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Your 

Mountains 

Unexpectedly, western North Car-

olina offers some challenging 

peaks such as the Sentinel, oppo-

site page. Peaks of the Sauratown 

Mountains in the background, with 

the knob of Pilot Mountain visible 

in the far distance. 

Photo by Julia Moseley 



Otizebe in One Pay 
By Harold E. Dunn 

Five years ago Summit I  described in detail the 

climbing routes on the high peaks of Mexico. How-

ever, in 1961 a new jeep road opened up an easier 

approach to the highest of these, Citlaltepetl. (Most 

Mexican climbers prefer this old Indian name to the 

more modern "Mt. Orizaba.") The new road extends 

eleven miles from the town of Tlachichuca to a 

climbing hut at 14,400 feet on the north side of the 

mountain. From the hut the ascent can be made in 

one day, compared to two or three days on the regu-

lar route from Ciudad Serdan. Citlaltepet1 can be 

climbed at any time of the year, but it is easiest 

during the dry season, which lasts from November 

to April. 

Last December, three Los Angeles climbers —Jeff 

Wise, George Gerhart, and myself —attempted 

Citlaltepet1 as part of a two-week holiday in Mexico. 

Friends had advised us to contact the Reyes family 

when we arrived in Tlachichuca. •This proved to be 

no problem since they run one of the largest stores 

in town and are known by everyone. In the Reyes' 

store we signed the climbers' guestbook while Mr. 

Reyes made arrangements for us. Soon the local 

climbing guide, Jose de la Mora, appeared. With him 

was the jeep driver who would take us up to the hut 

the next day. The driver apologized for not being 

able to leave right then, explaining that the jeep 

was out of gas and there was no way of getting more 

until the following morning. 

That night was spent in a nearby boarding house, 

which offered good food, clean rooms, and even hot 

showers (on a half-hour's notice). And the price was 

a bargain: we paid seventy cents apiece for the 

night's lodging and two large meals —including a 

2 

(1) September, 1959 issue 

steak breakfast. 

The next morning we stocked up on food from the 

Reyes' store, and rode up to the hut, a small metal 

shelte; called Piedra Grande. Luckily, there was 

still room for us inside. By the next evening so many 

climbers had arrived that many had to sleep outside 

in below-freezing weather. At Piedra Grande we 

exchanged mountaineering tales with our new-found 

friends who told of their exploits in the Alps, on 

Aconcagua, and in various parts of Mexico. One man 

hoped to make his fifty-fourth ascent of Cit1a1tepet1 

the following day. 

On the morning of our climb we rose.  at 3 a.m. and 

were soon following the well-worn path up to the 

bottom of the glacier. Back in Tlachichuca we had 

decided not to hire the guide after being assured 

that the route to the top was easy to follow. The 

trail leads up the gully behind the hut, reaching the 

glacier at a point about one-fifth of the way up the 

mountain. From here one could head straight for the 

top, and then traverse around the crater to its highest 

point. However, those who wish to avoid most of 

the crevasses should use the following route: 

From the bottom of the glacier ascend up and 
slightly left until you reach a shoulder of the moun-

tain, where the angle eases off. Continue upward, 

still veering a little to the left of the fall line. When 

the angle steepens again, climb straight up until 

you reach some rocks near the top. Just beneath the 

rocks, traverse right for two or three hundred yards, 

then continue upward again. This will take you to 

the highest point on the crater rim, where an iron 

cross will be found. We were told that the latest 

measurements by the Mexican Geophysical Institute 



Early morning on the lower tongue of the glacier at an elevation of about 16,000 feet. The day's cloud cover is beginning 
to develop around the upper reaches of the peak. Photo by George Gerhart 

put the height of the volcano at 5,675 meters (18,619 

feet), making it the third highest peak in North 

America. 

The Approach 

The town of Tlachichuca is located to the west of 

the mountain and about ten miles north of Ciudad 

Serdan. It can be reached from Mexico City via 

Puebla and El Seco. The road is paved and in good 

condition to a point about ten miles from Tlachichuca. 

From here several roads lead into the town; all are 

dirt or gravel, but they vary considerably in quality. 

One should inquire in El Seco about the best route 

to follow. 

In traveling from the United States to Mexico City 

it makes little difference time-wise which highway 

you take. Some are a little faster than others, but 

these also happen to be the least scenic. However, if 

time is short, then the best route from the eastern 

part of the United States is the one through Laredo, 

Texas, continuing on through Monterrey, Saltillo, and 

San Luis Potosi. 

From the West Coast, the fastest way is through 

El Paso, Chihuahua, Torreon, Zacatecas, and San 

Luis Potosi. This route follows two new short cuts, 

which together save about six hours' driving time. 

The first connects Cuencame with Fresnillo, by-

passing Durango, while the second links Zacatecas 
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Agricultural village at about 10,000 feet on the western slopes of Citlaltepetl (left). Photo by Harold Dunn 

with San Luis Potosi. These new sections of high-

way may still require detours around unfinished 

bridges, so inquire locally before using them. Our 

bus went this way, making the trip from El Paso to 

Mexico City in twenty-five hours. Incidentally, we 

had the same bus driver all the way. 

Those who wish to save money on their trip to 

Cit1altepet1 can take the second class trains to 

Mexico City and on to Puebla. Local buses leave 
Puebla twice daily for Tlachichuca, the last one 
pulling out around 2 or 3 P.M. On such a trip, the 
transportation cost from Laredo, Texas to Tlachi-
chuca would be only 86.18 each way. From Calexico, 
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California, the fare would be 815.02. By crossing 

the border at Calexico rather than at El Paso one 

can take maximum advantage of cheap Mexican trans-

portation. Second class trains in Mexico aren' t the 

most comfortable, but they shouldn't be too much of 
a shock to anyone used to roughing it. More impor-

tant, the drinking water and food served aboard the 
trains are safe for gringos. Hotels aren't a problem 
since practically every night can be spent on the 
train. However, there are some major expenses at 
the mountain, where the jeep trip costs 88 each way 

for a load of up to four climbers. And the guide 
charges $4 a day, regardless of the size of the 



party. With luck and good train connections the 

round trip, including a day for climbing the mountain, 

would take five days from Laredo, or seven and one-

half from Calexico. 

We had planned to travel by train but wound up 

taking the bus most of the way in order to save time. 

Buses run much more often than the trains, and they 

are usually faster. However, bus fare is generally 

slightly higher than the corresponding train ticket. 

Poverty Prevention 

Our schedule included several extra days to insure 

success in case of an unexpected delay, such as a 

spell of bad weather on the mountain. Luckily, a 

sunny day on the peak left us with time to explore 

Mexico City and some of the byways of Central 

Mexico. For clean, cheap hotels in the capital, try 

the Hotel Ibero (c. $2.80 for four people, with private 

bath) or the Hotel Colossal ($2 for four; no private 

bath). An inexpensive restaurant with good food can 

be found on the ground floor of the Hotel Imperial. 

Drinking of tap water in Mexico can be risky, espec-

ially in the southern part of the country, or in the 

smaller towns; but in the larger cities near the United 

States border the water is usually safe. When in 

doubt about the water, we never had any trouble 

getting soft drinks or other substitutes. 

We ate in restaurants all over Mexico, and even 

bought from the food vendors who converge on the 

trains and buses at nearly every stop. Some meals 

came from bakeries, others from open-air markets or 

the corner store. We ate anything, as long as the 

place and the people looked reasonably clean. And 

we were never sorry. But others haven't had our 

luck, so use your own discretion, and remember that 

doctor bills in Mexico can be just as expensive as 

in the States. Unpasteurized milk products should 

be avoided. This includes the white cheese sprinkled 

over your food in nearly every restaurant, unless you 

specifically ask to have it left off. 

If you are planning a trip to the high peaks of 

Mexico a little knowledge of Spanish by someone 

in your group will save you a lot of time, and proba-

bly some dollars as well. Outside of Mexico City and  

the border towns we didn't see a single American 

tourist. And we seldom met a ticket agent, hotel 

clerk, or waitress who knew any English. At the 

very least you should know enough Spanish to dis-

tinguish between Hombres and Mujeres. 

If you live near the Mexican border, it would be 

hard to find a cheaper, more enjoyable place to 

spend a two-week vacation than Central Mexico. 

Where else can you climb 18,000-foot peaks and roam 

the streets of a foreign capital—all for less than 

$50? 

Sources 

The information about Mexican roads which is pre-

sented in the article, was obtained on several trips 

to Mexico City during the last year. We observed 

road conditions, talked with Mexican bus drivers, and 

then checked the results with the Automobile Club 

of Southern California. 

Information on trains and buses was compiled from 

published time-tables and rate schedules, which are 

completely in line with our own experiences in the 

c ountry. 

The discussion of food and water safety precau-

tions is based on our own experience, which itself 

was guided by the advice of Dr. David Henderson 

from the University of Arizona, department of geogra-

phy. 

Although some Mexican topographic sheets still 

carry the name "Pico de Orizaba," Mexican climbers 

appear unanimous in their preference for the original 

Indian name for the mountain. However, there are 

three different spellings for the Indian name: Citlal-

tepec, Citlalteptl, and Citlaltepetl. The last of these 

is used locally. The various spellings are preferred 

by the following authorities: 

Citlaltepec: The World Almanac; National Geogra-

phic Society. 

Citlalteptl: Preston E. James, author of Latin 

America," the foremost geography text on the area in 

use today. 

Citlaltepetl: Rand McNally's: Goode's World Atlas; 

Southern California Automobile Club. 
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One of the most dramatic mountain rescues of 

recent times in Washington's rugged North Cascades 
took place on August 8, 1964, when a critically 
injured climber was literally "scooped" on the run 
from a sloping rock ledge by a United States Navy 
jet helicopter, which was unable to either land or 
hover at the rescue scene. 

This remarkable scene was witnessed by mountain 
rescue, Navy and Marine Corps and Forest Service 
personnel who had started rescue proceedings nearly 
24 hours prior to the drama-filled evacuation. 

Object of the critical rescue mission was 33-year-
old Mrs. David A. •Stevenson of Palo Alto, California, 
an experienced and above average rock climber. Mrs. 
Stevenson and her husband, Dr. Stevenson of Stanford 
University, with a group of friends from the Loma 
Prieta rock climbing section of the Sierra Club, had 
been spending a week climbing in the North Cas-
cades with base camp in Boston Basin at 5,000 feet 
elevation, when the near-fatal accident occurred. The 
rescue took place on a small rock ledge at an eleva-
tion of 8,300 feet, 200 feet below the summit of 
Sharkfin Tower, a prominent rock spire on the con-
necting ridge between 8,850-foot Boston Peak and 
8,900-foot Forbidden Peak. 
Fitt intimation that all was not well with the 

18-member climbing group came on Friday evening, 
August 7, when climber Dick Irvin of San Jose came 
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hurtling into the Skagit District ranger station at 
6:15 p.m. to inform District Ranger Calvin Dunnell 
that a serious accident had befallen two of his fellow 
climbers, Mrs. Stevenson and Dave French of Berke-
ley. While Dunnell, an excellent climber and member 
of the Skagit Mountain Rescue Unit, was putting 
rescue wheels into motion, Irvin related details of 
the afternoon's accident. 

Friday had been a particularly beautiful day in 
the Cascade mountains and six of the party, having 
already successfully done Sahale, Boston, Forbidden 
and Eldorado peaks, decided to climb Sharkfin 
Tower before departing from the area the next day. 
Sharkfin Tower at 8,500-feet is a Class 4 climb, 
reached from the glacier on the west side of Boston 
Peak via a notch at the east side of the summit 
tower. 

In the climbing group were rope teams Mrs. Steven-
son and French; Greg McGibbon of San Carlos and 
Bob Fraser of Palo Alto; Dr. Stevenson and Marvin 
McEachern, also of Palo Alto. Having made a suc-
cessful ascent, the climbers started their descent 
to base camp about 3 p.m. Coming off the peak, the 
route to base camp would include descent of a 
300-foot, 50-degree to 45-degree rotten snow slope 
leading to a sloping rock ledge. At this point jagged 
cliffs drop 200-feet to the glacier below. From the 
rock ledge, the party would traverse a steep snow 



rescue in the Cascades By Lois W. Englebright 

and rock slope for approximately 200-feet and then 

descend a 250-foot, 45-degree snow couloir onto the 

glacier leading to a terminal moraine and base camp. 

McGibbon and Fraser were the descending lead 

rope and had negotiated the upper snow slope at a 

fairly rapid pace. Mrs. Stevenson and French in 

second rope position had scarcely started descent 

of the slope when, without warning, French's footing 

in the rotten snow gave way. The sudden fall and 

rate of speed at which French slid down the slope 

pulled Mrs. Stevenson from her belay, and as her 

husband later described it, he looked up from his 

close attention to the slope to see his wife literally 

flying headfirst through the air. She fell headfirst 

onto the slope and having lost her ice axe was un-

able to check her rapid and uncontrolled descent. 

Sliding at a great rate of speed, Mrs. Stevenson 

tumbled over her rope partner and continued down-

ward. French was able to slow his descent somewhat 

at this point and could see Mrs. Stevenson plunge 

into the rocks about 20 feet below him. 

Within seconds Providence stepped in and prevent-

ed what might have been a double fatal accident by 

tangling the climbing rope in the rocks so that the 

two climbers' descent was abruptly halted a few 

yards from the edge of the 200-foot drop-off to the 

glacier below. 

Said French later: "I was descending a 50-degree  

slope and had gone about five steps when a step 

broke loose and I started to fall. I immediately went 

into a self-arrest position. I estimate that I slid 

about 50 feet. During the fall I felt no tension until 

there was a sharp jerk. At about 50 feet the rope 

went taut and then slack again. I looked up and saw 

that Fran (Mrs. Stevenson) was falling down the 

slope toward me. She hit me and went over the top 

of me. We both continued to slide and I was able to 

slow myself a little before hitting the rocks. I saw 

Fran go into the rocks and tumble through them, 

coming to rest 20 feet below me." 

(The hard hat which Mrs. Stevenson was wearing 

undoubtedly saved her life. Inspection of the hat 

later revealed the force with which she struck the 

rocks; there was a long crack in the hat, numerous 

dents, and the paint was deeply scraped off at the 

point of impact.) 

Fearful and apprehensive, Dr. Stevenson and his 

rope partner, McEachern, reached the accident scene 

as quickly as prudent movement down the steep 

slope would permit. The first rope team was called 

back and the climbers began to evaluate their situa-

tion. 

It was immediately evident that Mrs. Stevenson had 

suffered a critically serious neck injury and that 

French had painful back injuries, although he had 

been able to render simple first aid to Mrs. Stevenson 
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before arrival of the other climbers. Both climbers 

were severely bruised and lacerated. 

After making Mrs. Stevenson as comfortable as 

possible with expert regard for her neck injury, 

McGibbon, Fraser, and McEachern departed post-

haste for base camp. McGibbon arrived first at ap-

proximately 5 p.m. to inform the group of the distres-

sing news. 

In a matter of moments, Irvin was on a pell-mell 

journey to the ranger station at Marblemount, some 

23 miles distant. His trip took him over three miles 

of primitive, steep miner's trail, overgrown with 

brush, downed trees, slide alder, vine maple, devils 

club, and further complicated by several torrential 

streams and two large rock slides; thence 20 miles 

by car over a rough mine-to-market mountain road. 

The complete trip was accomplished in the incredible 

time of one hour and five minutes. 

With Irvin's departure, five climbers at the Sierra 

camp prepared to return at once to the scene of the 

accident. Masa Omori, George Oetzel, and Dick 

Brown, all of Palo Alto; Al Timmons of San Jose, and 

McGibbon quickly loaded their packs with sleeping 

bags, tarps, air mattresses, clothing, food, water and 

Primus stoves and commenced the long ascent of the 

glacier and the cliff to make the injured climbers 

as comfortable as possible and wait for help. 

Down in the Skagit valley, 60 miles away, rescue 

wheels were already turning with Ranger Dunne11's 

telephone call to the Skagit County Sheriff's office 

in Mount Vernon, through which the Skagit Mountain 

Rescue Unit works. Deputy Sheriff J. W. Breiten-

bucher quickly alerted Alvin Clairmont, chairman of 

the unit, and other unit members living in scattered 

locations throughout the county. Requests for assis-

tance were sent out to the Everett Mountain Rescue 

Unit in neighboring Snohomish County, and to the 

Bellingham Mountain Rescue Unit in adjacent What-

corn County. Last, but not least, the Search and 

Rescue Unit of the Naval Air Station, Whidbey Island, 

was informed of the impending rescue operation. 

The Navy quickly dispatched a helicopter to the 

area with Lt. John R. Greenway, USN, at the con- 
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trols. He later remarked, "I received the news that 

the search and rescue unit had been called out 

scarcely before I landed from having been on a 

week's trip to Washington, D.C. I got out of the 

C-54 and walked across the ramp to the helo and 

took off." —to what he assumed was to be a routine 

rescue mission some 84 air miles and 35 minutes 

distant. Lt. Greenway, with 1,500 hours helicopter 

pilot time, subsequently wrote in his official report: 

"I was launched at 1930 with Lt. D. L. Petty in a 

UH2B, 150162. We arrived in the accident area at 

2010 local. All the peaks had a heavy cloud starting 

at 7,000 feet with good visibility out of clouds. We 

searched the area visible to us with negative re-

sults. We then climbed above the cloud layer to 

9,000 feet and surveyed all mountain tops with nega-

tive results. At about 2030 we departed from the 

area. As we were departing we were contacted by 

Tango 205, a SP2 from NAS Sandpoint. He informed 

us that we were to stop at the Marblemount Ranger 

Station to discuss possibilities with the local ranger. 

This we did, and at that time decided to attempt the 

rescue the next morning." 

During Lt. Greenway's fruitless search, and through-

out the night, ground rescue forces commenced 

assembling at the Marblemount Ranger Station. In the 

Skagit group were Clairmont and Cory Crooks, in 

charge of base operations at the end of the mine-to-

market road; E. G. Englebright, advance party leader 

and operations director at the accident site; LCdr. 

Charles W. Cates, USN, Robert Morgan, George Math-

ews, Darrell Cass, Michael Siegfried, and the writer, 

the only female member of the rescue party. Everett 

Rescue Unit sent experienced climbers Ralph Mac-

Key, Bob Marcy, Dean Mills, Kenn Carpenter, Jim 

Carlson, Jon Hisey, Herb Denney, John and Jerry 

Wynne, and Adrian Vander Bosch. Coming from Bell-

ingham were Alvin Randall, Jr., David Jenkins, and 

Captain G. V. Gardener, USMC. District Ranger 

Dunne11 stood by with his forest service personnel, 

ready to assist wherever needed. 

Quickly joining the group was the Naval Air Sta-

tion's Search and Rescue group, with CPO W. T. 



Dr. Stevenson sits beside 

his injured wile 

as rescue operations get under 

way. 

Photo by Ralph Mackey 

Cencebaugh in charge. He was accompanied by Navy 

enlisted men Lowell MacMartin BT3; T.L. Wood AT2; 

M. R. Jones PH3; K. W. Hanson AC3; J. E. Phy AD3; 

A. L. Wilhelmi AN; and L. E. Wallace HMC. 

Rescuers scanned the skies with anxious eyes 

during the hours prior to dawn. The summer weather 

in Washington State had been anything but predictable 

and now as morning approached, heavy fog started 

rolling up the valley, obscuring surrounding mountain 

peaks with thick gray clouds. It appeared very prob-

able that the original plan of sending in an advance 

team to the accident scene by helicopter would not 

be possible because of the extremely unstable weath-

er conditions. It was decided to send in a ground 

party at once. 

At the road end, Crooks, Morgan, and Siegfried set 

up base camp radio communications. Englebright was 

detailed to take in a ground party of 15 expert climb-

ers and rescue personnel, traveling the same route 

that Irvin had taken the previous evening. Loaded 

with heavy packs containing first aid equipment, 

radio gear, ropes, hardware, and a Stokes stretcher, 

going was slow up the steep, unimproved trail. It 

was decided shortly that a fast, lightly equipped 

party of six should proceed to the accident site with 

all haste possible, and Englebright took off on the 

double with Mathews, Mackey, Carpenter, Carlson 

and Randall. 

The Navy unit established a ground-to-air and 

ground-to-ground communications base in a nearby 

area which could also be turned into a heliport, and 

while some of the men worked at this detail, others  

were manning the MRC-97 communications vehicle. 

In the meantime Crooks was recruiting another 

party to carry in the second stretcher. Four Univer-

sity of Washington students in the area for a day of 

climbing volunteered their services. With Siegfried 

of the Skagit unit, the four men, Charles Sleicher, 

Roger Stein, Randolph Hennes, and Martin Sitte, took 

off for the rescue scene via Cascade Pass and 

Sahale Arm. 

As ground teams moved along swiftly, the weather 

commenced to deteriorate rapidly; heavy, moist fog 

rolled up the canyons and drifted ghost-like through 

the timber. Uppermost in each person's thoughts was 

the fact that evacuation by helicopter would be im-

possible if the fog did not dissipate. Suddenly from 

far overhead came the familiar whirr of a helicopter 

engine, faintly heard through the lowering fog, the 

sound gradually receding. Lt. Greenway wrote suc-

cinctly in his subsequent report: “The next morning 

a UH2B was dispatched to the scene, but inclement 

weather precluded a successful mission." 

Approaching timberline, the ground party witnessed 

a scene familiar to climbers in the North Cascades. 

The gray fog dispersed into patches of fluffy, white 

froth; patches of brilliant blue sky appeared overhead 

and sunlight commenced to filter through wisps of 

clouds; the heavily-timbered, deeply cut Cascade 

River canyon opened up below; Eldorado's massive 

base and Forbidden and Torment's rock walls slowly 

appeared out of the mists. Ahead was Boston Basin, 

shimmering with its white snowfields. In the cirque 

at the upper end of the glacier, fog was lifting from 
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the jagged ridge dominated by Sharkfin Tower. 

Greatly cheered by the sudden break in the weather 

at this elevation, approximately 5,000 feet, rescuers 

radioed to base camp, urging that the helicopter be 

contacted at once. Back came the dampening news 

that the helo had been forced to return to the Naval 

Air Station for refueling and that it would return at 

1 p.m. for another sweep over the area. 

The ground party continued to ascend, now follow-

ing along the moraine to reach the lower snowfields. 

Far ahead, tiny black dots on the glacier indicated 

that the swiftly moving advance team would soon 

reach the accident scene. 

Then, as so often happens in the Cascades, great 

billows of fog came rolling up the canyons again, 

spilling over mountain saddles, hiding the peaks, ob-

scuring sun and sky in a white, thick silence. The 

rescuers plodded on, each busy with his own 

thoughts, and then from the moraine ridge came a 

brief, "Hello, there," and one of the Sierra climbers 

clambered down the rocks, with the helpful news that 

one of the injured climbers had been able to walk 

out to base camp. 

Badly shaken up by his fall down the snow slope, 

French at first thought he had suffered a broken 

pelvis, the Sierra Club climber explained. However, 

presently able to move about, although with great 

effort and in considerable pain, it was decided that 

French's injuries were severe but not critical. He 

had been able to help erect a shelter for Mrs. Steven-

son and at approximately 8 p.m. started the slow and 

painful journey to base camp with Omori, Oetzel, 

McGibbon, and Timmons, leaving Brown to wait out 

the long night with Dr. Stevenson and his injured 

wife. 

French was now preparing to leave the base camp 

on the moraine and make his way down the trail to 

the road. Before departing, he was given a thorough 

check by Navy Chief Petty Officer Wallace, pharma-

cist, who had accompanied the rescuers to this 

point. French was later taken by Forest Service per-

sonnel to the doctor in the small town of Concrete, 

downriver from Marblemount, and was thereafter 
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admitted to Sedro Woolley Memorial Hospital for 

observation and an overnight stay. 

Englebright and his advance party arrived at the 

ledge cliffs at noon, four hours after departing from 

base camp at the road end. Carpenter and Carlson 

remained on the glacier at the foot of the 200-foot 

rock cliff to scout a route for lowering the stretcher 

in event it became necessary. Englebright, Mackey, 

Randall and Mathews hastily ascended the steep 

snow couloir and traversed the extremely hazardous 

snow slope to the spot where Mrs. Stevenson lay 

quietly in an improvised shelter. "We were tremen-

dously impressed," the rescuers said later, "with 

Mrs. Stevenson's calmness and courageous attitude." 

Even though seriously injured, she had never lost 

consciousness, and her plucky attitude never de-

serted her. 

The rescuers conferred briefly with Dr. Stevenson 

and several of his climbing friends who had returned 

to the ledge earlier in the morning. Mackey, an ex-

pert first aider, made an extensive check of the 

injured woman's condition and confirmed previous 

opinion that she had a serious neck injury. 

Within the hour, the second ground party arrived 

and communications were established by LCdr. Cates 

and Capt. Gardener with Crooks at base camp and 

with the Navy unit which would have direct contact 

with the helicopter. At the cliff edge, Carpenter, 

Carlson and Mathews were preparing a carabiner 

brake system in event it became necessary to lower 

the stretcher and stretcher carriers over the cliff. 

Jerry and John Wynne, assisted by helpful Sierra 

climbers, straightened out the ropes at the foot of 

the cliff and stood by for further orders. 

With utmost care, the Stokes litter was placed 

under Mrs. Stevenson, and she was gently, but se-

curely, lashed into the stretcher. Then came the 

touchy problem of belaying the stretcher for a dis-

tance of approximately 150 feet down the rocks, from 

the point where she had fallen to a ledge jutting out 

from the cliffs. Moving the stretcher was mandatory 

because it could readily be seen that the helicopter 

would not be able to operate where Mrs. Stevenson 



originally lay due to the angle of the rock slope 

which would cause the rotor blades to strike against 

the rocks. 

After the carefully belayed move, quarter-inch 

Goldline sling ropes were tied from the four corners 

of the stretcher to a center point, where two cara-

biners were used to fasten the ropes together. This 

provided a means for the helicopter cable hook to 

fasten onto the stretcher. The arrangement was 

tested carefully by lifting the stretcher slightly with 

ice axes at the center point to insure that the cara-

biners were secure and that weight was evenly dis-

tributed. 

"This was a critical point," the rescuers explained 

later. "It was an absolute must that the stretcher 

remain level under stress that we knew would be 

generated by the helicopter cable during the pick-up. 

We had to make sure that the stretcher would not 

roll from side to side, or tip from top to bottom, or 

vice versa, because of the nature of Mrs. Stevenson's 

injuries." 

As the rescue team worked quickly and competently, 

the sun and fog seemed to be waging a duel for 

supremacy of the skies. One moment the sky would 

lighten with patches of brilliant blue and shafts of 

sunlight; the next moment, cold, gray fog would 

sweep over the scene in a virtual white-out. Anxious 

rescuers glanced at watches as the hour of 1 p.m. 

to next page, please 

Above: a tense moment as 

rescue personnel 

snap helicopter cable hook into 

carabiners attached to stretcher at 

base of Shark fin Tower. 

Glacier is 200 feet below this 

point. 

Jet Helicopter, 

"Sea Sprite," moving off ledge 

with stretcher swinging 

from cable hook. 

Photos by Capt. G.V. Gardener, USMC 



arrived and departed. At approximately 1:40 p.m. the 

faint sound of the helicopter could be heard high 

above the clouds, ascending the valley, turning into 

the canyon, then over the basin, up the glacier, still 

very high and still obscured by fog. 

Then unfolded a high mountain drama that every 

observer will long remember. As the fog shifted and 

swirled restlessly, the helicopter could be seen 

overhead in faint outline. Then, as quickly as it 

arrived, it turned in a great arc and drifted off down 

the canyon. Fighting fog in the canyon and the thick 

clouds on the mountain peaks, the determined pilot 

made several sweeps across the area. He then 

radioed to the Navy communications base that he 

must have flares because he and his crew, LCdr. A.O. 

Hanson, co-pilot, and G. M. Weiser„kDJ-1, crewman, 

were unable to locate the accident site. In a matter 

of moments the word was passed by radio and bril-

liant orange flares were set off in three locations: at 

midpoint on the glacier, at the foot of the cliffs, and 

at the stretcher location. Lt. Greenway then directed 

the helicopter along the flare line, slowly drifted 

across the ledge, hesitated a brief second and again 

bore off to its right in a semi-circular sweep. 

Rescuers at the accident site and on the glacier 

floor waited tensely, attempting to anticipate the 

helo's every move. On the moraine, far below, the 

Stevenson's climbing companions and Forest Service 

personnel waited in anxious silence. 

Now the great jet helicopter dropped slowly toward 

the upper end of the moraine and a figure could be 

seen lowering to the rocks. (This turned out to be 

Irvin who had volunteered to assist the helicopter 

crew in locating the accident area). 

Again, the huge machine ascended toward the ledge, 

again brief hesitation, again a semi-circular return 

to the moraine where this time a pack of heavy gear 

was dropped. And again the helicopter gradually 

lifted toward the ledge where the accident victim 

lay. And once more, the helicopter drifted back to 

the moraine where watches could observe that the 

pilot had jettisoned a thousand pounds of fuel. With 

admirable restraint, Lt. Greenway later wrote in his 
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official report: 

"About 25 miles out we gained contact with the 

ground party who had started for the area on the 

night of the 7th. Upon arriving at the scene we asked 

the ground party to have the on-scene people re-

lease some day flares. This enabled us to spot the 

middle party of the base camp people at 7,000 feet. 

The injured climber was still in the clouds at the 

8,300-foot level. Shortly thereafter the clouds lifted 

enough for us to see the upper party. They were 

perched on a small ledge cropping out from a nearby 

sheer cliff. Upon checking the area, it was decided 

that it was impossible to land or hover at that posi-

tion, but we let out the ranger on a rock drift at 

7,000 feet and we dumped about a thousand pounds 

of fuel from the aft tank and made a pass. The first 

pass was unsuccessful as the helo sagged off nearly 

into the rocks. Rotor RPM and control became margi-

nal. The next attempt was from 60 feet above the 

rock point with the cable extended." 

At this point, the helo was moving slowly, fighting 

the drifting fog. Then slowly, slowly the machine 

moved into an advantageous position as Crewman 

Weiser released the cable and hook which dragged 

and bounced across the rocks to where Mrs. Steven-

son lay. 

Suddenly, the drifting fog gave way to sunshine, and 

this writer, seated on a rocky ledge about 200 feet 

away, could see a flash of movement at the stretcher. 

And then in a split second the huge jet was off and 

away, the swinging, spinning stretcher a small, dan-

gling object at the end of the cable, 35 feet below 

the helicopter, and a thousand feet above the glacier. 

Quickly the cable was winched up and the stretcher 

disappeared from view. 

There was no enthusiastic back-slapping among 

the rescuers, no jubilant exclamations of success as 

the helicopter disappeared down the canyon. The 

immense responsibility of performing a humanitarian 

act under such critical conditions, the tense seconds 

of hooking the stretcher to the moving helicopter had 

sobered each person to reflective silence. Dr. Stev-

enson turned to his wife's rescuers and said, "I 



wish I knew how to thank you." And no one doubted 

the intensity of his emotions. Then quietly the men 

gathered up their gear and started the long trek to 

base camp. 

Englebright later described the split second action: 

"We knew that the helicopter could not hover at that 

elevation, and we realized that we had to snap the 

stretcher into the hook while the helo was moving. 

This would require split second timing. The stretcher 

ropes were being held in position by six of us and 

Dr. Stevenson stood at the head of the stretcher, ex-

plaining to his wife what was going to happen. When 

the hook came over, Omori and I grabbed it and 

snapped it into the carabiners." 

In further discussion of this tense moment on the 

ledge, Lt. Greenway said that at the time the hook 

was snapped into the carabiners, he had exactly one 

second to move away because he was losing altitude 

so rapidly. In his official report to the Navy, he 

wrote: ,"As we sagged downward, again RPM and 

control deteriorating, the ground party snapped the 

litter to the cable. There remained enough power for 

a small lurch upward which swung the stretcher up 

and over the cliff. Weiser continued hoisting and 

swung the stretcher aboard while the aircraft re-

gained RPM and control descending into the valley." 

In less restrained language, Lt. Greenway had 

radioed to the Navy communications base camp: 

"Got her' Sure scared ---- out of me'" 

The helicopter arrived 35 minutes later in Mount 

Vernon, and the injured climber was transported to 

Skagit Valley Hospital. Here she was examined by 

Dr. Fred T. Darvill, Jr., also a climber and member 

of the Skagit Mountain Rescue Unit, and her injuries 

were described, in layman's language, as a fracture 

of the vertebrae at the base of her skull and multiple 

abrasions. 

Mrs. Stevenson remained in the Mount Vernon 

hospital for four weeks. Here the long, uncomfortable 

hours away from family and friends were made more 

endurable by the daily visits of members of the 

Skagit Mountain Rescue Unit, the Skagit Alpine 

Club, the Everett Mountaineers, and others who be- 

came acquainted with the courageous young woman. 

Of her rescuers, Mrs. Stevenson had the greatest 

praise, and repeatedly remarked that she had had 

the greatest faith in them from the moment of their 

arrival on the rocky ledge, high in the North Cas-

cades. 

By September 6 Mrs. Stevenson had improved to 

such an extent that it was feasible for her to leave 

Mount Vernon, and she was flown to Palo Alto-

Stanford Hospital where she was to remain until the 

cast could be removed from her upper body and 

neck, probably two months. 

Rescue units, civilian and Navy, received warm 

praise and expressions of appreciation from the 

family and friends of Dr. and Mrs. Stevenson and 

from the Sierra Club. The Secretary of the Navy 

commended Captain L. R. Jensen, Commanding Offi-

cer of the Naval Air Station, Whidbey Island, for its 

outstanding cooperation and humanitarianism. Cap-

tain Jensen, in turn, issued letters of commendation 

for outstanding performance to the Navy personnel 

who participated in the rescue mission. 

The helicopter also came in for its share of atten-

tion. In describing its performance, Lt. Greenway 

explained that the aircraft had operated far beyond 

normal requirements or expectations in the non-hover, 

non-landing pick-up of the injured climber. Said Lt. 

Greenway, "Considering the weight of the air, the 

temperature of the air and the available wind, the 

mountain peak was well above the ceiling at which 

the helo could normally operate for a pick-up of this 

nature. We were operating under such extreme condi-

tions that the helo instruments indicated that we 

were not even airborne. The UH2B is outstanding in 

every respect," the Navy flier continued, "manufac-

tured by the Kaman Aircraft Corporation of Connecti-

cut at a cost of $1,350,000. It is a jet turbine driven, 

six place (passenger), high speed, all weather helo 

with a surface ceiling of 15,000 feet in forward 

flight." 

The Navy proudly calls the aircraft "Sea Sprite." 

To rescuers and the rescued it could be named no 

less warmly and aptly "Mountain Miracle." 
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Mt. Athabaska (left) in the area of the Columbia Ice field in the Canadian Rockies. An auto road provides excellent 
access to this beautiful area. Tree growth marks limit of farthest advance of the Athabaska Tongue (just barely seen) 
of the Columbia Icefield in the last century. 

IINTCOM1=tA.R.AJBLIM 

A moose in the Canadian Rockies. They are often seen 

in water of shallow depth, foraging for food. This photo 
A ten-point buck on the outskirts of Jasper township. taken thirty feet from B-J Highway. 



A Roosevelt elk, one hundred feet off the Banff-Jasper Highway. 

Mt. Lefroy at the head of Lake Louise. 

Yosemite Valley has been called the incomparable 

valley, and rightly so. By the same token, the Banff- 

By Ed Cooper Jasper Highway (or the B-J Highway, as it is famili- 

arly known to local residents) may be called the 

incomparable highway. 

I know of no other highway in North America that 

commands one's constant attention over such a 

length—about 150 miles. Starting at Banff with Mt. 

Rundle, and ending at Jasper with Mt. Edith Cavell, 

there is at almost every point along the highway 

some feature of deserving attention. While the entire 

length may be enjoyed without even opening the car 

door, only short hikes on the hundreds of miles of 

trails starting from the road will reveal unsuspected 

glaciers and lakes. From the road, in one day, I have 

seen bear, moose, deer, Roosevelt elk, marmots, por-

cupine, and mountain goat. 

One of the greatest attractions, the Columbia ice-

fields, will see skiers even in August. Snowmobile 

tours up the Athabaska Tongue of the icefields are 

available to tourists. But enough talk; the pictures 

do a far better job. 
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The unclimbed face 

of the North Twin, 3,500 feet from base to Photos by Ed Cooper 

summit. Columbia Ice field 

at the left. 
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Mount Alberta. This is one of the peaks that require a half-day hike before it is possib' 

see it. Columbia Ice field is ten miles to the south 

Looking at "Little Alberta" Peak. 
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Photo by Robert Moseley 

The sheer cliffs of Whiteside Mountain as seen from the Whiteside Cove Road. A composite photograph. 

Challenjinj Climbs in North Carolina 
By Robert Moseley 

In the mountains of western North Carolina, the 

1,200-foot sheer wall of Whiteside Mountain is wait-

ing to challenge rock climbers. No one has ever 

climbed this cliff, which is the highest in the eastern 

United States. 

However, there are other cliffs in the state on 

which a small, but growing, number of people have  

been making ascents that are as challenging as 

those to be found at the Shawangunks, Seneca Rocks, 

and other popular eastern climbing spots. 

Hanging Rock 

In the Sauratown Mountains, a small densely wood- 

ed range that rises imposingly above the Piedmont 
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Plateau, a number of stimulating routes have been 

established on well-weathered quartzite cliffs locat-

ed within Hanging Rock State Park and on nearby 

Pilot Mountain. Hanging Rock State Park is located 

about 25 miles north of Winston-Salem on Highway 

89. At the public campground within the park, foot 

trails lead to the Hanging Rock Cliff and to [Moores 

Wall, which lies just outside the park on private 

property. 

Hanging Rock Cliff is 150 feet high and 600 feet 

long. Its uneven sides present a wide variety of 

interior and exterior climbing problems, and its im-

pressive overhang, for which the park is named, is 

ideal for prusik practice and free rappels. With a 

dozen routes available for short climbs or practice 

climbing with a rope from above, Hanging Rock 

Cliff has become popular with local climbers, most 

of whom are members of two recently formed climbing 

clubs at Duke University and the University of North 

Carolina at Chapel Hill. 

Moores Wall 

More ambitious climbing can be found on the cliffs 

that are collectively called Moores Wall. Reached by 

a firetrail from the campground or by dirt road that 

passes near the Wall, these cliffs extend for more 

than half a mile and are from 100 to 300 feet high. 

Climbers attempting to make first ascents of any of 

Robert Moseley on a 

steep friction pitch beneath the 

sheer unclimbecl 1,200 foot wall of 

Whiteside Mountain. 

Photo by Julia Moseley 



the dozens of possible routes on these cliffs will 

encounter open face climbing on plentiful holds as 

well as chimneys, laybacks, jamcracks, overhangs, 

inverted corners, etc. However, good piton cracks 

are sometimes hard to find. Rockfall danger is small. 

In 1960 Charles Adams and I established two routes 

on Moores Wall that consisted of 4th and 5th class 

pitches (NCCS) and required up to six leads of sixty 

feet or more. Three years later, Minor Davis and I 

climbed the highest and most prominent section of 

the Wall—a jutting pillar of rock 300 feet high which 

we dubbed the Sentinel. Our route consisted of a 

60-foot inverted corner that ended in an overhang, 

which we by-passed by a traverse on tiny footholds, 

two 60-foot chutes, and a steep 150-foot pitch, which 

we climbed with confidence on big footholds. All 

pitches were 4th class, except the 5th class detour 

around the overhang. The high angle of the pitches, 

plus the continuous exposure, made the Sentinel a 

delightful climb. 

Pilot Mountain 

Pilot Mountain (2,413 feet) is reached by a toll 

road from Highway 52, 25 miles north of Winston-

Salem. From a parking lot atop the mountain, a trail 

leads to and around a quartzite knob 180 feet high 

and 300 yards in circumference. A stairway leads to 

to next page, please 

Minor Davis on a 

challenging pitch on Hanging Rock Cliff. 

Photo by Robert Moseley 
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North Carolina Climbing Areas — continued 

the top of the knob, which is wooded, but the sides 

are sheer and offer every type of climbing problem, 

from thin faces to deep chimneys and overhangs. 

Piton cracks are abundant, and there is little danger 

of rockfall. 

More than a dozen routes have been established on 

the knob. Some are single pitches such as the Druid, 

a very difficult 120-foot inverted corner, first as-

cended by Minor Davis; other routes take several 

rope lengths to zigzag up the rock and may involve 

deep chimneys and jam cracks, as well as friction 

pitches and traverses on narrow footholds. There 

are many difficult pitches waiting to be conquered; 

some of them will require extensive direct aid. Al-

though Pilot is privately owned, the owners welcome 

climbers. Camping is permitted on top, but no water 

is available. The toll road is open year-round. 

Grandfather Mountain 

In the Blue Ridge Mountains, just off the Blue 

Ridge Parkway near Linville, lies the 7-mile-long 

cliff-hung ridge of Grandfather Mountain (5,864 feet) 

whose quartzite rock is estimated to be over 800 

million years old. Its owner has not overdeveloped 

the mountain for tourists. There is a toll road, open 

April 1 to November 10, that climbs 3 miles past a 

campground to a parking lot and restaurant at about 

5,000 feet. The rest of the mountain is left untouched 

except for a trail which winds along a barren, wind-

swept ridge. Here are located numerous quartzite 

cliffs as high as 300 feet which offer mostly 4th and 

5th class pitches. The rock is rough, deeply indented 

and firm. Permission to camp anywhere on the moun-

tain can be obtained. 

Whiteside Mountain 

In 1963, accompanied by Charles Adams and my 

wife, Julia, I explored Whiteside Mountain (4,931 

feet) for a possible route up its main cliff. Located 

4 miles west of Highlands on Highway 64, Whiteside 

can be reached by a toll road to the top, or by bush- 
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whacking up to its base from the Whiteside Cove 

Road. We found the latter to be the best approach. 

Leaving our car at a farmhouse, we forged our way 

through dense woods and an incredible tangle of 

undergrowth to the base of the cliff. We found it to 

be steep and granitic, overhanging in many places, 

and lacking any major fault systems. A rope's length 

clamber up a steep friction pitch warned us that 

Whiteside is a climb of Yosemite standards. When 

will someone accept its challenge? 

Stone Mountain 

Nestled deep in the foothills of the Blue Ridge 

Mountains is the 800-foot high dome of Stone Moun-

tain (3,879 feet). It is reached from the village of 

Traphill, 17 miles northwest of Elkin, near Highway 

21. Its chief attractions are steep friction pitches 

and several crack systems. In 1962, Charles Adams 

and I attempted to climb the most extensive crack, a 

right-facing open book that slices vertically down 

the 60-degree western slope of the mountain. Using 

friction and a jam crack, we worked our way 150 feet 

to a tree-covered ledge, and after a 100-foot traverse, 

reached the crack. Using layback technique and be-

laying each other from little pine saplings that grew 

in the crack at intervals, we were able to climb 

about 200 feet up the crack. It eventually narrowed 

to fingertip width, and feeling that we had approached 

the limits of free-climbing, we retreated. The crack 

will be a fine route, however, for someone skilled 

in the use of direct aid. Camping is permitted on 

Stone Mountain or on the farm which adjoins it. 

There are other places to climb in North Carolina 

that seem to hold as much promise for the rock 

climber as those already discussed, but their rela-

tive inaccessability and the necessity of consider-

able bushwhacking makes them less attractive. These 

places are Table Mountain, a gigantic rock monolith 

adjoining the Linville Gorge Wild Area, Shordoff 

Cliff, which guards the entrance to Linville Gorge, 

and Looking Glass Mountain near Brevard. North 

Carolina will continue to offer virgin rock for climb-

ing for a long time to come. 



Ice .Axe g Belay 
By Jack Hughes 

Park Ranger, Yellowtone National Park 

When belaying a loaded stretcher down a steep 

snow slope the standard boot and axe belay is poor 

because the rope running around the boot, with all 

that weight, burns in too much. Turns on the shaft 

of the axe are better, but repeated use burns into 

the shaft. Using a carabiner clipped into a carabiner 

hole allows this wear and strain to be taken by the 

carabiner and the rope. Another advantage is that 

the foot can be placed on the head of the axe to 

keep it from pulling out of the snow. The rope then 

goes from the carabiner (with a full wrap on steeper 

slopes) to the standing belayer, who lowers with a 

standing hip belay —one foot braced over the head 

of the axe. 

Many climbers have axes without carabiner holes. 

Many rescue groups are equipped with such axes 

—the G.I. surplus being common. A short sling can 

be used around the shaft with a carabiner clipped 

into it. Disadvantages of this are the bother of 

rigging the sling for each belay, the possibility of 

cutting it with crampons, and the fact that the 

sling twists with the carabiner and can tangle with 

a wrapped rope. This last disadvantage can be elim-

inated by using a brake bar in place of a wrapped 

rope on a carabiner. 

After using the above system at a rescue training 

session at Grand Teton in 1963 I tried to find a  

better system than the sling. What I found to work 

was an aluminum descending ring placed around 

the shaft above the glide ring of my G.I. ice axe. 

By removing the glide ring and placing it above, 

this ring becomes a permanent part of the axe, float-

ing up and down with the glide ring. Being light 

aluminum it is no bother there. A large carabiner 

can be clipped into this ring and belay as with a 

carabiner hole. The carabiner does not twist a full 

turn so fouling is limited. This allows a wrap on a 

carabiner for more friction. 

Four descending rings were tested at 2800 to 3800 

pounds, which is as strong as many carabiners, and 

probably stronger than the belay. The cost is small, 

and will probably work on most axes. I have only 

tried it with the above lowering belay, but it should 

work with the other carabiner hole belays, too. A 

possible advantage might be in a situation where 

the axe could not be driven clear to the top. The 

ring would then be placed at the level of the ice 

and the pull would not exert the leverage that 

would come from a carabiner hole above. 

I was able to try this out in June, 1964, at Grand 

Teton National Park while attending a rescue train-

ing session and it seemed to work fine. I thought 

this might be of interest to climbers and groups who 

are equipped with "old fashioned" ice axes. 
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Winte 

The majority of the thousands of tourists who visit 
Jackson Hole, Wyoming, every year probably give 
no thought to the conditions of this magnificent 
range when winter snows have engulfed it in a 
resplendent white world. And, in fact, how many of 
the summer climbers project the tremendous relief of 
the Tetons to a wintery scene of snow, ice, and 
wind? Few probably, and most of those, because of 
geographic inaccessibility of the range, dismiss 
further thoughts of winter mountaineering in the 
Tetons. 

But the winter conditions of mountains probably 
occupy more of the thoughts of Heinie Noldon of 
Dillon, Montana, than do their summer conditions. He 
seems to thrive on cold winter airs and thoughts of 
peaks unclimbed in winter months. It was not sur-
prising, then, to learn in October of 1962 that he 
was planning an attempt on the Exum Ridge of the 
Grand Teton (13,766 feet) for the 1962-63 winter 
season. His letter to me told of the only other climbs 
of the Grand in the winter: the 1935 and 1949 ascents 
of three-man parties, both led by the intrepid Teton 
pioneer, Paul Petzoltd. Both climbs have been by 
the Owen-Spaulding route, and Heinie's goal was the 
first ascent of the Exum Ridge. Our previous winter 
climbing experience on Oregon's North Sister had 
taught me not to take his proposals lightly, and the 
idea appealed to me. After little deliberation, I de-
cided to accept the challenge and started equipping 
myself for the climb. 

The Park Service requires that winter climbing 
parties comply with these regulations: (1) Climbing 
parties must consist of at least six qualified climb-
ers who have all climbed the peak in the summer, 
(2) Six more qualified climbers in Jackson must be 
signed for support, and (3) The Head Ranger must 
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inspect all equipment before departure into the 
range. It is also required that the intentions of the 
party, along with its members' qualifications and 
experience in the Tetons be submitted to the Head 

Ranger in writing, for his approval, prior to the 
attempt. 

When Heinie and I arrived in Jackson on December 
28, 1962, we were short one of the required six 
climbers, but we soon learned that our group consist-
ing of Heinie, Earl Lory and John Mugaas (both of 
Dillon), Rod Newcomb (of Jackson), and me would 

be completed by Jim Grieg (of Boulder, Colorado), a 
climbing ranger for the Park Service in the Tetons 
during the summers. With Rod's experience as a 
summer guide, we felt confident as our entire group 
assembled for the first time in Jackson. Our thanks 
go out to our support group, headed by Fred Wright, 
Pete Lev, and Herb Swedlund, and to Dr. Walker of 
Jackson for his medical advice. 

In order to avoid any after effects of New Year's 
Eve celebrations, Heinie got our group under way on 
the morning of December 31, after the Park Head 
Ranger was satisfied with our preparations. We left 
the half-razed remains of the Jenny Lake Store at 9 
a.m. with Jim and Rod on skis and the remainder of 
us on snowshoes. 

Since the snow was not deep and the trail was 
quite visible, we were able to make good time and 
reached Garnet Canyon around 2 p.m., with the tern-
perature a comfortable winter 22 degrees above zero. 
During the day we had crossed many elk and moose 
tracks and many little series of symmetrical patterns 
left in the smooth surface of the snow by snowshoe 
rabbits. By 4 p.m. we had reached the Meadows, and 
with darkness setting in, we made futile attempts to 
compact the snow as a base for our two Gerry Alaska 



Ascent of the Gran aton 
By Robert L. Napier 

tents. Our efforts in the new snow proved as ineffec-

tive as trying to compact a bin of goose down with a 

pair of snowshoes. So, resigned to the fact, we 

pitched the tents on their unstable base, guying them 

to skis, ski poles, and ice axes, all deeply embedded 

in the loose snow. 

We spent our somewhat isolated New Year's Eve 

by celebrating with one drink apiece from John 

Mugaas' bottle of 80 Proof Terpene Hydrate and 

Codeine Cough Syrup; John had to do without during 

the rest of the climb. 

The night was not cold. The next morning we set 

out under overcast skies for the Lower Saddle (11,600 

feet), which we reached amid very strong winds at 4 

p.m. The snow was so sparse at the Saddle that we 

had to pitch our tents on pmoothed out gravel patch-

es. We anchored them to a myriad of middle-sized 

rocks, as we sought to withstand 80 to 90 mph wind 

gusts. 

During our second night on the mountain we re-

ceived our first snowstorm. It was a thin, wind-blown 

coating that caused us to re-evaluate our plans. It 

became evident upon viewing the Exum Ridge the 

next morning, that any attempt on it could be made 

by only two or three climbers; its completely frosted-

over condition would not allow six men enough time 

for an attempt. We considered the possibility of 

separate three-man teams trying the Exum and the 

Owen-Spaulding route simultaneously. But after some 

discussion we decided that it would be best not to 

separate, so all six would attempt the Owen-Spauld-

ing route. 

The morning of January 2, 1963, we left our tents 

at 7:30 a.m. after some hot cereal, Ovaltine, tea, and 

coffee. In pre-dawn semi-darkness we started up the 

talus slopes of the Lower Saddle, devoid of snow 

Jim Grieg puts a loop of nylon 

webbing around a rock projection on the 

ice and frost covered "Cat Walk 

of the Owen-Spaulding route 

on the Grand Teton. 

because of the high winds which howl through this 

lowest separation between the Grand and Middle 

Tetons. To our west, in Idaho, we could see cold 

winter morning farmhouse lights glow on, somewhat 

slowly. The temperature was 4 degrees below zero. 

Sluggish at first, our bodies soon began to function 

less effortlessly —more mechanically —and in re-

markably good time we reached the Upper Saddle 

(13,200 feet) at 9 a.m. Roped climbing, in summer as 

well as winter, begins at this point. We decided to 

move as three ropes of two: Jim Grieg and me, Heinie 
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Noldon and John Mugaas, and Rod Newcomb and Earl 

Lory on the third rope. 

Jim led out around the "Belly-Roll," along the 

`Trawl," and set up our first belay just beneath the 

chockstones leading to the steep chimney above. I 

soon joined him, with Heinie right on my heels in 

lead of the second rope, and set up the belay for the 

frosty chockstone pitch which forced Jim to stand in 

slings and take a bit of tension. This lead of 80-100 

feet took 45 minutes, required 3 pitons, some excel-

lent free climbing technique on glare ice, and a 

certain amount of patience from his chilled belayer. 

We found the upper half of this lead very difficult 

because snow filled the bottom of the chimney and 

frost coated its vertical sides. 

The route above here leads out onto the slabs of 

the 'Tat Walk," which in its icy, frosty condition 

was just that—a cat walk. About 40 feet above the 

belay point Jim was able to loop a sling over a pro-

jection of rock, snap into it, and provide himself and 

his belayer a certain amount of reassuring protection. 

The three or four remaining pitches were very 

windy, but not difficult, and by 2 p.m. we were 

standing on the summit among the three climbing 

ropes, twined as they were about the rocks. The 

summit was very familiar to Jim and Rod, and they 

had no difficulty digging the summit register out 

from under the two feet of snow on the leeward side 

of the rock to which it is fastened. Heinie signed the 

register for us all, while Rod checked his thermom-

eter. We were surprised to find the temperature a 

warm 19 degrees above zero, with the wind between 

30 and 50 mph. After Heinie took two photographs we 

started down, glad to have reached the summit, but 

equally glad to be starting the descent, with only 

two and a half hours of daylight left. 

The first 200 feet of the descent proved easier than 

the ascent, due to the increased amount of friction 

between boots and rocks as one descends, but at 

this point we set up the first of three rappels, only 

the last of which is used in summer descents. This 

last one (discovered a number of years ago by Dick 

Pownall) is the famous 120-foot free rappel which 

26  

takes one down to the Upper Saddle. The wind here 

seems always to seriously hinder any attempt to 

allow gravity to do its normal job of pulling the 

ropes over the overhang and down to the rocks below 

in any semblance of order. On the ledge above the 

overhang the wind was very fierce, but Rod did an 

excellent job of getting both ropes over, and we all 

rappelled without incident. Below here, it was pretty 

easy going in the deep snow of the couloir, and only 

one small pitch. just below the Belly Roll Almost, 

gave us any difficulty. We belayed across it and 

continued down rapidly. 

We were encouraged when we reached the final 

talus slopes leading to our collapsed tents, which 

had been rock-weighted against the day's strong 

winds. But a deadening weariness overcame us as we 

stumbled over rock after rock toward camp. It was 

getting dark as we set about repitching the tents in 

a howling wind. It was almost impossible to hold the 

center pole of the tent upright as the initial guy 

lines were stretched tight and secured to ice axes 

held firm by rock cairns. 

As soon as the main guy lines were secured I began 

to start the stoves to melt water, but in my haste in 

the dark tent I over-primed one of the stoves. Unseen 

by me, gas flowed down over the army plywood pack 

frame, which served as a base for the stoves, and 

then onto the floor of the tent. Panic ensued shortly 

as I lit a match and flames shot everywhere, singeing 

my brows and burning a couple of small holes in my 

coat. I yelled as loud as I could for snow to extin-

guish the flames, hoping to be heard over the howling 

winds outside. In my haste, I overlooked two pots of 

snow sitting beside the stoves waiting to be melted. 

Soon (it seemed like hours) giant handfuls of snow 

came flying through the tent door, and the blaze, an 

ever present danger in high altitude tent living, was 

extinguished. Upon surveying the damage we found 

that much lacing on the pack boards had been burned 

through. This was no real problem though, since we 

had seemingly endless supply of parachute cord. The 

tent appeared undamaged, and the holes in my parka 

were small so, much more carefully, I again primed 



the stove and succeeded in drawing a flame and 

began to melt snow. 

Our dinner hours that evening were pleasant as the 

never ending parade of foods passed over our stoves 

for warming on the way to our dehydrated bodies: 

soups, tea, coffee, Ovaltine, more soup, a noodle 

casserole, more tea, coffee, and Ovaltine; our thirst 

finally began to subside. The night was pleasant 

despite the very strong winds, ever present during 

the time we spent at the Lower Saddle. I think we 

all slept well that night and around 6:30 a.m. hungry 

shouts from the other tent aroused Earl and me, and 

we set about preparing breakfast which, like the 

meal the preceding evening, consisted mainly of 

liquids. We had no great urge to carry any extra 

weight down off the mountain, so all manner of things 

(M & M Chewies, Jello, soup, tea, coffee) got dumped 

into the pots of water as they heated over the stoves. 

Although I can't recommend this concoction, we glad-

ly downed any and all liquids. 

By ten o'clock, our thousand and one items were 

stuffed into packs, the tents were down, rolled, and 

packed, and we quit the windy saddle. We traversed 

south to the long couloir below the saddle, and half-

way down we all began a great glissade into the 

sheltered, sun-warmed basin below. At first the going 

was easy across the fairly flat basin with snowshoes, 

and the skiers made long, lazy traverses, but as the 

slopes steepened above the Meadows, spills became 

very regular for all. Trying to right oneself after a 

spill in three feet of loose powder snow with a fifty-

pound pack is something you have to experience to 

appreciate. But progress was steady and we soon 

found ourselves peeling off our clothes at the Plat-

forms. The temperature had warmed considerably, and 

we stripped to shirts or light wind parkas. John 

Mugaas decided to remove his warm pants and travel 

out in his long underwear. But this proved mildly 

disastrous to him as his pants and wallet fell off his 

pack somewhere on the way out. Fortunately, they 

were found the following summer by a girl who 

thoughtfully turned them in to the Ranger “Shack." 

John was undaunted by his immodest appearance, and 

The day after reaching the summit. (I. to r.) Rod 
Newcomb, Earl Lory, John Mugaas, Jim 

Grieg, and Bob NaNer at the Lower Saddle (11,600 
ft.). Above, (A) the Upper Saddle (13,200 ft.). 

(B) the summit of the Grand Teton (13,766 ft.) 
slightly obscured in the mists, and 

(C) the Exum Ridge. 

as we entered Jackson later in the day, he strode 

down the streets and into the Wort Hotel with the 

rest of us, for a delayed New Year's Eve celebration, 

sans pants. 

Since ours was only the fourth successful winter 

ascent, this great range of mountains has barely been 

touched in the winter. Most of the summits have not 

been reached in winter, and the possibility of first 

ascents should be intriguing to the experienced 

mountaineer. All of us are hoping to meet together 

again and go back up into the high world of the 

beautiful Tetons. 
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OUARLES MUMM Y 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- 

' stitched. 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 
height. Send check or money order to: 

QUARLES, GOFF, INTERNATIONAL 
2401 Fontaine Ave., Charlottesville, Va. 

If 

CUSTOM CLIMBING BOOTS 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 

$34.50, plus postage 

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

TRAILBLAZER BACKPACKER 

2-man pup tent 

revised design 

3 pounds 8 ounces 

sewn-in groundcloth 

zippered front 

zippered mosquito netting 

lightweight egyptian cotton 

aluminum poles and stakes 

$44.75 postpaid U.S.A. 

backpack,. mountain, and camp equipment 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated 

brochure, please write: 

A. I. KELTY MFG. CO. 
1807 VICTORY BOULEVARD 

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 
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announcing 

THE 

a new store for 

all hiking, climbing and 
camping needs. 

Located with the Swiss Ski Sports 

308 Columbus Avenue 
San Francisco, California 

Mrlirl'M IR-ES 

Amelia Tanks 

Dear Editor: 

Regarding the article "Exploring the 

Pinacate Region" by Niles and Louise 

Werner, I offer the following com-

ments: 

There are three permanent water 

holes in the Pinacates. The first is 

Papago Tanks which was described in 

the article. The second is Tule or 

Chivos Tanks which the authors could 

not find. The third is Amelia Tanks 



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 

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

Dawson's Book Shop 
550 S. Figueroa St., Los Angeles 17, 

California. Phone MAdison 6-6729 

I NI throe 
TRA..111MiISllStE 

Mountaineering and Knapsacking 
Equipment for Your Outing Enjoyment 

1615 University Avenue, Berkeley, California 
Catalog on Request 
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Chivos Tanks 

which was not mentioned in the arti-

cle. It is conceivable that a group of 

explorers, after spending a month in 

the area, could not find the Chivos 

Tanks. 

The article describes at some length 

the place called Hunter's Camp and 

the route up to the summit. The Amelia 

Tanks are less than a mile from this 

so-called Hunter's Camp, with many 

artifacts nearby. The man on the left 

of the photo showing the Tanks is 

Glenton Sykes, son of Godfrey Sykes, 

who was one of the original explorers 

of this area 57 years ago. Glenton, 

like his father, is a Pinacate 

aficionado and knows the area well. 

The other picture is of Chivos Tanks 

which are on the west side of the 

Peaks. 

Pete Cowgill 

Tucson, Arizona 

Dear Editor: 

Regarding the article on "Smith 

Rocks" in the September issue of 

Summit, John W. Barton should be 

credited as co-author. 

Nicholas A . Dodge 

Portland, Oregon 



Mountaineering Guide Service 

Box 658, Big Pine, California 93513 
Summer Climbing Camps on Palisade 
Glacier • Instruction on rock, snow 
and ice, individual or group • Guided 
climbs throughout the Sierra Nevada. 
Write Larry Williams for information. 

J 
Your Nights Are Fine 

in Your 

Royalight or Timberline 

Sleeping Bag 

With 

Channel Block Construction 

Catalog on Request 

HOLUBAR 
Boulder, Colorado 

HIGHLAND 0.44tteia, 
LIGHTWEIGHT CAMPING EQUIPMENT 

YOUR COMPLETE 

MOUNTAINEERING 

STORE 
Open Evenings —Closed Mondays 

3593 EIGHTH STREET 
(POST OFFICE BOX 121) 
RIVERSIDE, CALIFORNIA 

PHONE 683-7414 

"Lazy Backpacker Brand" 

I With a Gerry Kiddie Pack, I 
1 Baby goes everywhere... 

climbing, hiking, 
I strolling. Most comfort-

able carrier ever 
designed! Has adjustable 

I seat, diaper storage. 
Converts to car seat, 
high chair. Featherlight. 
$14.95 pp. at best baby 
shops or direct. 

Boulder, I 
CoLoj 

ADVENTU REts&  

WILDERNESS EXPEDITIONS 
For novice campers or experienced 

outdoorsmen. 

Carlsbad West Desert Canyons, Nov. 15 
Big Bend of the Rio Grande, Dec. 6 

Colorado Big Game Hunts, 'di Dec. 31 
Other scheduled and custom trips. 

Join us for the ADVENTURE! of a life-
time. Finest lightweight equipment and 
food. Small, congenial groups. Write for 
brochure. 

BIRD MOUNSEY, ADVENTURE! 
BASE CAMP, Box 1012E, 

Evergreen, Colorado 80439 

Dear Editor: 
A new means of removing pitons has 

been devised, called a "piton extrac-
tor." Briefly, it consists of a steel 
shank "geo" pick and approximately a 
14-inch piece of 1/8-inch steel cable 
with a loop at one end and a steel 
hook at the other. The loop is put over 
the handle and slipped up to the head 
of the hammer. To use this device, just 
clip the hook directly to the piton and 
pound outward. The effect is the same 
as if you were to pound the piton out 
from within the crack. The piece of 
cable can be purchased at most hard-
ware or surplus stores. 

William 0. Zeiger, Jr. 
Portland, Oregon 

Dear Editor: 
I took advantage of a moderately 

heavy rain to test three nylon parkas 
for water repellancy. The parkas were: 

Ordinary water-repellant nylon 
shell parka. 

Breathable, coated nylon shell 
parka, made in Japan for White Stag, 
REI, Seattle, $9. 

Common water-repellant nylon 
ski parka, double thickness, with dac-
ron insulation in body and sleeves. 

The results were: 
The ordinary water-repellant ny-

lon shell parka was almost immediately 
soaked through. Offering little protec-
tion as a rain garment, this type parka 
is suitable only for windbreaking or 
very light showers. 

The breathable, coated nylon 
shell parka shed water but became wet 
and clammy after a while. This parka, 
however, was decidedly more efficient 
as a rain garment than the uncoated 
parka above. 

The water-repellant nylon ski 
parka gave good protection, primarily 

Tstart baby out youngT1  

GERRY DESIGNS, INC. L Dept. 11, Box 998, 
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goose 
n't sleep in a 

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

— sante thing. 

* send For Free Catalog 

Where Experts 
Come 

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

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

ee t eatiese a eo Elaiitairset ?ore. 
DEPT. S 

523 PIKE ST., SEATTLE 1, WASH. 

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

BASIC 
NOUNTAINEERING 

The only book of its kind, designed 

to provide the basic knowledge neces-

sary to travel safely in the mountains 

and the desert. Presented in a con-

cise, illustrated, highly readable form. 

$2.00 a copy —or quantity rates 

Sierra Club, San Diego Chap. B 

P.O.B. 525, San Diego, Calif. 

Manufacturers of fine 

equipment for alpine sports. 

P.O. Box 1081 
Boulder, Colorado 80301 

24-page catalog sent on request 

because the rain was unable to pene-

trate the insulation. However, I was 

particularly interested in seeing how 

well the hood shed water since it had 

only a double thickness of nylon. The 

rain was unable to completely saturate 

both the layers of nylon. 

Judging from the above, it would 

seem a superb waterproof, breathable 

garment could be made using two lay-

ers of nylon. Breathable, coated nylon 

would be used for the outer layer, and 

uncoated nylon or light cotton for the 

inner layer. Since the inner layer could 

be very thin cloth this need not add 

much in weight or bulk. 

It seems also that a garment giving 

protection could be made using two 

layers of ordinary water-repellant ny-

lon. This garment, judging from the 

low prices of water-repellant nylon 

shell parkas sold in department stores, 

could be made very cheaply. 

James Koloc otronis 

Burlington, Iowa  

Dear Editor: 

Thanks for publishing the article on 

the Swami Belt last month—and thanks 

especially for the excellent photo re-

production. I've been getting a lot of 

kidding about my pin-striped shorts. 

I'm not sure if it is clear how to tie 

the basic Swami from the photograph 

—perhaps the sketch will help those 

that might want to try it. 

k-3 0"--,1,  

FOR 
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o
r 

r
, 
 

John Armitage 

San Jose, California 

Classified 
Ten cents per word. Payment must be 

enclosed with all orders. 

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. dia. 

$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, Goff, 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. 
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sold 

only through 

better 

mountaineering 

stores 

wholesale only 

dealer 

inquiries 

welcome 

P.O. Box 161, Montrose, California 

SPORT CHALET 
951 FOOTHILL BOULEVARD MU 1-2104 

LA CANADA • CALIFORNIA 

Send for Free Catalog 

letters 
Dear Editor: 

I picked up a 14 oz. package of 

Original Swiss Instant Bircher Muesli 
for 79 cents at the supermarket the 
other day. It contains dehydrated ap-

ples, grapes, apricots, oranges, lem-
ons, almonds, crushed hazel nuts, 
hawthorn berries, wheat, oats, barley, 

unrefined cane sugar, dextrose, pow-
dered skimmed milk, and wheat germ. 
As a breakfast cereal with milk, it's 
not bad—rather different—but not bad! 
But think of the possibilities of adding 

a little chocolate chip bits and making 

gorp! Here's everything you need all 
ground into a meal and ready to mix. A 

more creative cook than I could make 
lots of cookies or candy bars with this 
stuff. 

Patricia Armstrong 

Naperville, Illinois  

Dear Editor: 

Regarding article on Midnight Rock 
(July/Aug. Summit), a new route has 
been done between "Victory" and 
"Yellow Bird" routes; the "Unnamed" 
route of Beckey and Beckstead is now 

called "South Ramp." A new guide of 

the area is to be published soon. 

J. Stuart 

Tacoma, Washington 

Statement of Ownership, Management 
and Circulation (Act of October 23, 
1962; Section 4369, Title 39, United 
States Code). Filing date: September 
21, 1964. Title of publication: Summit. 
Frequency of Issue: Monthly, except 
February and August. Location of 
known office of publication: San Bern-
ardino, San Bernardino County, Cali-
fornia 92403. Location of the general 
business offices of the publishers: 
Metcalf Creek Tract, San Bernardino  

Mountains, California (P.O. Box 1424, 
San Bernardino, California). Publisher: 
Jene M. Crenshaw, Box 888, Big Bear 
Lake, Calif. Editor: H.V.J. Kilness, 
Box 888, Big Bear Lake, Calif. Manag-
ing Editor: Craig Forrest, Box 888, 
Big Bear Lake, California. Owner: J.M. 
Crenshaw, Box 888, Big Bear Lake, 
California and H.V.J. Kilness, Box 
888, Big Bear Lake, California. Known 
bondholders, mortgagees, and other 
security holders owning or holding 1 
percent or more of total amount of 
bonds, mortgages or other securities: 
None: Total no. of copies printed: 
(1) 4600, (2) 4700. Paid circulation: 
(1) 4200, (2) 4300. Sales through 
agents, news dealers, or otherwise: 
(1) 300, (2) 300. Free distribution: 
None. Total no. of copies distributed: 
(1) 4500, (2) 4600. 

Average no. copies each issue 
during preceding 12 months. 

Single issue nearest to filing 
date. 

USEFUL NEW TOOLS FOR THE ROCK CLIMBER 

OFFSET 

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 

32 



W r eVer Summers' En 

N We climbed the Never Summers 
At the summer's end, 
And in a joyous march therein 
My heart had found a friend. 

My heart rejoiced in going 
The cloud-named peaks to trace, 
As Cirrus in the morning 
Showed us a cloudless face. 

We walked beside the Grand Ditch 
As travelers through a sky; 
For Cumulus and Nimbus 
We searched with faces high. 

We splashed our boots in swamp grass, 
We trailed through wooded shrouds, 
We crossed a lake of boulders 
To find the "Lake of Clouds." 

The clouds were shattered icebergs; 
But we had sunny skies 
For climbing cloud-named summits 
With Beauty in our eyes. 

Thin snow lay on the ledges 
That to the north were bared, 
New snow powdered the lichen 
Which summer boulders wear. 

The winter would be coming, 
The stream would freeze to glass, 
But still this day was golden, 
Our feet were still in grass. 

I sat beside a streamlet 
And drank in deep repose. . . 
I'd climbed the Never Summers 
Before the summer's close. 

—John Filsinger 



Look Po, No horns! 


