 

Gombu too was exhausted by now. It took us about three 

hours from the summit of Everest to where we had left 

our oxygen cylinders. We had to belay each other down 

the steep ridge below the South summit, moving one at a 

time and travelling very slowly. Every fifteen feet or so 

we had to stop and gasp for more air. At last we reached 

our tanks, and soon we were sucking oxygen back into 

our starved bodies at a four-liter flow. The weather had 

deteriorated somewhat, clouds were building up over the 

southeast ridge, and the wind was still high. Our can-

teens were frozen solidly, and we had gone without 

liquids all day. We were terribly thirsty and tired, with 

very little energy left in us. We continued to belay down 

the ridge, got off the steep section and kept on going. It 

was only then that I began to think we might make it 

back to Camp VI. In the saddle between the summits I 

had much doubt about getting down . . . 

I eturn 

In the meantime Ang Dawa and I had recovered some-

what and prepared food and drink for the summit team. 

We tried to keep warm, breathed oxygen at a one-liter 

flow, and waited. It was terribly windy, and the ridge 

above us was barely visible. Then it was five o'clock, and 

still no sign of our frionds. At last, at about 5:30, small 

snow slides and rocks began to hit the tents. We could 

see the two men coming down, very slowly and carefully. 

When they were within shouting distance Ang Dawa 

called out to Gombu who gave the victory signal with his 

ice axe. Ang Dawa turned to me with a big grin, and we 

slapped and hugged each other. By the time the men 

reached the tents, they were staggering from fatigue. Big 

Jim looked haggard and completely done in, at least ten 

years older than when he left that morning. It took them 

almost half an hour to get rid of crampons, rope and 

packs and crawl inside their tent. I wanted desperately to 

rush out to embrace and congratulate them, but I simply 

didn't have the strength. All I could do was croak my 

congratulations and admiration for the superhuman effort 

they had put in. And then we plied them with tea, bouil-

lon, dried beef, canned peaches and more tea. 

We were unable to establish radio contact with the 

second assault group on the Col, but fortunately they had 

considered the weather too bad for a summit attempt and 

decided to stay put for at least another night. As to our- 
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selves, we were far too 'exhausted to descend to Camp 

V that evening and settled down for a second night at 

27,450 feet. (Later we learned that Sir Edmund Hillary, 

who was camped at the foot of Taweche, had looked up 

toward Everest on May 1 and declared the weather "im-

possible". Down at Advance Base Dan Doody wrote in 

his diary: "Expect all above are staying put for the day.") 

During the night we ran out of oxygen, and in the morn-

ing we made the descent to the Col and points below 

without it. Before leaving Camp VI Ang Dawa helped me 

to set up the movie camera, and with my last strength 

I made the highest panorama ever taken from a pro-

fessional tripod. The climb down over treacherous, snow-

covered rocks was a nightmare, and by the time we 

reached the Col we were as close to death from oxygen-

starvation as I ever hope to get. Lute Jerstad, Barry 

Bishop and Dick Pownall made me lie down on the snow 

and placed an oxygen mask over my face. After gulping 

oxygen at the maximum rate of flow for a few minutes, 

I was strong enough to make it to one of the tents under 

my own power. I thought of my good friend Sir John 

Hunt who underwent a very similar experience in 1953! 

A hurried meeting of all concerned resulted in the sad 

realization that in view of the acute oxygen shortage the 

second summit assault would have to be postponed, and 

all of us would have to go down to Basecamp to recup-

erate and reorganize. We still had the better part of May 

for further attempts, and then there was the West Ridge! 

limbers' Names Withheld 

By May 4th most of the team were down at Base. It 

was good to be alive, to rest, to catch up on correspond-

ence, and to receive by radio the many congratulatory 

messages from around the world. Everybody wanted to 

know the names of the summit climbers, but we had 

voted as a group not to give out any details until every-

body was off the mountain. We wished to prevent the 

glorification of two men at the expense of the rest of 

the team. 

There were long discussions on oxygen and the appar-

ent excessive use of it during the first assault. Our logisti-

cal planning had to be revised, with Willi Unsoeld and 

Tom Horbein doing most of the work. Another serious 

problem was that of persuading the Sherpas, who had 

made more high carries for us than on any previous 



Everest expedition, to move up again. Once again it was 

Jimmy Roberts who saved the day, and in spite of fa-

tigue, sickness and considerable grumbling, a number of 

our 'Sherpas rose to the occasion and declared themselves 

ready and willing. Some had already carried to the South 

Col three times, and others had gone to Camp IV-W on 

several occasions. I am convinced that their amazing 

performance was due primarily to the leadership and 

popularity of Jimmy Roberts. 

On May 7th Wili Unsoeld and Tom Hornbein moved 

up to Advance Base in one day. We had worked out, the 

following plan: Two 2-man assault, teams on the West 

Ridge, and one 2-man team on the South Col route, all 

with the necessary support groups. A traverse of the 

mountain from the West was to be attempted only if it 

could be coordinated with the men on the Col route. 

Target date for the double-assault was May 18, and ar-

rangements were made to evacuate Basecarnp on the 

22nd. 

The weather deteriorated into a series of storms. Each 

snowfall increased the avalanche danger of the route to 

the West Ridge. At one time four Sherpas and two tents 

at the Dump were swept down by snow-slide, but, nobody 

was hurt. The tents and everything inside were a total 

loss. Now May 21st was the earliest summit date. This 

was hard on the nerves for Lute Jerstad and Barry Bish-

op who were impatiently waiting at Advance Base for 

word to move up the Col route. 

pressure Mounts To Disclose Names 

By May 9th the pressure from the outside world to 

release the names of the first summit team became un-

bearable. By porter grapevine, Katmandu already had 

the news. Very reluctantly I gave in and announced the 

names over the radio. This was very much against our 

beliefs and convictions, and I felt like a traitor to the 

men above, but in the world of present-day communica-

tions ours was a stand that could not be held. As in the 

case of Hillary and Tenzing, all our efforts at stressing 

the team effort were largely in vain. That day I wrote in 

my diary: " . . . Everybody contributed, everyone worked 

together. There are no heroes. The men who first reached 

the South Col, or those who were the first to open up the 

Icefall and the Lhotse Face, and others who did many 

hard and thankless jobs. This is a team effort, and I'll be  

damned if we're going to have one or two heroes . 

And then there were four days of perfect weather, with 

Barry and Lute sitting at Advance Base and chomping at 

the bit. But everybody understood that a traverse was 

possible only if the South Col team could act as support 

for the West Ridgers. There were further delays due to 

difficulties with the power winch, and by now most of our 

best Sherpas were listless and bone-tired from many 

weeks of high carries. 

Tents Blown Down 

Camp 4-W had been established at 25,100 feet, near 

the steep rocks of the West Ridge. On the night of May 

16 the camp was all but swept off the mountain during 

the worst storm we had yet experienced. Barry Corbet, 

Al Auten and four Sherpas were in two four-man tents, 

joined together at their entrances. It was here that the 

wind struck its most violent blows. Towards midnight 

the men suddenly realized that the guy lines had torn 

loose, and that they were sliding at an ever-increasing 

rate toward the Rongbuk glacier 6,000 feet below. Just 

before going over the edge, they were saved by what ap-

peared to be a miracle. In a chaos of torn canvas, twisted 

tent poles and scattered gear, the dazed and struggling 

men found their downward slide arrested by a narrow 

snow shelf, some 100 feet below the crest of the ridge. 

Through darkness and storm, Al Auten battled his Way up 

to Willi and Tom whose tent was still standing. The three 

of them went down and helped secure what was left of 

the two tents by anchoring them to the slope. A sem-

blance of order restored, the stunned and battered men 

hung on for their lives, awaiting the dawn of another 

stormy day. 

Toward 9 o'clock Willi established radio contact with 

Base. At the very moment when he informed us that 

they were evacuating Camp 4-W, his tent started moving 

sideways across the surface of the snow. He shouted into 

the microphone that they were on their way, and that 

the tent was about to go over the brink. For a moment 

there was considerable confusion and excitement. In the 

next instant Tom Hornbein made a wild dive through 

the entrance, grabed a tent stake and did a self-arrest. 

By spreading his legs wide in the vestibule and thus 

tangling the tent he was able to stop its movement tem-

porarily. At this point Barry Corbet looked around and 
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saw Willi still talking into the microphone. Feeling guilty 

at the thought of leaving Willi alone in the tent, he made 

a motion to come back in. Wili, with the microphone 

switch still depressed—and it made horrifying dramatic 

listening for us at Base—shouted: "No, Barry! Out, out 

man, out!" Needing no further urging, he shot out the 

door, and Willi followed him with such violence that he 

broke the antenna on the radio. And yet Willi continued 

giving a running commentary on what was happening 

until he had to sign off in order to load oxygen bottles 

on the collapsed tent to keep it from blowing away. But 

with this, the last of 4-W was reduced to ruins. 

Ietreat 

It took the eight men more than an hour to find their 

ice axes, ready their packs and start the long descent to 

3-W. It was a miserable trip. The wind kept knocking 

them off their feet. Their goggles became impacted with 

snow which made it almost impossible to see the route, 

but once they got down below the crest of the ridge, the 

wind abated somewhat. They were close to total exhaus-

tion. They kept losing their balance, stumbling around 

like drunks. Although they had ropes amongst them, it 

seemed impossible to try to tie knots in that nightmarish 

storm. At last they reached the shelter of Camp 3-W 

where they thawed out and recuperated during the next 

two days. The men of the West Ridge were battered and 

shaken, but they weren't ready to throw in the towel yet. 

But in terms of overall strategy and time-table, the 

target date had slipped again, and the chances of a "sum-

mit-meeting" appeared all but gone. Even Willi and Tom, 

our eternal optimists, began to have serious doubts. Orig-

inally; plans called for two further camps on the West 

Ridge, but now, with the serious losses in tentage, oxygen 

and butane, it was decided to carry up one camp as high 

as possible, and to make a two-man assault from there. 

It was a long shot, but the men knew it was now or never. 

May 22nd was set as the final target date. 

This was the signal for the South Col team to start its 

long-postponed move up the mountain. Lute Jerstad, 

Barry Bishop and three Sherpas left Advance Base on 

May 18th, while Dave Dingman, Girmi Dorje and two 

other Sherpas followed a day later. Camp III had been 

partly buried by an avalanche, but efforts to dig out the 

tents and reoccupy them were successful. The weather 

24  

held good, and on the afternoon of May 21 Barry and 

Lute established themselves at Camp VI, after Pemba 

Tensing and Nima Tensing had made an amazing carry 

before returning to the Col. 

On the other side of the mountain, Camp 4-W was 

reoccupied on May 20. All India Radio announced that 

the monsoon was expected to reach Everest any day now. 

Time was running out fast. On the morning of May 21, 

Barry Corbet and Al Auten set off from Camp 4-W to 

lead the way and prepare the route toward 5-W. Five 

Sherpas followed an hour and a half later, with Willi 

Unsoeld, Tom Hornbein and Dick Emerson bringing up 

the rear. Above camp they first followed what they called 

the Diagonal Ditch, a long gully slanting upward across 

the North Face. In the ditch itself the climbing was 

mostly on packed snow, but now and then the men had 

to negotiate rocky slabs covered with a thin layer of 

snow, with the well-known rock strata of the North Face 

slanting downward at an unpleasant angle. During a 

previous reconnaissance, Willi and Tom had reached an 

altitude of 26,200 feet, at the base of a snow-filled gully 

several hundred yards West of the famous Great Couloir. 

Willi had named it the Hornbein Couloir, and here was 

the route they proposed to follow as far as possible. At 

the entrance to the couloir Dick Emerson reached the 

end of the line. Plagued by altitude sickness during most 

of the time above Basecamp, Dick's achievement in reach-

ing such heights is truly admirable. 

High Camp on the West Side 

With Barry Corbet leading and cutting steps up the 

steep couloir, the others followed. Hours went by, and 

the men began to tire. Toward mid-afternoon, right at 

the base of the Yellow Band, they reached a tiny ledge. 

It couldn't have been more than 18 inches wide and 8 

feet long. Here, at 27,250 feet, Camp 5-W became a 

reality. Their job done, the support team immediately 

began the descent to 4-W, some 2,100 feet below. Willi 

and Tom spent the next hour and a half chopping out a 

platform that would hold their tiny tent, working without 

oxygen to conserve it for the next day. They set up the 

tent, secured it with pitons and axes, and crawled inside. 

Just before leaving, Barry Corbet had made a reconais-

sance of one of two possible routes up ahead. He decided 

that the one which moved out towards the crest of the 



ridge would not go and suggested that Willi and Tom try 

the other one first. After the evening meal of freeze-dried 

shrimps and tomato paste, prepared by the indefatigable 

Tom Hornbein, they turned on their sleeping-oxygen and 

managed to sleep until 4 A.M. On the other side of the 

mountain, some 200 feet higher, the South Col team too 

was getting ready for the big push. Everything was still 

going according to plan. 

ove Explodes 

Around 5 A.M. on May 22, Lute & Barry lit their 

stove to prepare breakfast. There was a sudden burst of 

flame. It singed Lute's beard and burned Barry's plastic 

sleeping mask. The tent was instantly filled with smoke, 

but the men managed somehow to dive out before suffo-

cating. It was a miracle that they were alive, but the 

near-disaster greatly weakened them and caused serious 

delay. It was not until 8 o'clock that they were able to 

get started. 

Willi and Tom left an hour earlier, but Tom's oxygen 

regulator developed a leak which caused them serious con-

cern. Willi was in the lead, and the route turned out to 

be more difficult 'than anticipated. They continued up 

the steep couloir, cutting steps most of the way. At first 

Tom wasn't going well at all. Each time upon reaching 

Willi's belaying position, he would gasp for breath and 

ask Willi to continue in the lead. (It was not until much 

later that he discovered that due to his faulty regulator 

he was actually climbing on less than one liter per min-

ute!) The couloir altered in character, at one point nar-

rowing down so much that a man's body could barely 

squeeze through. Above this they emerged onto a broad 

shelf which moved up towards the crest of the West 

ridge. So far the terrain had been so steep that there 

had been no place to sit down, and they were getting 

tired. Above them the couloir degenerated into a very 

steep narrow crack. Willi discovered a possible route to 

the right, another crack which provided a broader break 

in the vertical wall above. It was with great surprise that 

they found themselves still moving one at a time on the 

shelf itself. The angle was still such that there was not 

a moment's relaxation and no place to sit. By now they 

were getting close to the top of the Yellow Band. 

Tom took over the next lead which turned out to be a 

very difficult one. Willi drove in a safety piton, and Tom  

moved up the smooth rock wall. When he reached snow 

again he thought he'd be able to walk up, but it turned 

out to be of such floury consistency that he had to clear 

each step. The snow cascaded down like a waterfall, and 

Willi, who was also on unconsolidated snow, became in-

creasingly unhappy. Tom did not like the looks of this 

pitch, but somehow he kept going. When he drove in 

another piton, the crumbly rock did little to reassure him. 

By this time some forty minutes had gone by, and Willi 

yelled up to him: "For goodness sakes, come on down! 

We'll find another route." So Tom used the doubtful 

piton as a pulley and rejoined Willi who then attempted 

another lead further to the right. After one rope length 

he realized that the vertical wall directly above offered 

little hope. There might have been a possibility to tra-

verse over to the crest of the ridge at this point, but that 

too looked forbidding. The wall itself was about 100 feet 

high, broken only by a series of vertical cracks which 

looked rather frightening at this altitude. As Willi looked 

back it became apparent that the best route was the one 

Tom had just tried. So back they went to its beginning 

and Tom, who was not feeling well, asked Willi to try it. 

With Tom belaying, Willi moved up to the piton and 

snapped into it. He then had to take off his mittens and 

climb bare-handed for the next stretch. By using cross-

pressure, chimney techniques and jam-holes, he was able 

to worm his way up for the next 20 feet. It was at this 

point that he suddenly ran out of oxygen. With rapidly 

ebbing strength he clawed his way up another 15 feet to 

a tiny nubbin of rock where for the first time he was 

able to bring up Tom with a sitting belay. And here, at 

3 P.M., at about 28,200 feet, Willi said: "Well, Tom, it 

looks like we have a decision to make." The decision was 

whether to go on or turn back. Tom acknowledged the 

necessity for making it and then ignored it. In complete 

silence they made it, in fact weeks later upon looking 

back on it they were convinced that the decision had 

been made several days before! To descend the way they 

had come, over technically difficult and dangerous ter-

rain, without adequate piton cracks and without a rappel 

rope, would have been hazardous in the extreme. They 

had passed the point of no return and so informed Base-

camp via walkie-talkie. Most of us were up on Pumori's 

southeast spur that day to scan the upper reaches of 

Everest with binoculars and telephoto lenses, but Big Jim 

Whittaker had stayed behind to maintain radio contact. 

Upon being told by Willi that they were going on, he 

became greatly concerned. He begged them to reconsider 

and not cut off their only escape route. But Willi and 
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Tom knew that retreat was impossible, and on they went. 
Meanwhile Lute and Barry had moved up the south-

east ridge to the South summit. Barry, after a very bad 
night at Camp VI and the almost disasterous explosion, 
felt extremely weak and close to exhaustion during the 
entire ascent. This made it necessary for Lute to do all 
the leading and cutting of hundreds of steps. After a 
much-needed rest on the South summit during which 
they took stock of their dwindling oxygen supply, they 
continued along the final ridge on reduced ration. 

ictory 

And then, shortly before 3:30, they saw the American 
flag flying from the summit of the world. Placed there 

three weeks before by Big Jim, the aluminum pole still 

stood straight and tall, only the ends of the flag were 
slightly tattered. Tears of emotion and relief came to 

their eyes, and together they stepped up to the summit. 
For the next 45 minutes they took pictures of the world 

around and beneath them—with Lute taking the highest 
motion pictures ever—and they looked down the West 
Ridge for signs of the others. They waited, and they 
shouted, but finally, with the shadows lengthening, they 
began the descent. 

For a while Willi and Tom weren't certain of their 
exact location on the mountain. Again they contacted 

Big Jim at Base, but nothing he could tell them about 

the configuration of the summit seemed to fit their im-

mediate surroundings. At last they were able to orient 
themselves: They had come out of the couloir to the East 

of it, in the direction of the Northeast ridge. At one time 
they had planned to follow a route marked in Hugh 

Rutledge's book which would have taken them on to the 
crest of the Northeast ridge and the base of the final snow 

slope leading to the summit. But now they couldn't find 

a previously selected gully, and everything looked un-

familiar. They then traversed back to the West across 

long wide open slabs and reached the crest of the ridge. 

At this point the wind hit them with full .force. The 

climbing became increasingly difficult, and finally the 
ridge narrowed to a near-vertical knife-edge. There they 

took off crampons and overboots and soon became in-

volved in the most enjoyable and exhilerating four rope-
lengths of exposed rock-climbing of the entire venture. 
Tiny ledges, relatively good rock, and just enough hand 
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holds to be able to use them with their mittens on. To 
their right they could see across the top of the South 
summit. And then, moving up slowly across the final 
snow slope, Willi raised his eyes and about forty feet 
ahead was the American flag, shining in the slanting 
rays of the sun and flapping wildly in the breeze. He 
turned around, raised his fist, and waited for Tom to 
catch up. They threw their arms around each other and 
together moved up to the summit. They were quite be-
yond words. 

It was 6:15, and the last light of day was fading fast. 
They left some memento, took a few pictures, and hurried 
down the ridge toward the South summit. They were 
grateful for Lute and Barry's footprints to show them the 
way. At one point Willi stopped long enough to contact 
Advance Base and inform Maynard Miller of their where-

abouts. To the latter's amazement the next words coming 
over the airwaves were from Robert Frost: 

. . . I have promises to keep, 4( 

and miles to go before I sleep . . . 

ivouac 

The sun had set as they descended Hillary's chimney, 

and twilight set in before they reached the South sum-

mit. There was a momentary scare when Tom, who by 
now was in better condition than Willi, heard the loud 

hiss of escaping oxygen. His fear of having broken his 

regulator when it banged against a rock was unfounded, 

and soon he was able to remedy the situation. They 

traversed the South summit and started down the steep 

ridge as fast as they could. By now it had become too 
dark to follow the footprints of their predecessors, and 

their rapidly fading flashlight was of little help. They 

shouted, and to their joy shouts came back from below. 

Lute and Barry, who were close to total exhaustion, had 
been descending very slowly and with extreme care. By 

8 o'clock they were still on the steep portion of the ridge, 
at about 28,300 feet, and it was here that they first saw 

the occasional pinpoint of light above, and then they 
heard voices. They waited for two hours until the West 

Ridge team, guided through the darkness by recurrent 
shouts, caught up with them. The moment of rejoicing 

at the reunion soon turned into sharp disappointment for 
Willi and Tom, for they had assumed that they had 



reached the shelter of Camp VI. Together the four men 

resumed their descent in total darkness, but after several 

tumbles down both sides of the ridge they realized that 

they would never reach camp at the rate they were 

moving. They were out of oxygen, and shortly after mid-

night, still at 28,000 feet, they called a halt and decided 

to bivouac on a tiny ledge of rock below the crest of the 

ridge. But the Gods were smiling, and although the tem-

perature dropped to 18 below zero, the wind died down. 

Had there been the usual Everest weather, none of the 

four would have survived the highest night out ever 

spent on a mountain. 

Dave Dingman and Girmi Dorje, after a sleepless night 

at Camp VI in the almost certain knowledge that all four 

summit climbers had perished, went to look for them in 

the early morning hours of May 23. Girmi climbed with-

out oxygen so as to conserve it in case there were any 

survivors. 

Survivors there were! Thanks to the strong support pro-

vided by Dave and Girmi who gave them fresh oxygen, 

hot food and drink, the mountain claimed no further 

lives. Together the six men descended to Camp VI, and 

after a brief rest they continued all the way down to 

Advance Base that same day. The following evening 

everybody was back at Base, and on May 25 the expedi-

tion began its long trek back to Katmandu 

As soon as it became known that Willi and Barry had 

suffered serious frostbite, word was flashed by radio to 

Katmandu for the helicopter to be sent at least as far as 

Namche Bazar, but preferably — if weather and the 

'copter's ceiling permitted — to Thyangboche. 

On the evening of May 24, 275 porters reported for 

duty, and on the following morning AMEE began the 

trek to Katmandu in a raging snowstorm. Again we 

were extremely lucky, for this was the beginning of the 

monsoon in the Everest region. One more day on the 

mountain, and the men might never have gotten down 

alive! Willi, Barry and Lute had to be carried to Namche 

Bazar, where the former two were evacuated by heli-

copter in the early morning hours of May 27 and taken 

to the United Missions hospital in Katmandu. Since 

then Willi and Barry lost all of their toes, while Tom 

and Lute suffered no permanent injuries. 

On June 9 the main body of the expedition reached 

Katmandu, and after a series of wonderful and heart-

warming receptions there, in India and in Switzerland, 

the men of AMEE dispersed to rejoin their long-suffering 

families. 

Everest has been friend and foe for the past eleven  

Leader of the 

American Mount Everest Expedition, 

Norman G. Dyhrenfurth 

catches up on correspondence 

at basecamp. 

years, but the time has come to turn my back on it. In 

passing through Thyangboche on the way out we stopped 

to pay our respects to the High Lama. As we took our 

leave, he looked very frail, lonely and forlorn. We had 

become good friends over the years. There still was a 

moment of regret as we passed through the lamasery's 

gateway, but the mountains were enveloped in heavy 

clouds, and Everest was hidden from view. This made 

the parting easier. 

All that remains now is the return to that other life . . . 
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Join this 25-year-old sportsmen's 
cooperative whose members include 
mountaineers, professional guides, 
campers, skiers, skin divers, sports-
men and scout leaders. Domestic 

Where Experts 
Come 
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and imported articles carefully 
screened and tested before they are offered. 
You enjoy low co-op prices and profit-sharing 
plan. Write for catalog. 
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ROCKY MOUNTAIN NATIONAL PARK 

ROCK CLIMBING SEMINARS • NOVICE — EXPERT INVITED 

— write for illustrated brochures — 

TOM NASH, Chief Guide 
645 Waldo, S.E., Salem, Oregon • Phone 503-364-7936 
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TWO UP? 

Happiness, as well as 

fatigue, shows in the faces 

of Tom Hornbein and Willi 

Unsoeld at basecamp 

on May 27 after completing 

the spectacular traverse 

of Everest, which included 

a bivouac at 28,000 feet, 

the highest night out 

ever spent on a mountain. 

Photo by Jim Whittaker 

Classified 
Ads 

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

NOW AVAILABLE: 1964 Printing of 
the booklet "Knots for Mountaineer-
ing." Describes and illustrates more 
than 50 knots and hitches useful for 
Climbing, Camping, and Rescue. Com-
plete with bibliography, glossary, and 
index. Price $1 postpaid from your 
Outfitter, or from Phil Smith, Box 263, 

Twentynine Palms, California. 

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

With a grateful nod to Stephen 
Potter, Head Skis are a perfect 
ploy. Over your shoulders, rack-
ed on your car roof, thrust 
upright in the snow as you sun, 
they quietly but firmly put you 
two up . . . on everybody with a 
lesser breed of ski. 

We didn't plan it that way. But 
can we help it if hundreds of 
thousands of people wouldn't let 
their best friends . . . or worst 
enemies . . . see them on anything 
but Heads? 

Pure skimanship isn't the only 
reason. Heads happen to be the 
original metal skis, the ones that 
brought new fun and satisfaction 
to skiing . . . from the learning 
process to the professional down-
hill. Naturally, Heads are the  

most copied skis in all the world. 
But who wants to own a copy? 

If you're just seeking status, 
casually carry a pair of Heads. If 
you're skiing for the love of it, 
let them carry you . . . down the 
happiest slopes of your life. As 
only great skis can. 

Olympic poster, anyone? 
For a full-size, full-color 
version of our new ski 
poster pictured here, mail 
50c to Head Ski Company, 
Inc., 40 W. Aylesbuty 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. 

    

BACK ISSUES of SUMMIT for 1962 
and 1963. Each $5, postpaid. Unbound. 
Write SUMMIT, Big Bear Lake, Calif. ...and who makes great skis? of course! 
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TRAIL- 
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 
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letters 

Dear Editor: 
During the last month I have re-

ceived several copies of your Novem-
ber issue from friends in various parts 
of the country, who all seem puzzled 
and surprised over the article by Hans 
Metz, entitled "To McKinley on Skis." 

Since I happen to be one of four men 
who climbed Mount McKinley on skis 
34 years ago, I would like to know 
whether or not Mr. Metz has ever heard 
of the Lindley-Leak Expedition of 
1932. 

Four of us, Alfred Lindley, Harry 
Leak, Grant Pearson, and I, reached 
the summit of McKinley on May 7, 
1932. We used skis on the entire trip, 
with exception of those few bits where 
crampons were necessary and the skis 
had to be carried. Since Mr. Metz is 
pictured on the summit with crampons 
on his feet I am inclined to believe 
that he and his companions used 
exactly the same method. With no 
roads in the McKinley Park at that 
time, our party -had to ski the hundred 
miles from the McKinley Park Station 
on the Alaska Railway to the moun-
tain. We used 32 days on the climb, 
but only 41 hours on the whole de-
scent, with no intermediate stops en-
route. Ours was the second conquest 
of McKinley. We were the first to climb 
both the South and the North Peaks, 
and as far as I know we are the last 
to have climbed our highest mountain 
without air-drops or other air assis-
tance. 

Erling Strom 
Stowe, Vermont 

(Editor's Note: Hans Metz had written 
Bradford Washburn about his climb of 
McKinley, and received the following 
confirmation: ". . .There is no doubt 
that you have made 'two firsts.' This 
was the first time that a party has 
climbed the West Buttress route up and 
back all the way from civilization on 
foot. Half of our party in 1951 climbed 
it on foot from Wonder Lake going up 
and flew out. The other half of the 
party flew both ways from Talkeetna. 
Your second first is that I am certain 



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. $29.95. 

 

 

Send for FREE 1964 catalog 

 

THOS. BLACK & SONS 
(Ogdensburg), Inc. 

930 Ford St., Ogdensburg, N. Y. 

 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 
brochure, please write: 
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TRAILBLAZER BACKPACKER 

2-man pup tent 

revised design 

3 pounds 8 ounces 

sewn-in groundcloth 

zippered frcnt 

zippered mosquito netting 

lightweight egyptian cotton 

aluminum poles and stakes 

$44.75 postpaid U.S.A. 

backpack,.mountain, and camp equipment 

the two members of your party who 
skied to the top were the first two 
people ever to reach the summit on 
skis. The 1932 expedition used skis 
intermittently up to around 16,000 feet, 
but walked from there to the summit 
. . .Bradford Washburn.") 

Dear Editor: 
. . . . Summit magazine brings a breath 
of fresh mountain air to the swamp 
country. . . 

P. P. Newman, M.D. 
Lake Charles, La. 

Dear Editor: 
. . . . My husband conducted an out-
standingly successful expedition to 
the Cordillera Blanca of Peru last 
summer and, though he had problems, 
people were not so unaccommodating 
as they seem to have been for Ivan 
Jirak (Summit, December 1963). I think 
Peru is a marvelous country for climb-
er and non-climber (like me) alike. If 
one goes with a relaxed and tolerant 
attitude, things work out to the grati-
fication of all. 

Mrs. Harold Walton 
Boulder, Colorado 

Dear Editor: 
I'd like you to know that I save all 

my issues of Summit and bind them. I 
would like to suggest that you print an 
index with your December issues. The 
last index I have is for the year 1960. 
Having the index would make the mag-
azine more valuable to those of us 
who keep continually going back to 
look up articles on places, climbs, 
and equipment. 

I hope that in the future you will con-
tinue to offer the variety that you have 
in the past. I have enjoyed it. 

William D. Engs 
Oakland, California 

(Editor's Note: An index has been pre-
pared for the 1963 issues. Those de-
siring one, please send 10 cents in 
coin or stamps to Summit, Big Bear 
Lake, California. Indexes for the 
earlier years will be available soon.) 
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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 

RAINIER GUIDE SERVICE 

& MOUNTAINEERING 

SCHOOL, INC. 

America's Finest Mountaineering 
Schools —Serving a Growing 

Need for Quality 
Instruction 

2650 University Village 
Seattle 5, Washington 

MOUNTAINEERING 

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 18,1Adisor,  6-6729. 

Finest 
Lightweight Equipment 

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,0  New Hampshire 

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

BASIC 

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

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

$2. 00 a copy-or quantity rates. 

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

rel)ien)s 

The Wild Cascades by Weldon F. 
Heald. Sierra Club. 128 pp. (9 x 12 in.) 
80 photographs, including 16 in color. 
$7.50. To be published this spring. 

After a six-year effort to publish its-
book on the Northern Cascades, the 
Sierra Club will soon be out with The 
Wild Cascades by Weldon F. Heald. 
The author has traveled extensively in 
the North Cascades over a period of 
nearly 40 years. Chapters cover the 
geography, geology, flora, fauna, min-
ing history, conservation history, and 
avenues of approach. 

Deepest Valley, Guide to Owens Val-
ley and Its Mountain Lakes, Road-
sides and Trails. Edited by Genny 
Schumacher. Sierra Club. 199 pgs. 30 
photographs, 68 illustrations, maps 
and other line drawings. 
Owens Valley is a long narrow trough, 

separating two mountain ranges in 
eastern California—the Sierra Nevada 
range on the west and the Inyo-White 
range on the east. This book is about 
the history of this valley, the roads 
and trails that take off from the valley 
for the high country, the geology, plant 
life, mammals and birds, and fish 
native to the region. This information 
has been provided by individuals with 
a thorough knowledge of the valley. 

For those who spend many weekends 
traveling through Owens Valley to the 
high country, the book will provide 
interesting bits of history of the early 
days in Owens Valley to let your mind 
dwell on as you drive along. For the 
newcomer to the Valley, the informa-
tion on the trails and roads will be 
very helpful in planning a vacation in 
the Sierra. 
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One death we favor! 
Some years ago we ran across a wooden 
headboard alongside a cabin in Montana; 
it read: 

"Here lies the body of 

DULL CARE 

Born: at the Creation 

Died: on our vacation." 

HIGHLAND OUTFITTERS 

P.O. Box 121 

Riverside, California 

At HIGHLAND we are dedicated to KILLING DULL CARE. The best 

way to do it is to start preparing now for that vacation that lies 

ahead. 

The finest in 100% down sleeping bags—lightweight tents—shoes 

and boots—climbing equipment—foods—cooking gear—stoves—all 

types of lightweight camping equipment. 

(Store: 3593 Eighth Street—Corner Orange and Eighth) 

Largest Exhibit of Lightweight Camping 

Equipment in the Southwest 

Store Hours: 10 A.M. to 5:30 P.M. Tuesday through Friday. 
Evenings 7 P.M. to 9 P.M. Tuesday and Friday only. 9 A.M. 
to 4 P.M. on Saturday. Telephone 683-7414. "Lazy Backpacker Brand" 

"Congratulations to 

the entire 1Viount Everest geam 

for your outstanding success." 

Qerrq MOUNTAIN SPORTS, Inc. 
Dept. 29/Box 910/ Boulder /Colorado 

— We Are Dedicated To Providing The Finest Equipment — 

1964 Catalog Available Free 



crunch! 

crunch! 

crunch! 

malt crunch, of course! 

from DriYite Foods 

Write for free food list: 

8716 Santa Fe Avenue 

South Gate, California 


