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illawenzi is the 16,890-foot twin peak of Kilimanjaro in Africa. Its east face is a tangle of lava rocks, gul-

leys and icy cliffs. An almost vertical 5,000-foot rock face has to be scaled to reach the top, and this was 

accomplished last month by two Royal Air Force climbers, John Edwards and William Thomson. Eleven 

years ago an East African Airways plane crashed into the towering cliffs at 15,000 feet, killing all 18 

aboard. The scene of the tragedy had never been reached until Edwards and Thomson passed it on the way 

to the summit. They reported skeletons, debris of rotting handbags, shoes, clothing, and twisted metal were 

scattered over the mountainside. Copyright Photo by Ian Michael Wright. 
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Accessible only by trail (13 miles from the north 

rim, 2 miles from the Colorado River), the remote 

Thunder River-Tapeats Creek area of Grand Canyon 

National Park has been variously described as 

"fantastic, beautiful, and spectacular." After spend-

ing several hours winding down a hot trail through 

cactus and catclaw, with only a glimpse now and 

then of a bug-infested pothole of water, it is a 

"fantastic" sight when you first see Thunder Spring 

spouting water out of the side of a cliff and dropping 

500 to 600 feet in a series of falls. 

Thunder Spring is the source of Thunder River, a 

tributary of Tapeats Creek. The combined permanent 

flow of Thunder River and Tapeats Creek is larger 

than any other tributary on the north side of the 

Colorado River between the Escalante and the Gulf 

of California, which is remarkable since the flow 

above ground is not over 5 miles. In contrast to the 

surrounding barren rocky slopes, trees and ferns grow 

profusely along the Thunder River. 

The picturesque name "Thunder River" probably 

originated from the constant roar produced as the 

waters of Thunder Spring rush down the steep cliff. 

Major John Wesley Powell, leader of the first expedi-

tion through Grand Canyon by boat in 1869, stopped 

at the mouth of Tapeats Creek and gave it that name 

after a Piute Indian in his employ. Discovery of 

Thunder Spring and Thunder River is set as 1904. 

The true source of Tapeats Creek was not discovered 

until 1957. 

In 1957, George Beck, a cave explorer from Pitts-

burgh, climbed into the cavern where Thunder Spring 

gushes from the side of the cliff and followed it 

back, using a rubber boat, without finding the pas-

sage becoming any smaller. 

The source of Tapeats Creek has a similiar myster-

ious origin, and many conflicting reports were made 
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by those visiting the area before it was finally 

cleared up. Some, such as Park Ranger R.E. Lawes, 

reported that Tapeats Creek began with a high fall; 

others, including Jonreed Lauritzen, reported follow-

ing the stream through its narrow gorge, often hip-

deep in ice-cold water, and finding nothing more 

exciting than a lot of small springs in the streambed. 

As it turned out, both reports were correct, depend-

ing upon the time of year the source of Tapeats 

Creek was investigated. Without realizing that there 

was any argument to settle, some Fredonia high 

school boys discovered the reason for the inconsis-

tent reports when they made their way upstream to 

the source. While climbing around the big springs to 

the east, Don Finicum, the leader, discovered a 

large cavern mouth about 30 feet wide by 10 feet 

high. 

A stream was entering the cavern from a corridor 

farther back in the cave, then disappearing into 

cracks and reappearing at the surface springs in the 

streambed. It was now evident that Lawes had seen 

this cave mouth when it was acting as a spillway 

at a high stage of the late spring melt. The rush of 

white water down the steep talus gave the impression 

of a high fall. 

Georgie White, famed for her Colorado River Expedi-

tions, reports hiking up to the area from the Colorado 

River and seeing water shoot to a height of 12 feet 

above the cave entrance. About every 30 minutes a 

rush of cold wind, emanating from the cave, would 

precede a flow of roaring water. At other times, the 

water would boil up inside the cave almost to the 

top and then subside into the darkness, beyond 

vision. Even in dry weather, when there is not much 

force to the water, the wind still rushes from the 

subterranean cave. A few pieces of water-worn tur-

quoise have been found in the cave, apparently 
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By Craig Forrest 

brought up from the bottom by the water. 

Another peculiarity of the area reported by Georgie 

White is just above the junction of Thunder River 

and Tapeats Creek. There is a perfect road 6 feet 

wide and nearly 7 miles long that starts nowhere and 

ends nowhere. 

In 1940,, Tapeats Creek was stocked with Rainbow 

trout. Under the favorable influences of ample food 

and little fishing, they have since reached reported 

weights of as much as 23,4 pounds and 23 inches in 

length. Thunder River and Tapeats Creek are open 

to fishing all year, but an Arizona license is re-

quired. 

The trail leading to Thunder Spring starts at Little 

Saddle, reached via a dirt road leaving Highway 89 

approximately 1 mile east of Fredonia, Arizona, 

thence south to Ryan and Big Springs Ranger Sta-

tions, to a point 4.9 miles south of Big Springs  

Ranger Stations (at Big Saddle sign), where a road 

turns right toward the trailhead. Distance from High-

way 89 to the trailhead is 45 miles. 

The trail distance from Little Saddle to Tapeats 

Creek is approximately 13 miles. Leaving Little 

Saddle, the trail drops down over the Kaibab Lime-

stone and Coconino Sandstone formations in a series 

of switchbacks to the sandrocks of the Supai Forma-

tion, a descent of approximately 1,000 feet, and 

approximately 1 mile west of the starting point on 

the rim. From there the trail turns eastward and 

meanders along the sandrocks for about 9 miles to 

the point where it starts down the Redwall Lime-

stone to Surprise Valley, another drop of 1,000 feet. 

From Surprise Valley, another 1,000-foot descent is 

made to reach Tapeats Creek. From the top of the 

Redwall down past Thunder Spring, along Thunder 

to next page, please 
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Esplanade on the Thunder River trail. 

River to Tapeats Creek, is approximately 3!-4 miles. 

The difference in elevation between the head of 

the trail at Little Saddle and Tapeats Creek is about 

3,000 feet, and the hike down takes about 7 hours; 14 

hours or more is usually required for the return trip. 

April through October is the best time for making the 

trip to Thunder River, though early and late snow-

storms can make the roads on the north rim impas-

sable. 

There is no drinking water along the trail until 

Thunder River is reached, except following rain-

storms when potholes in the sandrocks may be filled, 

and consequently ample water should be carried in 

canteens. There is also a very limited supply of 

wood. 

Arrangements for pack trips to Thunder River can 

be made with Jack Church, Kanab, Utah. 

A delightful camping spot can be found near the 

junction of Thunder River and Tapeats Creek. At the 

junction there is a big flat rock, nearly 40 feet in 

diameter, for sunning, and a beautiful swimming hole 

that is very deep, and full of rainbow trout. Moki 

ruins will be found in the vicinity, one particular 

site is located on top of a little hill above the junc-

tion on the east side of Thunder River. 

The distance downstream from the junction to the 

Colorado River is approximately 2 miles. A hike has 

been made in 1 hours to a point where the Colorado 

River is visible, although the going is difficult over 

the broken rock ledges and jumbled boulders of the 

lower canyon. 
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Lower falls on Thunder River. 

(Photographs are from 35mm slide transparencies by J.H. 
Butchart, who has probably explored more of Grand 
Canyon's back country than any other man, and was the 
first person to photograph the source of Tapeats Creek). 

Granite Narrows on the Colorado River. 
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Thunder Spring. Falls to Thunder Spring. 

Looking up Tapeats Creek. 



P
h
o

to
  b

y
  a

n
  M

ic
h

a
e

l 
W

ri
g

h
t  

Impalas grazing in Amboseli seem oblivious to a glistening Kibo suspended in the mists high above them. 
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KII LII 
By Catherine A. Wright 

The memories and scars of our trip into the Ruwen-

zori were still fresh, and I was secretly trying to 

negotiate the sale of boots, heavy socks and an 

ice axe when Michael suggested that it would be 

fun to climb Kilimanjaro. Visions of blisters, cold, 

sleepless nights and miles of hiking swam in my 

head. There are some occasions when one must put 

one's foot down, firmly and irrevocably, and this 

was one of them. I flatly refused; I protested; I 

pleaded! 

As we bounced along the road to Marangu, high on 

the slopes of Kilimanjaro, I cheered myself with 

thoughts of a sudden attack of mumps or a broken 

leg. The day was perfectly clear and Kilimanjaro 

loomed majestically in the distance. Our thoughts 

turned to practical problems of clothing and equip-

ment. As we drew closer the excitement of adventure 

began to seep in, and we reached Marangu in high 

spirits. 

Kilimanjaro, the highest mountain in Africa, can be 

seen from over a hundred miles away. It stretches 

up, past several layers of cloud, clears the highest, 

and spreads its mantle of snow at 19,340 feet. On 

the slopes below it, rich volcanic soil supports the 

industrious Chagga, a handsome and wealthy tribe. 

Like many high places in Africa, Kilimanjaro was 

traditionally considered the home of the gods, and 

until quite recently, the Chagga were content to 

(" See Summit, July/August, 1964) 

leave them alone. But missionaries and Englishmen 

will explore, and in the late 19th century several 

came to see and climb the mountain. Guides, loaned 

by local chiefs, set up camp in caves and waited 

for them to return, not really expecting them to do 

so. On one such trip, one of the guides went further 

and brought back some ice for his chief. When his 

surprise wore off the chief was keenly disappointed. 

The silver he believed to be on top was merely water. 

Today, one need not be an explorer, or even a 

climber, to climb Kilimanjaro. There are two hotels 

in Marangu which will launch a comfortable safari 

to the top, the Marangu and the Kibo. Miss Lany, a 

former school teacher, runs the Marangu Hotel with 

a practiced hand and a careful eye on the kitchen. 

The Marangu became a hotel quite by accident. Miss 

Lany's father settled on the slopes of Kilimanjaro 

and ran a small coffee plantation. Soon he had to 

add several rooms to house his many friends who 

came from all over to enjoy the fine view and the 

good food. Tales of the Marangu spread, and eventu-

ally it became a paying proposition. The Kibo Hotel 

is owned by a Mrs. Bruehl, and although it doesn't 

have a view of the mountain it compensates for it 

with a cosy little bar. The two hotels are great 

rivals, but they work together each season to assure 

that the hut bookings are arranged without mishap. 

Kilimanjaro has two peaks, Kibo, 19,340 feet, 

snow-capped and imposing, and Mawenzi, 16,890 

feet, less photographed but equally lovely with its 
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View of 

Kibo and ,Mawenzi across 

the Moorlands. 

Copyright Photo by 
Ian Michael Wright 

naked jagged crown. Few climbers attempt Mawenzi, 

for it is as treacherous as it is beautiful. Its rotten 

rock comes away in massive chunks as one reaches 

for handholds. There are several routes to the sum-

mit of Kibo, although the so-called Loitokitok and 

tourist routes are the best known, most used, and 

easiest. Some routes involve days of bushwhacking 

on steep terrain, carrying a pack, and camping out 

with little water and less firewood. They do give 

one the splendid opportunity of climbing glaciers, 

however, if one is so inclined. The Loitokitok route 

joins the tourist route at Kibo Hut and is the one 

used by the Outward Bound Mountain School. Since 

we were not interested in tackling glaciers, we 

took the tourist route. 

Every season hundreds of people climb, or more 

accurately, try to climb, Kilimanjaro. Fewer make 

it to the top. As mountains go, it is an easy climb. 

There is no need to use ropes, ice axes or pitons. 

Yet, men in good condition, army mountain rescue 

teams, determined hikers, and hotel guides fail to 

make it; chain-smoking ladies, hard-living newspaper 

men, beer drinking Game Wardens, and ten-year-old 

boys do make it. 
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"The secret," expounded one ruddy-faced gentle-

man ,‘i from his perch at the Marangu Bar, s to go 

slowly." 

"It's best to carry your own pack. It will put you 

into condition," said a husky eighteen-year-old. This 

gave way to unrestrained advice from all. Encourag-

remarks such as, "Don't eat anything the last day," 

and "Smoking is fatal," were followed by tales of 

people who had climbed up and down in seventeen 

hours (the usual time is five days), others who did 

it in shorts and sneakers, and still others who car-

ried four-month-old babies to the top. There is even 

an assortment of dogs and cats who made it. This 

last remark led to a more serious discussion of the 

inability of cats to breathe at such altitudes; whether 

or not there really was a leopard, frozen and pre-

served, on the top; and, if it were true that Menelik 

buried his treasure just below the snow line. As we 

left, two old timers (probably relics of the Lupa 

Gold Rush days), armed with a pencil and a bar 

chit, were trying to determine where the snow line 

might have been in Menelik's time. 

The next morning our porters stood around in front 

of the hotel, lifting loads experimentally, trying to 



Kibo, 19,340 feet, and 

Mawenzi, 16,890 feet, form 

the two summits of 

Kilimanjaro. 

Photo courtesy of 
Leland Fallon 

find a light one. The head guide, Kimatari by name, 

wore a smart pair of newly pressed khaki shorts, 

knee socks and climbing boots, and sported an army 

greatcoat. I studied his face, hoping to learn, by 

word or look, if he was prepared to carry the weakest 

member of the party down if fortitude or whatever 

else failed. He had a strong face and a handsome 

one, but he did not look prepared. At any rate, 

Michael had taken the precaution of hiring an extra 

guide, so that if some member of the party gave up, 

the rest would not be deprived of their summit. We 

shook hands all around. Loads were lifted to heads 

and the porters started off. We hopped into the Land-

Rover and returned to Moshi. We had to pick up Dick 

Dunkerton and attend a wedding before we could 

start up the mountain. Dick had hitch-hiked from 

Babati early in the morning, and through a series of 

lifts and remarkable good fortune, he made the 

Livingstone Hotel at the appointed hour. The wed-

ding cake eaten and the rice thrown, we turned the 

Land-Rover back to Marangu and the long trip up 

the mountain. 

It is a twelve-mile journey to Bismark Hut, and the 

road winds around closely cultivated coffee and  

banana shambas. Small children rush to the road to 

wave and say "Jambo," or peep out from behind 

their mothers' skirts and then bury their faces when 

they are spotted. The Rombo Rocket, a local bus-

cum-rocket, plies its trade on the mountain with 

death-defying antics to impassive-faced passengers. 

Handsome women, in western clothes, walk grace-

fully by with four gallon debes filled to the brim with 

water, balanced on their heads. A slight touch to 

the debe is the only sign they have seen the careen-

ing bus. Whitewashed stands, selling soft drinks, 

beer, and cigarettes, beg the climber to “Take a 

Break Here." Farther on, a tailor shop boasts of 

suits made to order. Just outside his shop is the 

ubiquitous sewing machine and, stretched tightly 

across two poles, a freshly cleaned cow hide drying 

in the sun. Finally, our wheezing and spluttering 

Land-Rover chugged around the last bend and we 

saw Bismark Hut. A red-checked tablecloth was 

spread, and we sat down to a well cooked meal of 

fresh meat and vegetables. A fire burned brightly 

in the long narrow fireplace, and after a hasty wash 

to next page, please 
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The summit of Kibo as seen from over the flank of Alawenzi. Copyright Photo by Ian Michael Wright. 

we went to bed, our teeth aching from the cold 

water. 

The next morning we had a good, if somewhat sur-

prising, breakfast of avocados, fish, cornflakes with 

hot milk, canned apricots and hot fruit juice. We 

parked the Land-Rover with its nose pointed down-

ward and paid a young man to look after it while we 

were gone. It was eleven miles and 3,000 feet to the 

next hut, and we started off with the advice to go 

pole pole (slowly slowly). The first twenty minutes 

was through a tropical rain forest. It was steep and 

slippery underfoot, and the frequent stops afforded 

a good look around. Heather was no longer a bush, 
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but a tree draped in moss, some forty to sixty feet 

tall. Creeping plants vied with each other to reach 

the sunlight, clinging to the moss, and securing a 

hold on the heather. The effect was that of a giant 

trellis, long abandoned, choking itself in its mad-

ness, leaving an unrecognizable and impenetrable 

plant wall. After a steep rise the forest ended 

abruptly. We came out onto a grassy plain and had 

our first view of the mountain. Hiking easily over 

gently-sloping ground, we rested at the lunch site 

and lazed in the sun eating finger-sized bananas. 

Later, we pushed onto the next hut, which we came 

upon in about an hour. We were amazed and rather 



Looking down 

into the heart of Kibo's Crater. 

Copyright Photo by Ian Michael Wright 

happy since it seemed so effortless, and none of us 

were greatly tired. 

Peter's Hut is the most comfortable of the huts, and 

a half dozen tiny mice warmed themselves in the 

last hours of sunlight before joining us by the fire. 

We watched as the always incredible African sunset 

became more breathtaking as it chai4ged the glaciers 

to a pink and then to a purple cloak. Suddenly, black 

clouds appeared, chilling the air and hiding the 

mountain. We hurried back to the warmth and light 

of the hut. 

The next day was bright and warm. We had ten 

miles ahead of us and some 3,000 feet to gain. We 

were still feeling fit and, despite the zig-zagging 

trail, made good time. Leopard droppings were every-

where, and tiny lizards raced across the uneven 

ground. When we reached the saddle, we saw Kiliman-

jaro in all its splendor. It seemed even more tremen-

dous than from below, and only about a mile away. 

The air was so clear that it was impossible to judge 

distances. It is at this point that many climbers 

decide to get the last mile (which is really five) over 

with in a hurry and suffer greatly for their impatience. 

We took our time and arrived at Kibo Hut feeling 

fine. We were anxious to make the top, but our re-

solve not to do anything foolish disappeared with 

the arrival, of a large chicken dinner. We fell to with 

more than healthy appetites. It was bitterly cold at 

over 15,000 feet, and we were snug in our sleeping 

bags by 4:30 p.m. We knew the serious business  

would begin when we started in the morning. There 

were only three miles to go, but we had to gain 

another 4,000 feet. 

At 1 a.m. the guide shook us awake, saying we 

must start off immediately, and he handed us each 

a hot mug of sweet tea. Because of the cold we had 

slept in our clothes and had only to lace up our 

boots and pull on our windbreakers. As we stepped 

out into the freezing blackness, tears from the biting 

wind froze in our eyes. Donning our snow goggles 

to keep out the wind, we began our ascent. The first 

guide had a lantern so bright that to see at all we 

had to stay ten yards behind him, and the last guide 

had a lantern that didn't work at all but was carried 

just the same. After the first hour, the excitement 

that pushed me on, flagged, and the cold penetrated 

every bone. The guide stopped often, and we got 

progressively colder. Finally, we asked him to keep 

going and explained that we got colder when we 

rested and would prefer to continue on slowly. This 

made no impression. Our feet were numb. When we 

reached Hans Meyer Cave we removed our boots and 

began the painful and slow business of massaging 

each others' feet. Our backs hurt from the unaccus-

tomed position and our hands pained us from the 

cold and constant massage. This took us an hour 

and I fought back angry tears. To turn back now. . . 

At last we started off again. 

The wind dropped and we climbed on silently, keep-

ing our thoughts to ourselves. The trail zig-zagged 
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Kilimanjaro Summit 

and I followed it carefully, my eyes glued to every 

curve. A fall on the scree, I soon learned, meant 

the loss of hard-gained footage, as well as rhythm 

and breath. Hurrying to regain my place dried my 

mouth and throat and gagged me. We climbed on and 

my mind emptied itself. All aches and cold fell 

away, and there was only the climb. A breath with 

every step. Slowly we gained altitude. In the first 

streak of dawn I saw Dick and Michael. We grinned 

at each other. The sun came up slowly and shot the 

black clouds full of gold streaks. We stopped for 

a moment to watch. We could see the top now, and 

we knew we would make it. The sun warmed us and 

lifted our spirits. 

But it was another two hours before we reached it. 

The small tongue of snow turned out to be a large 

one, and instead of snow we picked our way care-

fully through razor-sharp neige Onitentes, so called 

because the hardened snow looks like hands clasped 

in prayer. We went on more slowly. The summit was 

ours in another 200 feet. Our head guide, Kimatari, 

had recovered from his earlier malaise and, a few 

yards from the summit, decided that I should be the 

first on top. With a firm hand on my rear, he pro-

pelled me upwards. Protesting vigorously, but to no 

avail, I closed my ears to the sounds of laughter 

arising from below. But even laughter was too much 

exertion at 19,000 feet, and they suddenly became 

serious and sat down. 

Once on top, we could look into the crater. We 

stared at the blue-green masses of ice and took 

pictures of each other and the view. I was reminded 

of the professional photographer who, upon reaching 

the same point, set up his equipment with great 

care, took his photographs, and proceeded to open 

the back to be sure all was well. I could understand 

why. The lack of oxygen was intoxicating. We signed 
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the book with what seemed great wit, and fell asleep 

in the sun. An hour later we were on our way down, 

our energy and enthusiasm spent. 

One old guide insisted on helping me. The scree, 

warmed by the sun, was loose and we bounded down 

in great strides. I slipped and fell constantly. The 

guide, sensing that there was some imbalance, 

shifted the broken lantern, thermos, and pole to his 

back and took and even firmer grip on my arm. We 

fell again and again, and he always came up smiling. 

Exhausted, I sat down to rest, and he took this 

opportunity for a nap. As soon as his breathing was 

even, I crept away and was off and making good 

progress. Then, like Lot's wife, I had to have a last 

look. The horrified old man came to with a start and, 

with great clanging, rushed after me. Lightheaded 

from the thin air, the sight filled me with uncontrol-

lable laughter, and as I laughed he caught up to 

me. Clutching my arm once again, he started off at 

an even greater speed. 

At last we reached the hut. Michael was stretched 

out, and I fell on my bunk, hoping never to move 

again. A short time later Dick came in with the news 

that no one had bothered to bring water to the hut 

and after tea (made with melted snow) we would 

have to go down to Peter's Hut. I moaned, but later, 

dazed and on rubbery legs, we started the ten-mile 

return hike. It was cold and the mists came down 

over us. We could hear the barking of wild dogs not 

far away. We didn't stop to rest. Somehow we made 

the hut and fell gratefully onto our beds. 

In the morning, we had a good view of Kibo, and 

our spirits somewhat restored, we started down to 

Bismark Hut. We made the 1Marangu Hotel in time for 

lunch. The porters arrived late that afternoon, but 

they had been busy. They made crowns of everlast-

ing flowers for all of us, our reward for getting to 

the top. 

That night, after a hot bath, we sat around the 

fire. A sensation of great satisfaction began to 

steal over me. I held it close, hoping it would be 

there when I awoke in the morning. 

And, it was. 



grizzly caves 
By Edward Buryn 

This is the second in a series of articles describ-

ing rock climbing practice sites in the San Francisco 

Bay area. This article describes Grizzly Caves in 

Oakland. The first article (May, 1964) covered Crag-

mont Rock in Berkeley. 

Grizzly Caves is a volcanic rock outcrop high on 

the western slope of the Berkeley Hills. It is a 

pleasant place and easy to like, even aside from its 

climbing attractions. From a secluded vantage point 

1,600 feet above the bay, it presents a broad pan-

orama of the area with its hills and shores, cities 

and bridges. If you stay till dusk to watch the 

"alpenglow" over the Golden Gate, prepare to see 

one of the world's great sights. 

The weather here is good. Being westerly and way 

up the hill, the rock gets a full ration of the after-

noon sun. Even when the area's prevalent fogs are 

chilling the bayside lowlands, Grizzly Caves is 

usually clear and warm. And if a cold wind does 

blow, or sudden rain falls, there are lee areas on 

the uphill slope, or you can huddle comfortably in 

the large cave at the base of the rock. 

There are fine stands of trees nearby, with green 

sheltered picnic spots (though not very level) at 

which to take lunch. (However, not even water is 

available —bring your own potables.) Happily, there 

is little or no poison oak. 

Lest all this persuade you that Grizzly Caves is 

the garden spot of the East Bay, let me add that it  

is also a rank eyesore: the adjacent power transmis-

sion lines and towers will never win any aesthetic 

prizes, and the landscape is gaudy with glass, paper, 

and cans, even offering an occasional treat like a 

dead cat. 

Jutting from a steep and brushy hillside, Grizzly 

Caves consists in the main of a vertical, craggy 

tower with a 65-foot face on the downhill side and a 

20-foot face on the uphill side. Adjacent to it is a 

smaller rock outcrop with gentler slopes. All the 

primary climbs are on the large tower, although the 

smaller rock offers some activity also. 

In the name "Grizzly Caves" the "Caves" part 

refers to the large shallow holes that pockmark the 

rock, resembling caves at a distance. Grizzly Peak, 

nearby, on the crest of the hills, contributes the 

remainder of the name. 

Geologically, Grizzly Caves is a remnant from 

about the middle of the Pliocene Epoch, or about 

six million years old. It actually predates the Berk-

eley Hills on which it now stands. Composed of 

volcanic rock of the andesite-basalt range, its 

mineral assemblage includes feldspar, chlorite, clay, 

volcanic glass. It is probably a volcanic neck or 

lava plug, with its caves being gas bubbles from 

the molten state. 

Geographically, Grizzly Caves is just inside the 

limits of both the city of Oakland and Alameda 

to next page, please 
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County; it is just outside the boundary of Tilden 

Regional Park, on land administrated by the East 

Bay Municipal Water District since the 1920's. The 

rock is at the top of Strawberry Canyon, not far be-

low the gentle summit of Grizzly Peak (1,759 feet). 

At the bottom of the canyon can be seen California 

Memorial Stadium and part of the UC Botanical 

Gardens. Beyond lies the entire Bay Area complex. 

Climbing possibilities, like most other Bay Area 

climbing sites, are somewhat limited as to number 

and scope. However, there is plenty here to make it 

worthwhile. In general, the volcanic nature of the 

rock dictates the nature of the climbing. Thus the 

routes are vertical, but with plentiful holds; the 

rock is fairly sound though all holds should be 

tested; piton cracks are scarce, being erosional 

rather than indigenous. 

The face routes offer several possibilities. They  

are usually done as single-pitch, 4th class, with 

upper belays, though lower belays through slings 

and carabiners are suitable. However, the face routes 

can also be done as single-pitch, 5th class. The 

Caves Traverse is particularly worthwhile by either 

4th or 5th class, although rope friction can be a 

problem with the latter. Finally, for practice in rope 

handling and leapfrogging, these routes can also be 

done multipitch, as there are good intermediate ledg-

es and anchor points. The pitches are very short, of 

course, but are fine for practice. The Ledge Route 

has two anchor bolts placed about equidistant along 

the route that can be used for this purpose; piton 

anchors can be used on the other routes. 

In addition, there are many short 4th class climbs 

of varying difficulty, long overhangs for prusik and 

rappel, a short 6th class crack (which can be fol-

lowed into a 4th or 5th class face route), a Tyrolean 

A study in sun and shadows at Grizzly Caves. Tyrolean traverse from rock to tree. 
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traverse setup, plus excellent slopes for rank begin-

ners to try climbing and rappelling. There are excel-

lent upper belay positions, both natural and anchored, 

and satisfactory lower belay positions. The summit 

has two very solid artificial anchors: a bolt and 

hanger, plus a cemented-in length of pipe. The 

easiest route to the top (for belaying or just looking) 

is on the short uphill side. Climb up and to the 

right—no rope required. 

Incidentally, if you like to feel appreciated when 

you climb, go to Grizzly Caves on a Saturday after-

noon during football season. From Cal Stadium, a 

mile and a half down Strawberry Canyon, great re-

sounding cheers from tens of thousands of sports 

fans will applaud you for your efforts, even though 

the surrounding trees and empty downward-running 

ridges remain unimpressed and mute. 

Unless you want to hike up the canyon (some do), 

Nylon spaghetti on the rock. Edge view shows the steep-
ness of the face. 

you'll need a car to get to Grizzly Caves. Use a 

local (East Bay) map to get on Cragmont Avenue 

going up into the hills. At the junction with Grizzly 

Peak Boulevard, turn left (north). 

In about 11/2  miles, you'll pass (at the right) the 

children's model railroad in Tilden Park. Keep going, 

but now start counting the parking turnoffs on the 

left. Stop at the second one, about 1/2  mile past the 

model railroad. If you're in the right spot, a power 

transmission-line tower should be diagonally across 

from you on the other (right) side of the road. The 

rock is to the south, just below the road, and is 

reached by a short path downward. 

For information about organized practice climbing, 

call or write the Sierra Club, 220 Bush Street, San 

Francisco, California, YUkon 2-2822, or consult the 

current activity schedule of the San Francisco Bay 

Chapter. 

Climbing the short, difficult face between the rocks. 

Photos by the Author. 
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A Visit to Mount 

In January, 1964, a picture of Mount Irazu throwing 

out a massive mushroom cloud of ash made me de-

cide to fly to Costa Rica and see a live volcano. One 

month later, my wife Jan and I boarded a PanAm jet 

and within the day landed at Coco Airport, near San 

Jose, Costa Rica. 

The newspapers had well recorded the problems of 

Irazu's ash raining down on the fertile Costa Rican 

hills. It first erupted in March of 1963 and for over 

a year the dark pall has hung over the land. Farms 

and ranches and at least one village have been 

deserted. People with respiratory ills have left the 

capital city of San Jose, and the doctors can only 

speculate what further health problems will arise if 

the ash continues to fall. 

Experts have flocked to the 11,200-foot peak and 

lowered thermometers and other scientific instru-

ments into the crater. A Japenese volcanologist 

claims it will keep erupting for seven more years. 

Another expert from South America was quietly 

whisked out of the country after announcing that 

Irazu will soon rip apart in a cataclysmic explosion. 

But as far as I could see, from a strictly tourist's 
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viewpoint, there seemed to be no tragedy on the 

face of the average Costa Rican. No one was wearing 

masks. The city was clean and happy. Piles of 

black ash were tidily stacked at each corner and 

hauled off daily. Overnight, a fine silt layered over 

the city, much like the faintest trace of snow that 

falls in early autumn. 

Our camera gear was loaded in our rented VW, and 

early in the morning we ground in low gear up the 

slopes of Irazu. The road winds up the broad-based 

volcano in grand loops and, ends within a third of a 

mile of the crater. February is the “dry" season in 

Central America. To me this meant that a hot tropi-

cal sun would be burning down from a cloudless 

sky. I was wrong. Clouds wreathed the summit on 

each of the three days we spent trying to see and 

photograph the volcano. Winds picked up the ash and 

threw it into our eyes and ears. Our picnic lunches 

on the summit crunched unpleasantly as we gulped 

down the ash-seasoned morsels. But we'd come 

4,000 miles to see an active volcano, and we stuck 

it out. 

When the clouds did part, we looked down into the 



Irazu, Costa Yica's Yli,e Volcano 
By Dr. Roy E. Christian 

crater, which was a .quarter of a mile across. The 

smoke came forth in great billows, thick and black 

like oil fire. At intervals, we could hear a splashing 

sound and a new explosion of black gas would belch 

forth, hurling rocks ahead of it. The light volcanic 

rock seemed to float upward. The rocks ascended in 

slow motion, finally arcing over into the upcoming 

cloud. We enjoyed watching a group of Costa Ricans 

who would shout with joy as each explosion threw 

the rocks higher. They took great pride in pointing 

out to us how high the boulders flew. All the Costa 

Ricans were friendly. There was no “Yankee go 

home" attitude that we could see. 

When the rocks landed, crackling sounds ricocheted 

off the crater walls like small arms fire. On several 

occasions lightning bolts cracked through the ash 

clouds that hung over our heads. 

We watched the crater from the ruins of the view 

shelter which was collapsed by a hail of rocks in 

November. Two girls, from nearby Cartago, are still 

in body casts from injuries suffered when they were 

felled during this November eruption. We saw rocks  

two and three feet across that had been flung a 

quarter of a mile further from the crater than where 

we stood taking our pictures. Yet, while we were 

there, we never appeared in danger. The rocks would 

shoot high into the sky but all dropped back into the 

crater. 

On the last night we made a cold vigil on the rim 

waiting to see an eruption. For the first time, the 

volcano dwindled to a simmer. Steam clouds whis-

pered up, but for five hours there were no eruptions. 

Several groups came and left, but Jan and I huddled 

together and, finally at 11 p.m., with a grumble, Irazu 

began flinging out dull orange rocks which drifted 

slowly and grandly upward into the black sky. 

Since our visit, the rainy season has washed tons 

of ash down the slopes of Irazu, flooding the main 

Pan American highway between San Jose and Car-

tago. Also, the water supply at San Jose is blocked 

with ash. One person has been killed by flying rocks, 

and the road to the summit is now closed. The last 

I heard Mount Irazu continues to erupt, and the fate 

of a nation remains in doubt. 
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Mount Irazu, 11,200 feet, erupted in March, 1963, and ever since has rained ash down on the 

fertile Costa Rican hills. 

From the village of Cartago, Mount Irazu can be seen erupting 20 miles away. 
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From the ruins of the observation shelter, destroyed by an eruption in November, a closeup 

view of erupting clouds from Mount Irazu. 

Photos by Roy Christian 

Skeletons of trees killed by ash stand stark on the ash-laden landscape in Costa Rica. 



Tenzing Norgay 

 

Dhaku Norgay 

Everesters Jim Whittaker, left, Lute Jerstad, Tom Hornbein and Tenzing Norgay, along with Dhaku, his wife, pre- 

pare to depart from Paradise Valley for a climb of Mount Rainier this summer. Photo by Dee Molenaar. 

20 



With Tenzing on Yainier 

By Thomas F. Hornbein, M.D. 

From a wind-rippled snow mound five frail figures 

gazed fleetingly downward in all directions, then 

dove for cover on the warm, windless lee slope 

below. It was 9 a.m., July 24, 1964, on the 14,410-

foot summit of Mount Rainier. . . not half as high 

as the last mountain most of them had climbed. Four 

conquerors" of Mount Everest, in varying states 

of decay, plus one young Sherpani who had finished 

the route by climbing circles around them. 

It was eleven years since Everest was first 

climbed. For the first time Tenzing Norgay was 

visiting the United States, courtesy of the India 

Tea Board. After he had climbed the Empire State 

Building, by elevator, the idea was born, not in the 

souls of mountain men, but in the brain of a public 

relations man in New York: Tenzing would like to 

climb Mount Rainier. 

"Would you like to climb Mount Rainier, Tenzing?" 

"Very much," he replied. . . and I think he meant 

it. "Well, let's round up some of those Americans 

who were on Everest last year to take him up." 

"Good idea." 

An extra A.T. & T. dividend later all was settled. 

Tenzing would fly to Seattle to climb Mount Rainier 

in the company of Messrs. Whittaker, Jerstad, and 

Flornbein. We Northwest relics of the 1963 American 

Mount Everest Expedition were delighted at the 

prospect of renewing an acquaintance with Tenzing 

made fleetingly in Switzerland the summer before. 

There was much soul-searching. Many others would 

like to join the climb with Tenzing. Jim's twin, Lou, 

for one. Exclusively Everesters? Either that or cop-

ing with inundation of the Mountain, and of Tenzing. 

So it was three Americans and Tenzing who headed 

toward Paradise Inn the evening of July 22, with 

the prospect of the climb on the following two days. 

Also eager was Tenzing's young wife, Dhaku, a truly 

beautiful Sherpani from the village of Tame, near 

Everest. In spite of her apparent fraility, five feet 

tall and perhaps less than ninety pounds, she wanted 

to hike with us and Tenzing wanted her to go to the 

summit. There were some misgivings, but. . . let's 

see how things go on the way to 10,000-foot Camp 

Muir. 

There was more soul-searching. Tenzing at fifty-

was undoubtedly as tough as Sherpas always are, 
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five feet, eight inches tall, lean, with a smile that 

always shown in his eyes. But those other three. . . 

the year since Everest had taken its toll. Too much 

travel and lecturing, college studies and business 

commitments, with too little real leisure and free 

time to climb. A few extra pounds, as well as a few 

of the old ones reoriented in a more corpulent man-

ner. . . well, it would add to the challenge. 

To reach the summit of the Mountain on this unique 

occasion held other demands. . . those of weathering 

the onslaught of a well-intentioned, but perservering, 

press, so highly motivated that several pursued. . 

or led. . . us all the way to Camp Muir. We stepped 

from the generous hospitality of the Rainier National 

Park Company's Paradise Inn into their outstretched 

cameras, cables, tape-recorders, and a barrage of 

questions which, as Tenzing might say, were enough 

to make your head spin. He acquitted himself beauti-

fully, however. . . but, then, he's had eleven years 

of tough practice at the game. 

It was noon before we left the parking lot, laden 

lightly except for a few last minute afterthoughts, 

such as food for the Guide Service cabin, seeing as 

how we would be scrounging on Dick McGowan's 

hospitality up there, complete with bunks, sleeping 

bags, good food, and ropes. All we carried was our 

long underwear. Still, I resented the fact that the 

No. 10 cans of peaches were packed in heavy syrup. 

The stroll was cathartic, as sweat dripped out the 

previous evening's indulgences in the Glacier Room. 

Somewhere off in front was Tenzing's miniscule wife, 

Dhaku. The day was blisteringly beautiful, a decid-

edly welcome break due after a long wet spell. The 

snowfall had been heavy the winter before and, with 

a cool spring, a record snow depth remained enroute. 

Hanging above, draped by glaciers, the Mountain 

waited for us, deceptively near. 

There had been some discussion as to the route 

for the following day. The guide route this summer 

extended so far around the Mountain onto the Emmons 

Glacier that it was being referred to as the Twenty-

six Glacier Traverse. The Gibraltar Route appeared 

in as good shape as in many a year and afforded at 
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least directness. But the Nisqually Icefall hung 

beautiful and enticing, presumably in the best con-

dition ever for climbing, and several ascents had 

already been made this year. This route was first 

climbed in 1948 by Dee Vlolenaar and Bob Craig: both 

still contend that it was much tougher in those 

good old days." This route was irresistable. But 

with Dhaku?. . . by the time we reached Camp Muir 

the only questian was whether we could keep up 

with her pace on the following day. 

Supper that night was concluded to the sight of a 

rising moon and a glass of Chablis. After a midnight 

snack of leftover supper we stepped from the cabin 

into the glorious light of the full moon, on an unbe-

lievably warm night. 

Whittaker and I roped together and started down 

and around the corner toward the Nisqually Glacier. 

Lute, with his newly acquired knowledge of Nepali, 

seemed the appropriate choice to climb with the 

Niorgays. His departure was slightly delayed as he 

searched the environs of the cabin for his ice axe, 

while Big Jim staggered on ahead wondering why he 

had to bend so far for his axe to touch the snow. 

The climb through the Icefall was one of sheer, 

hulking beauty, of day-bright faces and silent black 

corners. The route went nicely, without incident. . . 

almost. One Everest climber dropped his axe to a 

shelf below. Rappelling from an ice screw, he re-

trieved that implement that had been "higher than 

most," and rejoined his heckling cronies. Jerstad, 

leading the second rope, succumbed to his guide's 

instinct of cutting steps where the other two had 

cramponed across. At that, Tenzing, brought up to 

the European style of climbing, sculpted each step 

to his own taste. Between them, Dhaku trotted hap-

pily along, walking so close behind Lute as to risk 

being impaled on his axe every time he swung to 

chop a step. She blithely ignored the results of his 

labor, cramponing as though it were an everyday 

experience and asking her husband, "Tenzing, Jim 

and Tom no cut steps. Why you?" This sort of thing 

was to persist for the entire day. As the Icefall was 

finally passed, the sun rose and as the last long 



slog was grinding into the fat psyches of the male 

members of the party, Dhaku seemed to gather an 

even greater head of steam. Humility is good for a 

man. 

The view from the top was as clear as any of us 

had ever seen, for miles in all directions. The nap 

inside the crater rim was terminated after two hours 

with a discussion of the ceiling of rescue helicop-

ters. Eventually, however, the long slog down the 

Twenty-six Glacier Traverse was reluctantly tackled. 

Then it was down, down, through wilting heat across  

the Ingraham and Cowlitz Glaciers to Camp Muir, a 

brief rest, and long, glissading strides across the 

lower snowfields. 

The next morning the tall Sherpa and his small wife 

left. They left us with the memory of a perfect ex-

perience, but more, they left the memory of their 

mountains, and of the fun-loving humor of a race of 

people with whom we had lived closely. This faint 

taste of all those experiences, mingled with the 

flavor of this climb on our Mountain, will linger for 

a long time. 

Summit's Northwestern Editor Dee Molenaar with Dhalzu and Tenzing Norgay at Camp Muir on Mount 
Rainier. 
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"On belayt" 

"Climb"' 

The rope trails out of the belayer's hands; the 

climber deftly moves from hold to hold. The climbing 

is 5.6, 5.7. Below lie many difficult fifth and sixth 

class pitches. This climb, when completed, will be 

the first route up the west wall of the Pillar of Fram. 

The leader is Ross Resinfingers. His experience on 

difficult rock is long and impressive, including some 

of the most difficult climbs in the country. No one 

will debate that he is one of the country's top rock 

climbers. 

Ross moves up steadily for fifty feet with pitons 

for protection. The wall is becoming very smooth. He 

pounds in an angle, snaps in his rope and stirrups, 

stands high in the stirrups and places a Bugaboo in 

the thinning out vertical crack. He can see he is in 

for a very difficult lead. After two more pins (one a 

knife blade) he places a Crack Tack. The rock is 

good and the little piton drives well. Standing well 

up in his stirrups, Ross surveys the wall ahead. 

About ten feet diagonally away from his last piton 

there is a flake which looks sound and will likely 

take pitons well. The wall between him and the flake 

is smooth save for a few tiny nubbins. The angle is 

at least 85 degrees. A thrill runs through Ross. It 

looks as if the first few moves will be the hardest. If 

it is possible at all, it will surely be 5.10. Ross 

spends a good twenty minutes studying the pitch. In 

his mind he has climbed it many times when his 

belayer calls up and interrupts his thoughts. 

"Will it go, Ross?" 

"I don't know but I'm going to give it a try. Watch 

me close" 

"I'm with you, buddy." 

Ross steps out of his stirrups. This, he feels, will 
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be as hard as any of it. After the first few moves he 

loses his coefficient of friction and off he comes. 

Even as he falls, he keeps his composure, staying 

close to the wall so as not to get bashed back into 

it when he is caught. The Crack Tack almost holds, 

but then pulls out and he is caught on the knife 

blade. 

"Damn, you sure are doing a lot of stumbling 

around today." (This was Ross's second fall since 

they had started early that morning. The first was 

when an aid pin pulled on a delicate direct aid pitch 

below.) 

As Ross made himself secure to one of the lower 

pitons, he called back down, "You'll get your chance, 

pal. Nice catch!" 

"What's the story up there?" 

"It's just damn hard." 

"Going to have to use a bolt?" 

"Don't know. Hope not. I'll give it another go fl 

Ross climbed back up and replaced the Crack Tack, 

again studying the pitch. He was sure that he could 

make the traverse with just one bolt, but wanting to 

avoid this, if possible, he would again try to climb 

the pitch free. He searched the face for a nubbin to 

hang the fiffehook on. No, it had to go the way he'd 

tried it before. Out he moved. "Gad, this is thin," 

he thought to himself as he moved across. He knew 

that if he fell this time he wouldn't hesitate to place 

a bolt; he felt it would be justified. About half way 

across he found a few good handholds, and the dif-

ficulty eased off. He made the flake, placed a good 

angle and breathed a sigh of relief. The climbing 

ahead looked difficult but feasible. 

There was a ledge about 200 feet above the flake 

on which the pair bivouacked for the night. They 

made the top at 10:30 a.m. the following day. No 
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bolts were used. 

The following fall the climb was repeated by two 

valley climbers. They made it in one day but were 

very impressed with Fram's West. The next year it 

was climbed twice in the spring; both were one-day 

ascents. It's funny how a climb goes faster with the 

knowledge that it has been done. 
,• Later that year, two very devoted "new climbers 

arrived to attempt the climb. The most experienced 

climber was Bob Boltit who was there with his wife 

Bonnie. Bob's climbing partner was Rawl Studd. 

Rawl was single and had been climbing only just 

over a year, but he seldom missed a weekend and 

would undoubtedly be a top climber someday. Bob 

was just about as gung-ho, but he had just gotten 

married and had to spend quite a bit of his time 

fixing up the house he had just bought overlooking 

Star Drive. Since Bob had first read about the route 

put up by Resinfingers on West Fram he had wanted 

to do it, and now he would give it a go. He thought 

he was in shape for it, as he was climbing better 

than he ever had before. Just last week he and Rawl 

had climbed Foam Top by the standard route and had 

done it in pretty fair time, too. Both climbs were 

rated as grade 5, so the difficulties would be roughly 

parallel. Despite all this, Bob had insisted that they 

take bivouac gear along, just in case. 

After spending Friday night at the campground, 

they got a very early start in the chill fall air. As 

they warmed up with activity and the rising sun, 

their speed gradually increased. Still they were 

behind schedule when they reached the crux pitch, 

nearly half way up. Bob had looked forward to this 

pitch and was eager to give it a go. He knew of its 

difficulty. He climbed the free section without any 

problem (he wasn't aware that he had used one more  

piton than had Ross). Slowing down slightly on the 

aid, he placed every pin with care. The crack was 

scarred from previous pitons and he stretched to 

place his pitons where they had been. He placed the 

Crack Tack well and studied the moves ahead. At 

first he couldn't see how it had been done, but gradu-

ally he picked out the tiny nubbins on which he'd 

have to traverse. 

"I've arrived!" he shouted down to Rawl. 

"How's it look?" came the reply. 

"Just impossible, but I'll try anything once. Steady 

on the brake hand." 

"Aye, mate, steady as she goes." 

"Steady as she goes," kept going over and over in 

Bob's mind as he started out on the pitch, and when 

he peeled he yelled, "Steady!" though he didn't 

realize it until he was secure again. The fall was 

belayed properly, but Bob wasn't as used to falls as 

some climbers and it was twenty minutes before he 

stopped shaking. His right shoulder ached where it 

had bashed into the rock, but it was nothing to worry 

about. 

"You're climbing it just like Ross did," Rawl 

bantered. "Didn't he fall off once before he made 

it?" 

"Yea, but I had hardly gotten out of my stirrups." 

"Gonna try again?" 

"You guessed it." 

As he was climbing back up, he heard Rawl say, 

"How come you get all the fun leads?" This made 

him chuckle and he began thinking how important it 

was to have a good partner. Studying the pitch again 

sent a shiver down his backbone and he wished he 

were through with it. He knew he had never climbed 

anything quite so delicate, even on the boulders. 

As Bob started out on the pitch for the second time 
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he was thinking of Bonnie and what a good wife she 

was. He thought he would make it for a while, but 

then he seemed to have started out on the wrong foot 

and couldn't get his feet changed around on the 

little friction hold on which he was standing. As he 

tried, his right hand came off the tiny nubbin to 

which he was clinging. This threw him off balance. 

Just before he fell he was thinking how much he 

didn't want to fall. He yelled "falling" as he peeled. 

The fall was an awkward head-first thing and the 

catch was much more abrupt than before. After catch-

ing his breath, Bob descended to a piton just above 

Rawl. Here he was able to stand, and snapping into 

the piton he was able to let Rawl get out of his 

position and go off belay for a few minutes. Both 

men were obviously shaken. Bob found he had a 

couple more sore spots and a deep gash in his left 

palm, but otherwise he was unhurt. 

They discussed what they should do in low tones. 

Bob wanted to rappel off, but Rawl wanted to have a 

try at leading the pitch. Gradually, as they talked, 

Bob felt better and decided it was worth a try. His 

hand would be stiff, but he thought he could make 

the climb once over this bad pitch. They talked 

about placing a bolt and Bob told Rawl, "Listen, 

buddy, if you have to place a bolt, just do it. I still 

think we will have done a damn respectable *climb!" 

Bob descended to the belay stance and belayed 

Rawl off. On his way up, Rawl thought of how much 

he'd like to be able to avoid a bolt. He knew how 

proud Bob would be. When he arrived at the traverse, 

it was a different story. Just the sight of it frightened 

him. He called down that he was going to place a 

bolt; Bob just nodded in agreement. Rawl reached 

out and placed the bolt as far along on the traverse 

as he could. Reaching out from it, he still couldn't 

make the easier ground. He placed another bolt and 

from this he was able to climb over to the flake. 

Even at that it was a good exit and just about all 

Bob could handle with his hand the way it was. They 

reached the bivouac ledge after dark and spent the 

remainder of the night there. 

In the morning they started early. Rawl was in good 
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form and good spirits the rest of the way up. They 

made the top at two that afternoon. Bonnie had 

walked up the descent route to greet Bob, and with 

her were two climbers. One Bob recognized from 

photographs as Ross Resinfingers. The other was 

Ivan Climbovitz who had just returned from two years 

in Pales. He had come up from the valley to do 

Fram's West with Ross. Hands were shaken all 

around as Ivan and Ross congratulated Bob and Rawl 

on their fifth ascent. As everyone headed back down 

the trail, looking forward to a cold beer, Ross asked 

Bob: 

"What did you think of the crux pitch?" 

"Fell off it twice." 

"Did you hurt yourself?" was Ross's reply. 

"Oh, not bad." Bob knew what was coming and 

suspected Ross did also, so he came out with it: 

"Had to place two bolts." 

Ross's tone showed he was only half surprised. 

"Two bolts? Why didn't you rappel off?" 

"Oh, I suppose we should have, but we just didn't 

feel like it. It had been such a good climb up to that 

point that we wanted to finish it." Bob continued, 

"I know we didn't do what you did on the first as-

cent. We took more time and had to place those 

bolts, but for us it was still quite an accomplishment 

and we enjoyed it." 

"But, you've down-graded my climb. You were on 

something too difficult for you." 

Rawl spoke up, "There was only one pitch too 

difficult for us. The rock is there for everybody to 

climb who takes a notion to." 

"Yeah, you put enough bolts into the rock and 

anyone will be able to climb it," Ross inserted. 

Until this time Ivan had been quiet, but now he 

said, "I think you both are missing the point. Over 

in Pales the general opinion is that a bolt is a 

permanent defacement of the rock, while it is in or 

even after it has been chopped out, so the better 

climbers there never use the things. You are both 

justifying yourselves for the bolts you place, but 

Ross can't justify the bolts Bob places, because for 

him they are unnecessary and would detract, quite 



naturally, from his enjoyment of the climb. The 

novice climber who places bolts on short practice 

climbs that have been done a hundred times without 

them doesn't have to justify himself, because he 

doesn't know he is doing anything wrong. If other 

climbers are using them, why shouldn't he? Are not 

all the necessary ingredients for a bolt kit available 

at every climbing shop in the United States? I think 

climbing stores should stop selling bolts and bolt 

equipment." 

At this point they arrived at the tavern and ordered 

their beer, but everyone seemed to have somehow 

forgotten his thirst as Ivan went on. "I think per-

haps all national parks should outlaw the use of 

bolts, with the only possible exception being belay 

stances where there is no belay without the bolt. 

These bolts should be of a permanent type with 

hanger fixed. 

"There is no real compromise between the two 

factions. Ross won't leave a bolt on a climb that 

has been done without it, and Bob is unwilling to 

turn back over ground hard won just because he must 

place a bolt. I don't see where a bolt is a piece of 

climbing equipment. It just doesn't fit into the scope 

of climbing and mountaineering, which has always 

been concerned with leaving the mountain exactly as 

it was found." 

"But whole walls will remain unclimbed," said 

Ross weakly. 

"Yes, perhaps for a time," Ivan started again, 

"but eventually the standards of difficulty will ad-

vance, as will equipment and technique. In the mean-

time, there are many fine climbs that can be done 

without the use of bolts, and many climbs that have 

been completely unchallenged in the winter. 

"There are people who argue that bolts are a safety 

factor and accidents could be prevented if their use 

was more widespread, but I think this is placing 

the emphasis where it doesn't belong. Most accident 

situations arise from a climber's poor judgment. In 

days gone by there were fewer accidents than there 

are today, but that is because there are far more 

climbers today, not because too few people are  

using bolts. In nearly every case (with few excep-

tions) the bolt is placed after the accident occurs, 

and if it had been placed before, it could have only 

lessened the severity of the accident, not prevented 

it, as could have good judgment in the first place. 

"Despite the advancing standards, we must all 

climb within our abilities, which may be two entirely 

different things for climbers like Ross and Bob. Plac-

ing a bolt is the first sign that a climber isn't climb-

ing within his ability. We should find ways to by-

pass pitches that would otherwise have to be bolted, 

invent ingenious new techniques and equipment that 

will enable us to climb them, or leave them alone 

and concentrate on climbs that can be done without 

the use of bolts. We might concentrate also on climb-

ing the routes that have bolts in them without using 

them, or using as few as possible. First bolt-free 

ascents should be considered a type of first ascent 

as are first free ascents and first ascents without 

the use of fixed lines. 

"Sure, I've placed a few bolts in my day, as most 

climbers have, but that was before I realized all 

the facts. Now I feel that if I must place something 

that cannot be removed without destroying the rock, 

I don't care to climb it. 

"Let's leave the bolts that are already in, most of 

which are testimonials to our stupidity. The only 

bolts that should be removed are those which are 

obviously placed by uneducated novices and are 

offending to everyone. Only by following as closely 

as possible to what I have said will we ever find 

any kind of compromise and will we be able to save 

our climbs for future generations." 

Can we 

ban the bolt? 
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Recently a number of North Cascades climbers have 

become cognizant that the well-proven, accessible 

routes are gradually losing their untrodden spirit, not 

by a preponderance of unnecessary abandoned hard-

ware but by a subtle inference of an old cooking 

fire, a bright colored route marker, or occasionally, a 

discarded candy wrapper. Appreciating that our sub-

lime explorations are being encroached upon by other 

users, and that competition for the choice bivouacs 

with other parties nowadays is a likely occurrence, a 

small party expedition penetrating a not-so-oft-

travelled byway, the remote Colonial Peaks, could 

be an enlightening experience. 

This fine group of alpine promontories is situated 

in the North Cascades and is girded on three sides 

by turbulent watercourses: the Skagit, Thunder Creek, 

and McAllister Creek. No trails lead to the high 

country. In these headwaters, no trails mean a num-

ber of unwelcome prospects: packing-in over steep 

dirt, wet moss-covered rocks, and nurse logs; bush-

whacking through fiendish hemlock tangles, slide 

alder, and vine maple; and treading lightly past the 

ubiquitous devil's club (Oplopanax horridus). With 

an annual precipitation of more than 150 inches, the 
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higher elevations elevations can also foster exotic changes in 

the weather even in the relatively safe month of 

August. These combinations then, seemed to provide 

the desired margin of isolation that was sought and, 

incidentally, is characteristic of only a few other 

mountain groups in the area, for example: the Chilli-

wacks, the Pickets, and the Illabot Group. 

With enthusiastic expectations, four climbers, Nick 

Dodge, Frank Slater, Dodd Greenleaf, and Ted 

Fischer found themselves at the terminus of the 

future North Cascades highway where it crosses 

Pyramid Peak Ridge. This Ridge was our access to 

the high country. It was refreshing to be packing-in 

under the shady canopy of hemlocks during those 

early hours, even though the inevitable six-legged 

buzz bombs were taking their toll on our unprotected 

anatomy. Progressively though, we felt the noon-day 

sun, tasted our own salt, and tried to forget the cool 

roar of water rushing so far below us. 

The crux of the pack-in consisted of a huge hem-

lock tangle that could be circumvented only by a 

variety of sly maneuvers; but not before all of us 

were amply showered with hemlock needles, impaled 

on a snag or two, and twice cracked across the 



Snowfiela' massif from Nev'e Glacier. Photo by Dodd Greenleaf  Approaching a minor gendarme on the Nev'e. 
Photo by Nicholas Dodge 

O'he Colonial Teaks By Nicholas A. Dodge 

shins. When we finally dragged into the so-called 

"heather lakes," it was necessary to engage our 

mosquito friends in another lively contest prior to 

satiating our thirsty innards. But, at least now, there 

was some encouragement as the high peaks came 

into view: first Colonial, then Pyramid, then Pin-

nacle, then Paul Bunyan's Stump (or What's the 

Matterhorn). 

A number of tired steps later, there was a perfect 

high camp, complete with melting snowpatches, 

heather ponds, and a polished slab. A superb view 

of Colonial to the South, the Pickets to the North 

and, to make things nice, no more bugs. Abo,:c camp 

the black northeast face of Pyramid offered us a 

psychological shelter from the prevailing westerlies, 

should they come. 

Long ago a crimson sun had waned and set behind 

Shuksan's blue summit block. However, the warmth 

of our alp allowed us a wonderful treat, that being, a 

subtle transition from daylight to starlight. Content-

edly, we enjoyed rearranging the embers of our cook-

ing fire which now served as a social bond, encourag-

ing the usually thoughtful thoughts to speak out. 

Then there was a probing of the memory, "remember  

the ice fall on the Blue, the summit light socket, and 

the three carabiners in the crevasse." 

Now and then we could perceive the lights of 

Diablo powerhouse winking at us from the valley 

floor, but they seemed a desperate man's imitation 

compared to the startling radiance of the real stars 

above us. But ever so slowly, a change was in 

progress. One by one these flashlights in the sky 

dimmed, then extinguished, and soon only the Diablo 

lights remained. Would morning bring a new storm? 

Early light brought no sunshine, only grey scudding 

clouds. A windy breakfast was followed by a scrap-

ping of the meticulously planned climbing schedule 

in favor of an immediate attempt on Snowfield Peak 

(8,350 feet), the highest and most distant massif in 

the group. That is, the supreme accomplishment in-

volved bagging the most important summit first and, 

if worse came to worse, dismissing all other summits 

as trivial. But in the finale, the sun god smiled on 

these earthy beings and dissipated both our doubts 

and the clouds above us. 

Comfortably seated at the summit box, perusing its 

contents in the usual manner, we were amazed to 

find that Snowfield's summit had not been disturbed 
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Colonial Teaks, cont. 

for two years, and the record would indicate our 

ascent as number 15. Man's association with this 

mountain began in 1931 when Bill Degenhardt and 

II. Stranberg first attained the summit soon after the 

construction of Diablo Dam. In 1933 these two 

worthies returned to place a permanent summit regis-

ter. For the next 17 years, the brass caps, sealing 

the book, were not touched. It was about that time 

when Ken fIunich began his exploration of this 

group, including one-day ascents up the green jun-

gles of Ladder Creek, starting at Gorge powerhouse 

(509 feet). In fact, it was soon apparent that nearly 

half of the recorded ascents were accomplished by 

llunich, several in one season, which no doubt 

earned him the reputation for being the "Snowfield 

Guide Service." 

From the summit of Snowfield, it was natural to 

drop back down to the large Neve Glacier; and by 

skirting its western periphery, we were able to 

scramble up all the short rock pinnacles which were 

worthy of the time and effort, in order of their occur-

rence, up to the “Needle." The hour being late, this 

promontory was omitted, with primary emphasis on 

speeding down to high camp, for a dinner of potatoes  

and meat gravy, chicken noodle soup, fig bars and 

apples, all being capped by a delicious "Swiss 

Miss" chocolate. 

The following day, wispy fog again blanketed the 

peak tops; but being more or less immuned to it by 

now, three additional cloud-confused summits were 

attained: Pyramid, Pinnacle, and What's the Matter-

horn, the final summit under rapidly deteriorating 

conditions of rain, water-lubricated slabs, and on-

coming darkness. The terminal 150 feet of the key 

chimney were negotiated down to the snow by flash-

light, thereby preserving the Slater tradition of never 

having been “benighted" on a peak. An insidious 

moat to cross, then all that needed doing was a mile-

traverse of the Colonial Glacier back to our beds. 

With tent seams pulling, straining—our• cramped 

haven flapping, billowing, then collapsing, sleep 

was difficult in spite of fatigue. Our constructive 

efforts were directed toward munching left-over trail 

food and warming wet clothing to a minimum level of 

body acceptance, requiring no small amount of 

philosophic justification in the interim. Eventually, 

some rationalization of the probability theory relating 

to North Cascade storm fronts took place. As a re-

sult, at daylight, a full scale retreat downhill was 

in effect. Six hours later we were safe, dry, and 

comfortable, under a warm Diablo roof. 

1965 Mount Rainier Climbing Seminars 

Five 5-day Sessions at 10,000-foot Camp Muir 

July 3 - 7 • 23 - 27 • August 6-10 • 20-24 

Advanced Seminar July 10 -14 (Grads only) 

Snow - Ice - Glacier Climbing • Crevasse Rescue Techniques 
Snow Camping and Bivouacking • Evening Seminar Discus-

sions • Climb of Mount Rainier. 
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Dick McGowan, Lute Jerstad, Tom Hornbein, M.D., Pete Schoening, Gary 011in 

Roy Schwitters and others. 
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Cascade Pass Camp August 14-20 
Snow—Ice--Rock Mountaineering Schools •Climbs of all Pacific Northwest Peaks 

RAINIER GUIDE SERVICE & MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOL, INC. 
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Manufacturers of fine 

equipment for alpine sports. 

P.O. Box 1081 

Boulder, Colorado 80301 

24-page catalog sent on request 

Summit SeVien)s — 

A Climber's Guide to Yosemite 

Valley by Steve Roper. Sierra Club, 

Mills Tower, San Francisco, California. 

$4.75. 

More than 300 routes are traced in 

this latest guide book, published by 

the Sierra Club, ranging from short and 

relative easy scrambles, requiring lit-

tle time or equipment, to forbidding 

routes up the sheer face of El Capitan. 

Yosemite Valley contains routes 

which offer unparalleled opportunities 

for pure rock-climbing. It may someday 

become the rock climbing center of the 

world. It is even now receiving world-

wide attention and respect. 

For many years there has been a 

desperate need for a climber's guide-

book to Yosemite. Steve Roper has 

filled this need with an excellent 

book. Roper's first-class climbing 

ability, his remarkable memory, and 

his successful ascents of most of the 

routes in the valley make him excep-

tionally qualified to write this timely 

guidebook. 

The book is well-bound and printed 

on good paper. Al MacDonald has sup-

plied some excellent drawings of the 

different areas of the valley, which aid 

in identification and route finding. In 

addition, the book contains the best 

collection of Yosemite climbing pic-

tures ever gathered in a printed vol-

ume. 

In his introduction, Roper includes a 

climbing history of the valley and a 

discussion of the Yosemite Valley 

climbing ethos. He criticizes over-

bolting, "siege" climbing, excess in 

competition, and publicity maniacs. In 

this section Roper presents some con-

troversial views with which this 

writer mostly agrees. But, he perhaps  

over-stresses the negative aspects of 

some Yosemite climbers. 

In his remarks on geology, Roper 

claims that the smoothness of the 

rock in Yosemite is due to glaciation. 

This would be true only if glacial 

polish covered the climbing routes; but 

it doesn't. The rock is smooth because 

of its weathering characteristics. Gran-

ite normally weathers so as to form 

rounded holds. The more coarse 

grained the granite, the more rounded 

the holds. 

The route descriptions themselves 

are mostly clear and accurate. An ex-

ception is the Glacier Point Terrace 

descent route. Little there is in the 

description to make climbers aware 

that this is an awkward and somewhat 

dangerous descent. 

Roper occasionally includes bits of 

interesting information about climbs, 

such as history and remarks about the 

beauty, or lack of such on certain 

climbs. More of this sort of thing 

would have been welcome and would 

have added to the general interest of 

the book. 

Another criticism concerns the nam-

ing of routes. Surely Roper could have 

thought up better names for the routes 

on the Northeast Face of Middle 

Cathedral Rock than "NE face, left 

side; NE face center; NE face, right 

side." These are rather prosaic ap-

pelations. They don't sound interest-

ing. And what happens when more 

routes are placed up the face? Are we 

then to have such depressing names 

as NE face, left center side? The 

same criticisms apply to the descrip-

tions of Sentinel Rock and Slab-Happy 

Pinnacle. On Slab-Happy Pinnacle, for 

example, why not the original names  

of "South Chimney, East Face, and 

`Dihardral' Route," instead of "West 

Side, Center, and East Side"? 

Another thing which should have 

been included is a list of climbs by 

grade. This would enable users of the 

guide to easily find routes in the grade 

they wanted to climb. For example, if 

one wanted to climb a grade IV with no 

free pitches over 5.7 and no aid pitch-

es over A3, one could simply skim a 

page of Grade IV's to determine the 

possibilities. 

These are small criticisms of a 

generally well-written and beautiful 

book. I recommend it as an important 

climbing book even to those who will 

never climb in Yosemite. 

— Royal Robbins 
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QUARLES MUMMY BAG 

Tired of cold nights camping? Get a Quarles 
Mummy Bag. Made of Bainbridge Ripstop 
Nylon with 3 lbs. Silver Grey Goose Down. 
Colors: Red, Blue or Green. V-type, over-
lapping tubes, run around the bag, with no 
sewn through seams. All seams double- 

' ;titched. Velcro tape closing. Top is closed 
by drawstring. Total weight: 4 lbs., with 
stuff bag. Write for catalog. 

Mummy Bag and Stuff Bag, $65.00, postpaid. 
If over 6 feet, add $7.50. To order, state 
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2401-5 Fontaine Ave., Dept. 200 

Charlottesville, Va. 22901 
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2-man pup tent 

revised design 

3 pounds 8 ounces 

sewn-in groundcloth 

zippered front 

zippered mosquito netting 

lightweight egyptian cotton 

aluminum poles and stakes 

$44.75 postpaid U.S.A. 

backpack,.mountain, and camp equipment 

CUSTOM 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 
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Dear Editor: 

I was pleased to see Bob Moseley's 

article "Challenging Climbs in North 

Carolina" in the October Summit. He 

has mentioned all the good climbing 

areas, except one: Chimney Rock. 

It is located about 25 miles southeast 

of Ashville, and is accessible from 

the roads in the town of Chimney Rock, 

North Carolina. The U.S. Army has 

practiced on these cliffs since the be-

ginning of World War II. The cliffs are 

of granite gneiss and are from 100 to 

500 feet in height and about one-half 

mile in length. One prominent outcrop, 

Baily's Butt(e), has yet to be climbed. 

It is 400 feet high and receives its 

name from its obvious formation (two 

large, rounded slabs of water-worn 

granite gneiss, with a prominent crack 

right down the middle. 

A word may be said about rock climb-

ing equipment in the North Carolina 

mountains, especially the Hanging 

Rock region. From past experience, I 

have found that a good selection of 

angle pitons and several medium hori-

zontal ones work best. The rock is 

too weathered for RURPs or knife 

blades. Unfortunately, this type of 

quartzite does not take pitons well and 

holds them poorly. 

The University of North Carolina Car-

obiners is working on a route guide to 

the Hanging Rock area and contribu-

tions are welcome. Anyone in our area 

wishing to find some good routes, 

please contact me at 311 Lewis Dorm, 

Chapel Hill, N.C. 

Climbing in North Carolina is great. 

George E. DeWolfe 

Chapel Hill, N.C. 

32 



Rocky Mountain Guide Service 
& Mountaineering School, Inc. 

Operating: June 20 to Labor Day 
in Rocky Mountain National Park. 

Write for free brochure 

P.O. Box 179, Estes Park, Colo. 80517 
\ 

Dear Editor: 

I wish to warn Summit readers of a 

dangerous situation: the use of a Per-
Ion rope and a 5/16 inch nylon rope 

for rappelling. This is dangerous be-
cause, with a small load, i.e., the 

human body, the nylon is far more 

elastic than PerIon. Hence, as one 

rappels, more and more weight comes 

onto the PerIon, causing the nylon to 

slip around the rappel anchor to equal-

ize the load. If a nylon sling is the 

rappel point, it may be cut by the 

slipping rope. The use of descending 

rings, or chain repair lap links (Leeper 

sells these) eliminates this danger. 
The lap links are good because they 

can be fastened directly to a piton or 

bolt. 
Royal Robbins 

Yosemite, California 

IRU. ..  
,011 maybe--a goose 

n't steep in a 
erry sleeping bag—

but he sleeps in 
Prime Northern 
Goose Down 

— same thitiu. 

* Send Far Free Catalog 
Mountaineering and Knapsacking 

Equipment for Your Outing Enjoyment 

1615 University Avenue, Berkeley, California 
Catalog on Request 
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THE ALPS... made in Italy by FABIANO 

STYLE 107 

$26.95 
plus 

postage 

Vibram Lug Soles. Ideal for 
Rock Climbing and Hiking. 
Padded Quarters and 
Tongue. Women-5 to 
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Men-6 to 14 Nar-
row, 6 to 12 Large 
(Size 13 and 14 
33.00 Extra). 

Slightly higher in the West 
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MOUNTAINEERING 

STORE 
Open Evenings —Closed Mondays 
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(POST OFFICE BOX 121) 
RIVERSIDE, CALIFORNIA 

PHONE 683-7414 

"Lazy Backpacker Brand" 

IOWA MOUNTAINEERS 
1965 

PERUVIAN EXPEDITION 

Starting July 3 
Basecamp in the Quebrada Santa Cruz 
Ishinka. 

Write to: 
PERUVIAN EXPEDITION 

P.O. Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa 

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. 

Reeeeatioaae Eriligageser ?Are. 
DEPT. S 

523 PIKE ST., SEATTLE 1, WAS,-4. 

letters 

Dear Editor: 

In the October, 1964 issue of Summit, 

William 0. Zeiger, Jr. wrote of a new 

method of removing pitons. 

The method described is a very effic-

ient way to extract pitons, but I be-

lieve that by using one of the new 

CMI piton hammers put out by CMI of 

Denver, Colorado, the operation of 

piton removal can be made much easier. 

The CMI hammer is made with a cara-

biner hold in the head so that a cable 

can be snapped directly onto the head 

of the hammer and then hooked onto 

the piton for "driving out." It is much 

simpler than trying to keep a loop in 

the cable down on the head of a geo 
pick. 

The hammer is extremely well made 

and balanced, and is a good addition 

to the well-known CMI line of rock 

climbing hardware. 

Leland J. Turner 

Midwest, Wyoming 

Dear Editor: 

While in the Palisades in August, I 

met three climbers from Chile who 

were visiting this country with the 

Sierra Club, and who were climbing 

there as guests of Larry Williams of 

Mountaineering Guide Service, Big 

Pine, California. They were descend-

ing North Palisade and indicated that 

they had left a small Chilean flag in 

the register box for the next success-

ful party. They elaborated that it is a 

universal custom in Chilean climbing 

to leave some item (personal, food, 

hardware, etc.) at the summit for the 

next group, and that it is rather nice 

after a while to collect such tokens as 

momentoes of past climbs. 

Since this seems like a custom which 

American climbers should enjoy prac-

ticing, I propose that brief explanations 
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CHOUINARD 

"Equipment for 

Alpinists" 

Yvon Chouinard — Climber, 

Metallurgist, Piton Designer, 
and Manufacturer. 

CHOUINARD Dealers for 1965 

West Coast Mid West 

be entered in summit registers and ap-

propriate "gifts" be left. There may 

be a few who will look upon this as an 

opportunity to collect climbing gear 

"for free," but I think that most 

climbers would be intrigued enough to 

wonder what they will find next to risk 

leaving their own gift. 

I wonder what was left on North 

Pal by the fellow who took our Leeper-

6C? 

John Armitage 

San Jose, California 

Classified 
Ten cents per word. Payment must be 

enclosed with all orders. 

HAND-KNIT STOCKING CAPS with 
ankle-length tail for wrapping around 
neck when cold, blowing in the wind 
while skiing, towing cars, etc. 100% 
Virgin Wool. Custom made. Send your 
height and desired color. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. $7 postpaid. Paul Mohn, 
404 Eaton Dr., Pasadena, Calif. 91107. 

Want COLOR? Stuff bags for small 
items, down clothing, food, etc. Blue, 
red, green, yellow, in random combina-
tions with drawstring. 9 in. x5 in. din. 
$1, 10 in. x 6 in., $1.25. Ripstop Ny-
lon. Quarles—Goff International, 2401 

Fontaine Ave., Charlottesville, Va. 

BACKPACKING. Large booklet con-
taining details on equipment, clothing, 
food recipes, menus, cooking, safety, 
techniques, and preparations for a 
backpack trip. Price $1.40 (add 15 
cents for mailing). Write R. C. Rethmel, 
1512 Jefferson, Alamgordo, New Mexico. 

SLEEPING BAG KITS: 2 lbs. 4 oz. 
bag with 1 lb. 4 oz. down. Ripstop Ny-
lon, $29.95, with instructions. Red, 
green, or blue. Quarles —(,off Interna-
tional. 2401 Fontaine Ave., Charlottes-
ville, Va. 

APPALACHIAN TRAIL TENT: An 
extremely light tarp tent. Waterproof 
ripstop nylon. 550 grams in sack. 9 ft. 
x 10 ft. $22. Orange or green. 21 tie 
tapes. Quarles —Goff International, 
2401 Fontaine Ave., Charlottesville, 
Va. 

THE NORTH FACE 
308 Columbus Avenue 
San Francisco, California 
(Distributor-Retailer) 

GERRY MOUNTAIN SPORTS 
315 Sutter Street 
San Francisco, California 

THE SKI HUT 
1615 University Avenue 
Berkeley, California 

RECREATION UNLIMITED OUTFITTERS 
Box 334 
Homewood, California 

THE SPORT CHALET 
951 Foothill Blvd. 
La Canada, California 

ALPINE HUT, INC. 
1250 Lloyd Center 
Portland, Oregon 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT, INC. 
523 Pike Street 
Seattle, Washington 

MC GOWAN'S ALPINE HUT 
2650 South University Village 
Seattle, Washington 

Address all Dealer inquiries to: 
THE NORTH FACE 
308 Columbus Avenue 
San Francisco, California 

GERRY MOUNTAIN SPORTS 
Box 910 
Boulder, Colorado 

HOLUBAR 
Box 7 
Boulder, Colorado 

THE MOUNTAINEER 
207 South 13th East 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

PERKINS LIMITED 
352 — 24th St. 
Ogden, Utah 

PHILLIP FOWLER 
R.R. 2 
Iowa City, Iowa 

East Coast 
CAMP N' SKI, INC. 
11230 Georgia Avenue 
Wheaton, Maryland 

CAMP & TRAIL OUTFITTERS 
112 Chambers Street 
New York, New York 

HIGH ANGLE ROCK SHOP 
27 Ellery Street 
Cambridge, Mass. 

ASA OSBORN COMPANY 
16 Kingston Street 
Boston, Mass. 
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Scouts—Campers—Fishermen—Hunters 

Backpackers—Mountaineers—Climbers 

BASIC 

MOUNTAINEERING 

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. 

EXPEDITION CHAIRMEN: Write to 

CMI about your ice climbing equip-

ment needs for next year's expedi-

tion. 

CMI • Box 2083 

Denver, Colorado 80201 

Watch 

for both models 

of the new 

hammers 

at your dealers soon. 
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A Kronhofer Klettershoe for a sure foot! 

Made by Austria's finest craftsman to meet the demands of the 

most discriminating! The Kronhofer Klettershoe, $15.75. Send 

foot outline. 

Catalog of complete line of 

Mountaineering Equipment 

on request. 

Are you a Tiger or a casual 

hiker? 

For complete independence from 

weather, the HOLUBAR Mountain 

Parka, superbly tailored from tough 

nylon pima. $27.50. State Size. 

HOLU BAR, Ltd. 

Boulder, Colorado 

Yetter to our .Reaers. . • 

This issue marks the beginning of our 10th year of publishing Summit. 

There have been a lot of changes in the production and editorial content 
of Summit since that first November, 1955 issue, as those of you who 

have been longtime subscribers are well aware. 

Because publishing Summit has always meant more to us than just a 

way to make a living, there is one thing that stands out clearly as we 

look back over the years—there has never been an issue of Summit that 

couldn't have been improved with a little more time. For this reason, 

Summit has never had a set deadline and, no doubt, will continue this 

way as we reluctantly hold off press time while we try to improve an 

article with more information, better pictures or maps. 

At first, it was necessary to "print our own publication" for purely 

economic reasons, since there was no other way we could afford to have 

it published. Then, over the years, it became evident that if we wanted 

an ever-increasing degree of quality, Summit would always have to be 

produced on equipment maintained especially for that purpose. 

Through a successful "10 years for $25" subscription offer last 

December, we purchased new bindery equipment. In August, we installed 

a new press to improve the quality of printing and which will eventually 

enable us to reproduce slide transparencies in full color once we acquire 

the expensive process camera necessary to make color separation 

negatives. 

To hasten that day, we are again offering "10 years of Summit for 325" 

to those of you who wish to help Summit grow, as well as take advantage 

of a 50% savings over our yearly subscription rate. Send subscription 

order (new or renewal) to Summit, P.O. Box 888, Big Bear Lake, 

California. This offer expires December 31, /964. 

The Staff 



USEFUL NEW TOOLS FOR THE ROCK CLIMBER 

C OFFSET 

AIN, HORIZONTAL PITONS .. . 

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

We also carry the new line of Chouinard Hardware 

951 FOOTHILL BOULEVARD MU 1 -2104 

LA CANADA • CALIFORNIA 

Send for Free Cataloa 

SPORT CHALET 

WHOLESALE 

ONLY 

P.O. Box 161, Montrose, California 

P'IR,MEZM 1.71:) 
It is a quiet time, 
an afternoon in the year's Late Afternoon. 
Warmly emanates the quiet from stark grey-green aspens 

lately gilt and shivering. 
October's predeparture melancholy 

has drifted with the leaves. 
Mount Meeker's tepid shoulder 

soaks in sun — 
the white quilt is not yet snugged. 
Peppered-salted tundra slopes benignly cap the forest; 
bright unclouded blue contrasts deep whited woodland shadows 

laced with flame. 
130ot-prints relaxedly appear, 

blue lug-holes indent soft creaking white. 
The breath floats briefly through low dark spruces; 
ancient sleeping forest forebearers randomly protect 

the young stems from the blanket's weight. 
A muted stream reminisces 

in its translucent prison; 
There is a waiting (a withdrawal?) 

an expectancy 

a relief 
from bustle of summer's visitors. 

The little folk have left their thousand silent messages 
of final preparations: 

small hands, tiny snowshoes, unclawed pads 
stilt-marks of two-toed hooves 
(no webs, no crawlings) 

busy the smooth white diamonded surface. 
Some are yet about, opportunists; 

a dark flick across the trail, 

and scratchings up the Lodgepole: 
Fremont, bottle-brush aloft and curled, 

beadily regards intruder, 

swears — 
black trunk, bark, cones, branches, blankly 

reveal nothing. 
Sun pales, sky fades, pink rocks lose their warm veneer 

pinkness turns to grey, 
the socks are damp 

boots turn cold— 
thoughts recall the fireplace; 

Cold silver gleams west behind Mount cop eland 
and the earth-shadow in the blue black east is 

the promise of winter. 

— Andrew N. Smith 




