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Imno-vv-  your mountains 

Aerial view of our newest national park, Canyonlands, established by 

President Johnson on September 12, 1964. Chester Park, in the heart 

of the Needles, is in the foreground. Colorado River is in the back-

ground. Little known, Canyonlands is a virgin area that SumMit readers 

will enjoy exploring now before the usual National Park visitor facili- 

ties are established. —National Park Photo 



Photo by Tom Frost 

ROYAL ROBBINS has assumed editorial 

duties as rock climbing editor of SUMMIT. 

Robbins, 30, has been actively climbing and 

skiing for thirteen years. A dedicated and 

skillful rock climber, he has climbed in many 

areas of the United States and extensively at 

Tahquitz in Southern California, Yosemite 

Valley, and the Tetons. Besides numerous 

first and second ascents in Yosemite, includ-

ing the five great routes on El Capitan, he 

has made first ascents on a route on Long's 

Peak "Diamond," the SE face of Mt. Probos-

cis in northern Canada, and a new route on 

the Aiguille Petit Dru in the French Alps. 

Royal says the greatest climb he has ever 

done is the southeast face of El Capitan; the 

finest and most beautiful: the Salathe Wall 

of El Capitan. Royal's love for climbing and 

the mountains is apparent in his writing. We 

are pleased to add him to the staff as another 

step in making SUMMIT a better publication. 
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the canyonlands 
By Weldon F. Heald 

Photos by National Park Service 

Something new has been added to the latest road 

maps of Utah. In the southeastern section of the 

state you will see dotted lines enclosing a sizeable 

area around the confluence of the Colorado and 

Green rivers. It is labelled "Canyonlands National 

Park." This is our newest park—the 32nd in the 

system—created September 12, 1964, when President 

Johnson signed into law the Congressional bill 

officially establishing it. 

The so-called Canyonlands region has long been 

known to contain some of the most spectacular and 

highly colored rock scenery in the world. It is a 

barren desert labyrinth of plunging canyons, vaulting, 

cliff-walled buttes, stone fins, spires, towers, 

monoliths, and majestic natural arches. All are 

suffused with glowing red hues, shading off into 

pink, saffron, gold, brown, and white. But the terrain 

is so incredibly rugged that few have penetrated its 

depths. The area has remained largely an untrodden 

wilderness, much of it unexplored. 

The rivers divide the park into north, south, and 

west sections, each separated from the others by 

the deep canyons. The triangular northern part, be-

tween the converging Colorado and Green, holds a 

remnant of the plateau about 6,000 feet elevation, 

aptly named Island in the Sky. Relatively level, it 

extends down from the north in an irregular tongue, 

scalloped by an almost perpendicular 1,000-foot 

cliff. At the southern tip is Grandview Point which  

commands a panorama over thousands of square 

miles of unbelievably rough canyon country, rimmed 

by distant mountain ranges. Also in the northern 

section is Upheaval Dome, a strange, slick-rock 

uplift, cut into on the west by a gigantic natural 

amphitheater. Utah's 4,500-acre Deadhorse Point 

State Park, another superb outlook, adjoins the 

national park on the northeast. 

Across the Colorado River, to the south, is The 

Needles Country. Here massive red sandstone has 

been eroded into clustered fantasies of pillars, tow-

ers, steeples, and balanced rocks, some as tall as 

30-story buildings. Among these are several roomy, 

grass-floored openings, edged with soaring rocks. In 

the contorted stone wilderness east of The Needles 

are Druid Arch and Angel Arch, two of the most 

impressive natural bridges in the entire Canyonlands 

region. This area, too, is scattered with numerous 

well-preserved cliff dwellings of prehistoric Indians. 

The third section of the park is a long, narrow 

strip which includes the west walls and rim-tops of 

Stillwater Canyon on the Green and the Colorado's 

famed Cataract Canyon south of the river's junction. 

Although there are breathtaking views from the rims 

and the scenery is grand, the remarkable Land of 

Standing Rocks and The Maze were left outside the 

park boundaries. But both are startling examples of 

erosion. The first is an open valley perched more 

than 1,000 feet above the Colorado. Here slender, 
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orange-colored pinnacles rise several hundred feet. 

They are widely spaced and each stands alone. 

Names such as Totem Pole, Candlestick Spire, and 

Lizard Head indicate the shapes of these unique 

formations, and from a distance they resemble giant 

human figures. 

The valley breaks to the north into The Maze. 

Little known and seldom entered, this is an intricate 

network of narrow gorges cut into brilliant red sand-

stone. In its depths are several natural bridges, as 

well as evidence of ancient Indian occupation. Cattle 

rustling trails, dating from around the turn of the 

century are a heritage from the days when The Maze 

was a part of the dread Robbers Roost, hideout of 

the notorious bandit Butch Cassidy and his “Wild 

Bunch." 

Discovery 

The uranium, potash, oil and gas booms of recent 

years lured an ever-increasing number of treasure 

seekers into the heart of the Canyonlands country. 

The photographs and descriptions they brought out, 

augmented by air reconnaissance, proved beyond the 

shadow of a doubt that here is one of the rarest and 

most magnificent remnants of our original scenic 

heritage. Conservation-minded people throughout the 

country became interested and launched a vigorous 

campaign to preserve the area in its natural state, 

inviolate from commercial development. The entire 

Canyonlands region is federally owned and its high-

est purpose, the conservationists contended, is for 

the enjoyment, education, and inspiration of all 

Americans for generations to come. 

As a result of the widespread enthusiasm, the 

National Park Service began a field study of the 

area in 199. The on-the-spot conclusion was that 

Canyonlands is a scenic and geological wonderland 

fully deserving preservation and protection within a 

national park. In fact, it would rank among the 

foremost. Interior Secretary Udall gave the idea his 

blessing, and focused the spotlight of publicity on 

the area in 1961. In July of that year he led a five-

day helicopter and boat trip into the Canyonlands 

region, accompanied by some thirty federal and Utah 
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state officials, congressmen, and leading conserva-

tionists. All were tremendously impressed by what 

they saw, and momentum for the park greatly accel-

erated. 

But, as always, when such proposals are made, 

various economic interests rise to oppose them. They 

object to the withdrawal of public land and natural 

resources from commercial use. This was true of 

Canyonlands, and the initial project for a 1,250-

square-mile park was whittled down to SOO, then 

was shaved further to approximately 400 square 

miles—or, to be exact, 257,640 acres. That is the 

present area of the newly-created park. 

Although less than one-third the size of the original 

grand plan, Canyonlands National Park fortunately 

includes the climax of the region and contains some 

of the finest erosion formations. The principal 

topographical features are the canyons of the 

Colorado and Green rivers, which join within the 

park. Some 2,000 to 3,000 feet deep, these giant 

rock gorges are incised into the lofty plateau and 

enclosed between precipices which are broken into 

terraces, alcoves, and side canyons. It is an amaz-

ing upside-down country because the approaches 

are by relatively flat plateau rims, and the vast, 

jumbled exhibition of natural sculpture lies below. 

Elevations range from 3,600 feet to nearly 8,000 

feet, and biological conditions vary from Lower 

Sonoran Desert plants and animals in the canyons 

to pinyon-juniper woodland on the rims. But the 

whole area is extremely arid, with an annual average 

precipitation of only S to 9 inches. 

Canyonlands National Park is as yet undeveloped 

for casual motorists in the family car. However, the 

Park Service has formulated a Master Plan, and 

construction has already begun. Future tourist facili-

ties will include centers with overnight accom-

modations, coffee shops, service stations, camp-

grounds and a trailer park. There will be opportuni-

ties for boat tours on the river, jeep trips to remote 

spots, riding and hiking over scenic trails, and 

endless opportunities for technical rock climbing. In 

addition, visitor centers, observation buildings, road-

side exhibit shelters, and picnic grounds will be 



Druid Arch is one of Canyonland's finest arches and is reached by a two-mile, two-hour hike from Chester Park down 
Elephant Canyon. 

located at various outlooks and points of interest, the northeast. Overnight accommodations and camp- 

All these ambitious plans apply to the northern and ing are not available there, but Moab, 5 miles south 

southern sections of the park. No development at of the monument is a tourist center with excellent 

present is contemplated for the more remote western motels, restaurants, campgrounds, and trailer parks. 

portion, which will continue to be reached by graded 

dirt desert roads from paved State Highway 24, be- Already you can take power boat trips down the 

tween Green River and Hanksville. Colorado and up the Green through the center of the 

The entrance road from the northeast to the Island area, and visit the Needles Country on well- 

in the Sky and Grandview Point is graded and main- organized, all-expense jeep tours. Furthermore, the 

tamed and a temporary, trailer ranger station is Park Service headquarters at Arches will furnish 

planned for the north boundary of the park in the information on the latest developments. So, there is 

summer of 1965. But it will be several years before no reason to postpone exploration of the still little- 

full visitor facilities are completed. The park is known wonders of our newest national park. It will 

now administered by the Superintendent of Arches be an unfolding adventure in superlatives, not quite 

National Monument on U.S. 160, some 30 miles to like anything else on earth. 
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Kent Frost Photo (Courtesy of R. Goldman and The Sierra Club) 

Angel Arch, 165 feet high by 150 feet wide, is located in Angel Canyon, a branch off Salt Creek Canyon in the Needles 

area. Just beyond Angel Canyon is a tiny box canyon with almost inaccessible cliff dwellers' ruins on three different 
ledges. 
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View of the 

canyons from Island in 

the Sky. 

more pictures on page 20. 
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Natural arch 

in bright red sandstone. 
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Ralph flesibakk is a Norwegian climber whose ex-

perience is international; he is one of the two who 

made the successful final summit assault of Tirich 

Mir on the Pakistan-Afghan frontier in July, /964. In 

this article he describes his most memorable ascent: 

a winter ascent of Stetind, a granite tower rising 

4,500 feet out of a fjord in arctic Norway. 
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No amount of map-reading, record searching, or 

picture studying had managed to prepare me for my 

first view of Stetind, in its winter setting. Our small 

skiff rounded a peninsula jutting out into the 

Tysfjord and, suddenly, like a statue being unveiled, 
Stetind rose out of the water before us. Memories of 
other first views—Mt. Blanc, The Matterhorn, Devils 
Tower—flashed into my mind, and faded. Only now 
did I fully understand why W. Cecil Slingsby, despite 
his pioneering summit-reaching climbs, remarked that 
Stetind was "the ugliest mountain I ever saw—there 

is nothing like it in the world." 

Stetind stands alone and sentinel-like, rising 4,500 
feet out of the green waters of the Tysfjord, about 

120 miles directly north of the Arctic Circle. The 

north wall rises vertically almost from sea level to 

the summit. Our leader, Prof. Arne Naess, maintains 

that in a single vertical line up the North Face there 

isn't a single ledge large enough to set a small 

piton on' The tower itself resembles a four-sided 

pyramid with its top cut off. Except for the southeast 
ridge, all approaches to the summit require between 

1,800 and 3,000 feet of vertical work; most attempts 
on Stetind have therefore been up the southeast 

ridge. 
Slingsby, who had extended his British rock climb-

ing by "stealing" the firsts on many Norwegian 

peaks, also tried Stetind's southeast ridge. Like the 

others before him, Slingsby was stopped by a square 

vertical-sided crag stretching across the entire span 
of the ridge (the crag was later called "Mysosten" 

—the whey-cheese). After Slingsby's attempt, the 

Danish climber, Carl Hall, tried the southeast ridge. 



Winter Climb of Norway's Arctic awer By Ralph Wibakk 

Translated for SUMMIT by Michael Brady 

Despite his many “firsts" on a series of unclimbed 

summits, Hall was also stopped by the Mysosten 

crag. In 1910, four Norwegians discovered Mysosten's 

secret: a 45-foot-long horizontal finger-ledge on one 

side. With hob-nail boots against the slippery verti-

cal wall, W.C. Rubenson hand-traversed the ledge 

and reached a secure position on the other side: 

Stetind was conquered. 

This route was to remain the only possible route 

for many years; few thought of attempting other 

ridges or faces. In the early 1930's, Prof. Arne 

Naess of Oslo came to Stetind with different 

thoughts. From the Alps, Naess brought modern 

climbing technique and equipment to provide a 

Norwegian solution to the problems of this arctic 

pillar. 

For several years, Naess went to Stetind every 

summer to pioneer numerous routes and variations. 

However, only three of the major problems were 

solved: the South Pillar, the Southeast Wall, and 

the Northwest Wall (all about 2,200 feet). Not many, 

if any, of these routes can be free-climbed. The 

Southeast Ridge had become the standard route, for 

it alone could be classified as less than class 5 

(6-point system). The Western Wall (2,200 feet), 

the Eastern Wall (1,800 feet), and the North Wall 

(3,200 feet) are yet to be done. Indeed, they rank 

with the most difficult to be found in the Alps. 

The North Wall is an awesome thing. It comprises 

the same sort of lightly-colored granite, appears to 

be as smooth, and generally resembles, El Capitan. 

The lower 1,900 feet is smooth and slightly curved 

like a gigantic Santa Claus' paunch. Even with  

powerful binoculars, I have been unable to find any 

small formations or fissures that would make a 

route. The upper 1,300 feet is perfectly vertical. The 

surface is scaly, but in the middle of the face a 

fissure runs vertically 900 feet up to a group of 

ledges that encircle the peak 400 feet below the 

summit. There appear to be several possible routes 

from the ledges to the summit. 

The Winter Ascent 

During the winter of 1962, Prof. Arne Naess and I 

decided to attempt the first winter ascent of Stetind. 

We had the good fortune to persuade Kjell Baastad, 

one of Norway's foremost snow and ice experts, to 

join us. 

Our trip was to be long, for Stetind is equally as 

far from Oslo as are the Alps. We flew from Oslo 

to Bodd, which lies north of the Arctic Circle. From 

Bodd we took a train eastward to Fauske, thence a 

bus to Drag, and finally a small passenger boat to 

Hanky, where we rented an outboard-powered small 

skiff to take us to an abandoned farm on the Tysfjord, 

at the foot of Stetind. Despite the conveniences of 

the most rapid transportation available, the trip took 

three days. From the farm, we waded through deep 

snow to the foot of the South Wall where, much to 

Kjell Baastad's protests, we pitched our tents under 

a cornice. 

Our plans for the South Pillar looked indeed dim, 

for the entire mountain was covered with three feet 

of snow. Even the roofs under larger overhangs were 

to next page, please 
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Stetind from the Stefjord. (from WNW). The flat summit 
block is the size of a football field and rises 4,500 feet 
above the sea. 

packed tight with wind-driven snow. We then altered 

our plans and decided on the southeast ridge. 

Our first day was spent carrying equipment up 

toward Halls Spire on the ridge. This proved to be 

a bit of a task, for the route went up over a 45-degree 

steep face that was covered with wind-packed snow. 

The next day we reached the Mysosten crag without 

event, only to discover a seemingly hopeless mass 

of snow and ice covering the entire block. We 

searched in vain for hours for the famous finger 

ledge that had made the first ascent possible; it was 

somewhere under three feet of snow. The faces 

under the crag were covered with glare ice which 

would not yield to crampons, while a 15-foot vertical 

snow-covered wall separated us from the foot of the 

crag itself. Kjell tried the wall by using his ice axe 

as a handspike; it did not seem safe, for he could 

find no decent handhold whenever he moved the 

axe. The knife edge of the ridge itself was covered 
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The Southeast Ridge. The Southeast Wall is to the left, 
and the East Wall is to the right of the ridge. 

with glare ice which offered no security at all. Kjell 

returned and I tried the wall —this time with an ice 

axe in each hand. Luck was with me, and I soon 

found myself at the base of the Mysosten crag with 

a 6-foot-wide, 20-foot-high, and 15-foot-deep block 

of snow-covered granite in front of my face. Both 

sides dropped off several hundred feet, and the front 

wall offered no promise at all. With heavy hearts, we 

returned to our base camp. 

A storm blew up that night to fill our tents with 

fine wind-driven snow and then, as a climax, col-

lapse them entirely. With memories of the hardy 

nomadic Lapps, we bowed to the superiority of the 

arctic wind, and with Kjell's excellent direction and 

work, we dug a snow cave which we finished at two 

o'clock in the morning. The third day was, without 

a doubt, a rest day: both minds and bodies were 

tired. 



From Halls spire up the Southeast Ridge. 

On the fourth day we awoke to find the weather 

gloriously clear and still; it was a day for climbing! 

We had to decide on a shorter ascent of one of the 

nearby peaks or another attempt on the Mysosten 

crag (perhaps by tossing an ice axe on the end of 

a rope up over the crag and then prusicking up the 

rope?). We were all drawn between the lure of Stetind 

and the disappointment we knew could come; our 

decision had to be made by coin tossing. 

It took more than a few hundred trials to catch 

two ice axes on top of the Mysosten crag. With two 

rope ladders and prusik knots I reached the crag's 

edge. To my discomfort, I found that both axes had 

dug in periously close to the edge, so it was neces-

sary to gingerly creep my way up over the edge. What 

a relief it was to put crampons on and walk like a 

human instead of the silly crab I had been on those 

widely-separated ladders! 

The first attempt to follow the finger-ledge of the standard 
route around the Mysosten crag proved to be a bit more 
difficult in winter. 

Just as with Rubenson's first party, the Mysosten 

crag was our only great obstacle; at six o'clock that 

evening we stood on the football-field-size summit 

block. The sun was just setting, seeming almost to 

nestle itself to bed in the strait formed by the fjord 

opening. In the northwest, the Lofoten Island Moun-

tain Wall stood silhouetted against the evening sky 

like a fairyland candy palace. Toward the east, 

towers, spires, and summits were thinly bathed in 

the day's last light. We longingly took a few minutes 

to examine the nearest peak: Pristind with its 2,000-

foot-high, smooth, steep, and unclimbed north wall. 

Our curiosity could not be detained longer; we 

walked a bit to the north, lay down on our stomachs, 

and looked down Stetind's north wall. It is a pity 

we didn't have a 4,500-foot-long fishing line with us, 

for we might have been able to drop a hook and 

catch our dinner in the fjord below. 
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TIME, PLACE g 

The difficulties inherent in major climbs in areas 

where severe conditions make unplanned bivouacs 

particularly undesirable requires maximum utilization 

of all available resources, including time. Every 

minute of daylight must be used, but such information 

as the number of hours of daylight that will be 

available for climbing on the chosen date in the 

chosen area may not be at hand during the planning 

at home. This data, for every five degrees of latitude 

between 30 degrees and 45 degrees North, is given 

in the World Almanac, but for other regions, particu-

larly Canada and Alaska, a formula is helpful. 

The following is exact, and gives the length of 

daylight, including twilight, at any latitude in the 

Northern hemisphere on any date. 

Hours of daylight (spring or summer) = 12 +?5  sin-1  

(tan L tan 0) +2 sec L. 

12 —?5  sin-1  Hours of daylight (fall or winter) 

(tan L tan 0) + 2 sec L, 

12 

The first two terms give the hours of actual sun-

light, and the last the total extent of twilight, which 

is assumed to begin or end when newsprint can no 

longer be easily read by skylight, the presumed 

point at which climbing would become hazardous. 

Here "L" is the latitude and "0" the declination of 

the sun, which is very nearly equal, except adjacent 

to the equinoxes, to 2M(7-M), where "M" is the time 

in months from the given date to the nearest equinox. 

(E.g., for August 1, M = 1 2 /3  and 0 = 17.7 degrees.) 

At the equinoxes 0 is, of course, zero. 

Take, as an example, a projected climb of Mt. 

McKinley on or about August 1. With L = 63 degrees, 

and 0 = 17.7 degrees, substitution in the proper 

formula gives 4.4 hours of twilight and 17.2 hours 

of sunlight; total daylight: about 21.6 hours. Thus, it 

will be light enough to climb by about 1:15 a.m. local 

standard time, and for all sane purposes the climbing 

day will end by about 10:45 p.m. 



DIRECTION: some mathematical aids 
By Lewis Kovner 

Another consequence of the above derivation yields 

a means of locating the precise direction of the 

East or West compass points, in the event that 

neither compass or watch is available. If an accurate 

determination is needed, it is decidedly better than 

the watch method, and does not require waiting for 

a clear night for observation of Polaris. On dates 

other than the equinoxes the sun rises and sets 

either North or South of the East-West line, and the 

difference can be exactly expressed as: 5in-1(tan L 

tan 0). In summer, the direction will be North; in fall 

and winter, South. Again we take Mt. McKinley as 

our example, and the date as August 1. Here sin-1-

(tan L tan 0) = 39 degrees, meaning that 39 degrees 

to the right of where the sun is observed to rise on 

August 1 is due East, and 39 degrees to the left of 

where it sets is due West. (Assumed here is an 

imaginary level horizon; also necessary is that the 

observation be made when the bottom of the sun is 

touching the horizon to allow for the refracting  

effects of the atmosphere.) 

One can also find one's latitude if the date and 

the exact time of sunrise are known, again without 

the need for any observation of the North Star. If 

"S" is the time of sunrise (local standard time), 

then, in spring or summer, the latitude L = tan-1-
cos 15S tan 0 . In fall or winter the formula becomes: 

cos 7.5S L - I  L tan . T tan O the latitude of the Sierra, this 

formula is correct to within less than S miles (about 

4' of latitude) between April 21 and September 1, and 

also between November 11 and March 11. In the 

latitude of the Cascades, the maximum error between 

the above dates is 7 miles (6' of latitude). Between 

May 11 and July 11, and between November 11 and 

March 11, the largest possible error is half of the 

above and may be much less. 

All derivations and calculations are the writer's, 

and any corrections or irate comments should be 

addressed to him. 
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Left: Royal Robbins leads the Final 
Exam (5.10) in Boulder Canyon. 

Photo by Judy Rearick 

Right: Larry Dalk,e follows the Roof 

Pitch Traverse on Canary Pass. 
Photo by Pat Ament 

The casual climber, passing through this country, 

is not likely to notice or discover the Boulder, 

Colorado region. If he is observant, however, he may 

see the huge, red, sandstone slabs, called the 

Flatirons, which rise southwest of Boulder. On 

close inspection, he will find that they have even 

more impressive “brothers" in the neighboring 

canyons. Of all the beautiful climbing areas of the 

United States, probably least heard of are these. It 

is situated at the doorstep of the great Rocky Moun-

tains, roughly twenty miles northwest of Denver. 

Ascents of the Flatirons were first recorded in the 

very early 1900's. These achievements were followed 

by some tricky routes to the south and west (the 

Maiden on Bear Mountain and Castle Rock in Boulder 

Canyon). In 1956, five Boulderites, Dick Bird, Cary 

Ruston, Dallas Jackson, Dale Johnson, and Phil 

Robertson, ventured farther south to pioneer Red-

guard Route, a long and challenging climb in Eldor-

ado Springs Canyon. It involved six hundred feet of 

steep climbing such as never before done in the area. 

This route is now a classic in the Rocky \lountains 

of Colorado and is rated by the California decimal 

system as 5.6 (approximately midway from moderate 

climbing to the most difficult, which is 5.10). 

In 1959, Layton Kor and Gerry Roach, both of 

Boulder, climbed the vertical and overhanging wall 

to the west of Redguard. This route, called T-Two, 

involved seven hundred feet of strenuous direct aid 

and free climbing. It surpassed, in difficulty, any 

nearby climb. 

From then until 1963, Kor, Bob Culp, and others 

climbed almost every major line in the region (at 
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least 150 in all). Near the close of 1963, Culp and 

another I3oulderite and one-time Californian, David 

Rearick (who made the first ascent of Longs Peak's 

Diamond), climbed T-Two, eliminating all direct 

aid, thus making it the first 5.9 route near Boulder. 

Shortly thereafter, and in 1964, Kor put up nearly 

every remaining line and repeated many of his old 

firsts, eliminating the aid as he went. This siphoned 

out several more very difficult (5.9) routes. 

Other feats were being done. For example, by the 

end of 1963, 'Baker Armstrong, one of the original 

climbers in the area, had completed almost two 

hundred ascents of the Third Flatiron (which in-

volves over 1,200 feet of sixty-degree slab work). 

The full magnitude of accomplishments in this area, 

which have gained momentum in the last year, is 

more easily grasped by looking at the climbers' 

inventory: Compared with about fifty routes ten years 

ago, there are now over two hundred routes, some of 

which involve extreme difficulty and have yet to be 

repeated. There is double the number of active 

climbers. Almost every weekend, in Eldorado Springs 

Canyon, for example, colorful little dots can be seen 

wiggling up the yellow sprayed walls. 

One of the finest routes in the Canyon is the 

Yellow Spur. Usually an aid climb, this route is 

occasionally done entirely free. The ascent is mostly 

face climbing on excellent rock. One moves deli-

cately upward on small holds, with the rock falling 

away steeply below and the blue Colorado sky 

arching overhead. One here can experience some of 

the finest beauties rock climbing offers. R. Robbins. 

Do not, however, let the previous paragraphs dis-

courage would-be visitors to this area. There is an 

unlimited amount of very enjoyable and moderate 



Yock Climbinj Near ,oulokr,Colo. 
By Pat Ament 

climbing. One may find himself yodeling up a line 

of "bucket holds," way up on some blank-looking 

wall. Many of the most enjoyable routes in the area 

are awesomely steep climbs on good holds and with 

good protection. Certain routes are overflowing with 

hand-size pocket holes which provide some unusually 

entertaining "skywork." I have found that the 

Boulder rocks offer more "easy" routes that are 

challenging than any other area in Colorado. This 

is not only true on the Flatirons, but is especially 

true in the notorious (to Boulderites) Eldorado 

Springs Canyon. 

We who live and climb in Boulder are exceptionally 

fortunate to be able to climb on an unusual variety 

of rock. There is both solid and rotten sandstone, as 

well as solid and rotten granite. And "Supremacy 

Slab" is made of very slick quartzite. The solid 

sandstone, however, predominates. 

One definite characteristic of this region is "steep-

er than usual "free climbing. Most visitors are 

amazed by the brutal appearance of several standard 

climbs. This free climbing, along with a very de-

ceptive character of rock, has produced an assortment 

of unbelievably hard, "hard-looking" pitches. One 

good example of this deceptive character is "Spoof," 

a short route that looks easy, but turns out to be 

quite difficult. A common question when standing 

at the base of this pitch is, "Do you use your hands 

on this?" (Before it's over, one is usually using his 

teeth') But, I guess this is one reason for the de-

lightfulness of so many climbs. 

Unlike the granite climbs on Longs Peak, the 

Black Canyon of the Gunnison (both in Colorado), 

and in Yosemite Valley, California, there is really 

very little crack climbing. The general techniques  

are steep face climbing, mantling, laybacking on 

pinch holds, or mixed layback-face climbing on 

steep, narrow flakes. What cracks exist are very 

severe and are usually accomplished by small holds 

on the outer faces, rather than pure pressure. 

The toughest direct aid or tension routes in the 

area, for which Layton Kor is largely responsible, 

are done and repeated only by the few extremely 

experienced climbers who have done severe nailups 

in Yosemite Valley, the deserts, and elsewhere, or 

who have done much climbing in the area itself and 

put up new routes themselves. Single rope technique, 

for aid, is used, but, because of numerous roofs and 

bulges, double rope technique is sometimes a must. 

Even triple rope technique has been utilized. Single 

rope technique is found to be adequate for free 

climbing, with plenty of "runners" to decrease 

friction. 

Visitors to the area seldom have trouble finding 

climbing partners. Although Boulder has many "eager 

beaver" climbers, it is also the home of Gerry 

Mountain Sports and Holubar Mountaineering, two 

well-known stores that are stocked with the latest 

in climbing gear. A quick stop at either of these 

stores enables the visitor to be "put up to date," 

regarding who is climbing, who wants to climb, and 

whom to call' 

When the time is ripe and the high mountains be-

come caged by winter cloud, the Boulder, Colorado 

region vitalizes climbers with an intricate maze of 

difficult, challenging, and "fun'' routes. Summer is 

usually a forbidden time in the area, because of the 

dreadful heat, but from September to .July, the walls 

experience their most prominent element of weather-

ing: climbers! 
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Red Guard Wall in Eldorado Canyon. Routes shown are: No. 13, T-2 IV F9; No. 15, Rosy Crucifixion, Ill F7 A3; No. 16 
Ruper, II F7; No. 17, Grand Giraffe, II F8; No. 18, Super Slab, III F7 A3; No. 19, Vertigo, III F7 Al; No. 20, Mickey 
Mouse, II F6 Al; No. 21, Pigeon Crack, II F7; No. 22 Yellow Spur, III F9; No. 23, Green Slab, II F6, No. 24, Green 
Spur, III F7, Al. 

Mld.oraocio prings Canyon. 
By David B. Dornan 

Eldorado Springs, which is eight miles south of 

Boulder, Colorado, has some of the finest one-day 

climbs in the state. To the unapprenticed eye, how-

ever, the canyon walls present a bewildering maze 

of ill-defined faces, ridges, and gullies. It is hoped 

that this article, with the routes marked in the 

photographs, will lessen the confusion that besets 

the newcomer who comes to climb here. 

The climbing is on a hard sandstone conglomerate, 

and allows for great variation in climbing techniques, 

as well as climbing routes. Perhaps most of the 

climbing is 'lace climbing," but there are also 

some very difficult cracks and artificial climbing. 
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Piton cracks are generally gpod, and most of the 

routes are kept free from permanent pitons. Few 

bolts have been used. 

The climbing history of the area is relatively new. 

The first serious climb was done in 1957 (Redguard 

and Birdwalk) by Dal Jackson and Chuck Murley, 

Dick Bird and Cary Huston. In 1959, Layton Kor did 

T-2, which is still regarded as one of the most 

serious climbs in the canyon. Today, Eldorado has 

become another stopping point for climbers in their 

yearly migration from the cities to the mountains, 

and has played host to visiting Mexicans, as well 

as Californians and New Yorkers. 



Bastile Rock. Routes: 131, 13astile Crack, II F6. 82, 

Outer Space, III F7, A3. 133, Northwest Corner, III 

F8, A2. 86, West Chimney, II F5. 

Jack Turner on Mickey Mouse. 

Below Grand Giraffe and Yellow Spur. 
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Winter ascent of north face of the MOnch. 

I have used climbing as a medium of introspection 

into my own mind, and have tried to understand my 

reactions to stimuli, particularly between emotion 

and muscle coordination. Before training, the co-

ordination of mind and body is not stable when one 

is on a two-thousand-foot ice wall with a tenuous 

belay. After training, the personal understanding of 

one's self that occurs in the intricate alpine experi-

ence can be developed and used outside of this 

experience. In other words, it can be borrowed and 

projected. This ultimately leads to a physical and 

emotional control of one's self. I believe that this 

control is an important prerequisite to creativity. A 

good example of an alpine climb leading to this 

control is the north face o-f the Winch in winter. This 

is the story of our ascent. 

Hansel Mayer, my chief ski instructor at Leysin 

American School, and I decided in January, 1964 to 

attempt the Eiger north face route in winter. We were 

using for the first time a plant extract called “sand-

horn," used for winter climbing. The extract is an 

excellent food and source of various vitamins and 

minerals, including those lost in the distilled water 

of mountain snow. Sandhorn, sandoz, and calcium 

brozzels are supplements used by the extreme 

European climber when anticipating many bivouacs. 

We climbed the first part of the Wall in excellent 

time for winter, even though the snow was very deep 

and powdery, and reached the difficult crack at about 

3:30 in the afternoon. We then lost time with corn- 
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munication difficulties and were forced to bivouac 

two pitches higher. The weather report was favorable, 

as we prepared the evening meal of sandhorn. How-

ever, the rich mixture was too much for Hansel and 

he became ill. Next morning, we were forced to make 

the decision to retreat. 

The following day, at the Sheidegge Hotel, Martin 

Epp introduced himself. He is one of the foremost 

alpine climbers of Switzerland, having successfully 

climbed the Eiger in very fast time and having made 

many difficult ascents. He had only the following 

day free and took me outside, pointing out the 

towering North Face of the M'cinch. He said that he 

felt the climb could be made in one day or, at the 

most, one bivouac, despite the fact that the first 

ascent in winter had been made in four days. We 

decided to give it a try, and that evening we made 

our approach to the hut high on the shoulder below 

the Monch's North Face. We had the little hut to 

ourselves, and we cooked our steaks with the wood 

stove which heated the cold January night. Then at 

nine o'clock we shot green flares from the balcony 

to let our friends know that all was well. At four 

the next morning, we left our perch in the winter 

dark and climbed the ridge above the hut to a point 

where Martin knew we must descend to the glacier 

directly under the smooth sweeping face. This 

descent consisted of climbing down very steep ice, 

making our belays with ice screws. This technical 

work on the ice by light of our lamps was a weird  

ballet. It was one of those experiences where your 

mind transcends to a perspective and you look at 

yourself as a stranger. This psychological highness 

was developing as Martin and I climbed very fast, but 

with security and with a sense of well-machined 

teamwork. We crossed the bowl after this thousand-

foot descent and started up the 4,500-foot final wall. 

We climbed, encountering this or that adventure 

without communicating by words, but more a silent 

communion of the experienced mountaineer. We came 

to the overhanging rock section just at full daylight. 

We had underestimated the climbing here, and it 

took from us reserves. Despite this, we still climbed 

rapidly, and the steep slabs of ice and rock fell 

away. 

About noon, we stopped and ate our dried meat, 

having climbed more than two-thirds of the wall. I 

called my wife on the nearby Lauberhorn, via the 

radio. She and the others (Hansel and students from 

the school on a ski weekend) were rather incredulous 

of our speed. We climbed on, finally reaching the 

summit ice ridge in the high crystalline environment. 

On the summit by three o'clock, I again made com-

munication with my wife, and we shot varied colored 

flares in the air in a Fourth-of-July salute of our 

victory. 

The ascent had taken ten hours and was without 

incident. That which lingers now in memory is the 

exhultation of climbing, of companionship, and of 

beauty. 

c3n (31pine Experience 
By John Harlin 
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The Needles Country. 

rTI-IM 

Natural arch in the stone wilderness of the southeastern section. 

 

Standing Rocks. 

Rugged canyon country below the Islanc 



C.A.1•TY-01•TI_J.A.1\Me 
(See Story page two) 

Clustered stone formations in the Needles Country rise as high 

as 30-story buildings. 

the Sky. 

Prehistoric Indian cliff ruins in southeastern section of park. 



Along the 

High Sierra Trail. Kaweah 

range in background. 

"Just bread and water and delightful toil is all I 

need—not unreasonably much, vet one ought to be 

trained and tempered to enjoy life in these brave 

wilds in full independence of any particular bit of 

nourishment." 

My First Summer in the Sierra—John Muir 

,John Muir's wilderness is relatively unchanged, but 

the fare for today's mountain man is vastly different 

—and vastly superior. That is, if you don't hanker 

for bread alone as did the famous conservationist/ 

naturalist. 

It was the rush cf the new lightweight foods—rang-

ing from exotic (and delicious) shrimp creole to 

old-fashioned (and delicious) corn chowder—that was 

the major factor in a decision by three of us to 

forsake the relative ease of a High Sierra trip in the 

company of a pack train for what Muir called the 

"full independence" of walking the mountains with 

everything on one's back. 

We were three. One in his early 20's, recently dis-

charged from the Coast Guard, and two men in their 

mid-40's. 

We knew the mountains. During the past eight years 
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we had walked the high country from Tuolumne 

Meadows in Yosemite National Park to Mt. Whitney's 

14,49S-foot peak, a distance of 218 miles. 

We had become aware of the flood of the remarkable 

new featherweight, freeze-dried foods coming onto 

the market. A shrimp from Armour's spicy shrimp 

creole weighs less than a postage stamp, yet within 

minutes in cold water it both tastes and looks fresh! 

A beefsteak weighs one ounce. A pound of bacon is 

compressed into a delicious bar, in heavy foil, no 

larger than a package of ciagrettes. Weight: 3 ounces! 

A 100-mile loop was chosen, beginning at Giant 

Forest in Sequoia National Park, east on the High 

Sierra Trail to the great canyon of the Kern River, 

north to a point near a junction with the Muir Trail, 

back west over 12,000-foot Colby Pass and, to 

climax the trip, a difficult climb over a seldom-

traveled trail to an old copper mine. 

Ask a Sierra veteran to point to the most remote 

spot in the High Sierra and his finger would, no 

doubt, fall on Upper Cloud Canyon and on the pass 

to this long-abandoned copper mine. 

Our one concern was bulk, often as great a factor in 

backpacking as weight. Most of the foods are vacuum- 



Photos by the author. 

[leading west 

towards Colby Lake alter failure 

to meet packer at rendezvous. Kaweah 

range in background. 

01 d ackpack Drip in Sequoia 
By Bernard Clayton, Jr. 

sealed in foil or heavy plastic, and at a high altitude, 

say 12,000 feet, an airtight packet might balloon and 

burst. 

We held a packet-deflating party one night and 

spent hours pinholing the foil and pressing out most 

of the nitrogen to partially collapse the containers. 

The 11-day menu, as planned, called for a full 

breakfast each morning. Sample: instant tomato juice, 

hot cereal, sausage, fried potatoes, eggs, hot choco-

late, tea or coffee. Dinner was to be equally complete 

and inviting. Sample: soup, salad, steak, green beans 

seasoned with bacon bar, potatoes, gravy (chicken 

or beef), vanilla pudding, and tea or coffee. It was 

difficult to plan a dehydrated lunch for the trail, and 

it, therefore, would consist of our heaviest food 

items. Sample: cheese (choice of six), sliced beef 

salami, Dusseldorf mustard in a tube, dark pumper-

nickel slices (baked in West Berlin), honey, peanut 

butter, sardines or herring, and pilot crackers. 

The plan was for each of us to carry 15 pounds of 

food for the first week. .Ne would make arrangements 

with a pack station at Cedar Grove, near our depar-

ture point, to have someone meet us halfway to de-

liver our second week's ration. The agreed-upon  

rendezvous was Junction Meadow where we could 

turn back west to go over Colby, Coppermine, and 

Elizabeth Passes. 

The first blow came when we assembled our packs 

and gear and put them on the public scales at the 

village of Giant Forest. All winter we had been 

talking of a total weight of perhaps 25 pounds 

pounds or less for food, plus 10 pounds personal 

gear, including sleeping bag. 

My pack: 49 pounds. Bill's pack: 48 pounds. Young 

,John's pack: 38 pounds. Ah, John Muir, how did you 

do it? 

Here is the day-to day journal: 

Day 1. We get up at 6 o'clock, which is to be our 

arising time during the whole trip. We have been here 

in Giant Forest for two days. The trees Muir wrote 

so feelingly about are beautiful, but the people in 

the roadside areas far outnumber them, or so it 

seems. It will be a great relief to walk into the 

wilderness. We organize our Kelty packs. We have 

two empty two-pound coffee cans and two one-pound 

tins in the pot department. The 12 x 8 aluminum pan 

I carry has no handle. To grasp it, we have two 

to next page, please 
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spring-powered grip handles. 

The trail this day is in the 6,000-7,000-foot range, 

along the High Sierra Trail that will take us about 

eight miles. 

Three o'clock—seven hours on the trail—and we 

camp off the main trail alongside a rushing stream. 

Our sleeping bags are spread in the soft sand. A 

good campsite. 

Dinner: Armour's swiss steak dinner, including 

mashed potatoes, gravy, and peas. Excellent flavor. 

Peas leathery. Perhaps not soaked long enough. 

We are in our sleeping bags at 8 o'clock, although 

it is barely dark. A strong wind is coming down the 

canyon. There is no moon; only millions of stars. 

Day 2. The sun and we get up at 6 o'clock. Break-

fast will be stewed fruit, scrambled eggs (freeze-

dried) and a crumbled bacon bar. Here's how it's 

done: 

A corner is snipped off the foil egg packet and two-

thirds cup cold water poured in. A pinch of salt is 

added. The eggs and water mixture is gently stirred 

with a twig until smooth. The contents are poured 

into a pre-heated, lightly oiled skillet and fried over 

a low flame. The bacon is sprinkled into the mixture. 

It is excellent and has none of the flavor associated 

with most dried or powdered eggs. 

We are on the trail at 8 o'clock. A helicopter chuff-

chuffs up the canyon delivering a large structural 

piece to a footbridge being thrown across Buck Creek 

ahead. Today, we will probably climb from our 7,000-

foot level to about 8,400, on or near Hamilton Lake, 

below Kaweah Pass. 

A mile up the trail we come across a three-man trail 

crew admiring its trophy of the morning: an eight-

button rattlesnake! Obviously it's fiction that there 

are no poisonous snakes above 5,000 feet, or this 

snake is badly lost! (Sierra records show that rattle-

snakes have been found as high as 11,000 feet.) 

We are at about 8,000 feet and climbing below the 

magnificent Kaweah Peaks. 
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We enjoy a sauna in reverse at noon: a dip in an 

ice-cold mountain stream and then flop down on the 

great rocks heated by the midday sun. 

The afternoon is a long, tiring, but rewarding, hike 

up to lovely Hamilton Lake. The place seems crowd-

ed with a dozen or so people near the lake's edge. If 

we weren't so tired we would push on across Kaweah 

Gap. But we are bushed. This second day has been 

rough, even though we have done only about eight 

miles in a steady pull up to 8,200 feet. 

Dinner is to consist of Knorr's garden vegetable 

soup and Armour's pork chop dinner. It is too elabor-

ate, however, for tired hikers to attempt to prepare. 

The meat packet is given its cup of water and 

enzymes and put aside to re-hydrate. The sliced 

potatoes, hard and unyielding from packet No. 2, are 

dumped in our aluminum fry pan. Finally, we achieve 

a "rolling boil" but little seems to happen to the 

potatoes. The water is poured off and presumably the 

potatoes can be fried crisp. Pour the water off the 

pork chops. The instructions admonish the chef to 

"blot away all excess moisture." We decide not to 

use our one dish towel for blotting and fry both meat 

and potatoes in an excess of water. It is a dismal 

failure. The pork chops, though edible, are grey and 

wet. The potatoes are white and wet. 

Later, we are to become confirmed meat-blotterers. 

All meat, after having been re-hydrated in its metal 

packet, is laid out on our only towel and carefully 

patted to take up all excess water. Browning in the 

skillet follows easily. 

The man at the next camp is hanging his pack from 

a high limb. Bears? No, mice! We show we're not 

afraid by leaving our bags on the ground. Two or 

three of the small creatures invade our camp even 

before we are in our bags. Displaying no fear, what-

soever, it is obvious that we are in their camp; not 

they in ours. One scampers right past my face on his 

way to inspect my pack. In the night he and his 

brothers make a shambles of our food and, in the 

doing, dictate what broken packages we shall eat 

from for the next day or so. There is no longer the 

question of puncturing the tightly sealed packets of 

dehydrated food. The mice have taken care of that. 



Day 3. It is warm along the lake. The temperature 

at night drops to no lower than 45 degrees. 

Today we climb to Kaweah Gap at 10,810 feet. 

Shortly before the pass we mix a lemonade drink in 

the last of the three Hamilton Lakes. It is almost 

totally covered with ice. 

We stop alongside a small stream at 10,400 feet for 

the night. Wood and water are plentiful, and so are 

the mosquitoes. Bill has pulled some wild onions 

which are dumped in the evening soup (Knorr's beef 

vegetable). 

We met no one on the trail today. It is nice to know 

that you have penetrated deep enough to really be 

alone. 

Day 4. My hands are beginning to swell from hang-

ing for hours at my side as we hike. John avoids this 

by putting his hands over his head and grabbing the 

crossbar of his pack. Bill and I march down the trail 

with our hands in the get-em-up position, as if some-

one had a gun on us. It gives momentary relief. 

While we are eating like gourmets, it is clear that 

we brought too much grub. We will send some of the 

food back with the packer rather than lug along all of 

the rations allotted for the second part of the trip. 

A Mountain Spa 

In mid-afternoon, we come off the Chapooga Plateau 

and switch-back down into Kern Canyon, up the Kern 

River, past the deserted Chagoopa Falls Ranger Sta-

tion to Kern Hot Springs —a drop from 9,600 feet to 

6,800 feet in about two hours! Tough on feet, particu-

larly the toes, which bear the brunt of the forward 

thrust. 

Kern Hot Springs is a delightful mountain spa. Some 

thoughtful person long ago poured a crude cement 

bathtub and plugged it with a tin can and a sock. The 

water is 115 degrees —hot enough for man and dirty 

clothes alike. A tarp has been pulled around three 

sides of the tub for privacy. The great Kern River 

rushes past within a few feet, and a bucket of cold 

water can be tossed into the tub to achieve a more 

moderate bath temperature. 

We are camped just above Kern Hot Springs, where 

Rock Creek joins the Kern. Both are mad, rushing  

torrents that seem out of place in the dryness of late 

August. The sound is like a gale rushing through the 

trees. But, there is no breeze, and the leaves are 

still. 

Day 5. This is lay-over day. A day devoted to 

nothing. I make my inventory of what I will send 

back on the morrow with the packer. 

Four boys are having a great time fishing down the 

stream aways, and because Bill forgot the tackle, we 

barter two packages of chocolate dessert for a mess 

of fish for breakfast. At dusk, the boys come in with 

ten fine twelve-inch golden trout. 

Day 6. Another noisy night by the Kern. I tell my-

self it is a fine natural sound, but the volume is too 

great. I am glad to move on to our rendezvous point 

with the packer and our provisions at Junction 

Meadow. 

Mid-morning we stop for a rest and open a can of 

pemmican emergency ration." Not the meat-base 

pemmican known to mountain men in the last century, 

but a delicious 31/2-ounce bar of pressed nuts, raisins, 

anples, dextrose, and soy oil, by H&M Packing Com-

pany of Glendale, California. Great for energy on the 

trail. 

Shortly before noon we arrive at the signpost at 

Junction Meadow. No packer, but it is early. We 

decide to go ahead up the trail to get away from the 

mosquitoes buzzing the meadows. 

It is a hot, miserable climb from the meadow up 

1,000 feet to Picket Creek to the west. I spread out 

the food and once again divide it into the pile to go 

and the pile to remain. But as the afternoon goes 

on, and no packer comes into sight, it is obvious 

something has gone wrong. We flip a coin. Youth 

loses and John Blowitz starts down the mountain 

to spent the night at the signpost. 

While John strides down the mountain, his father 

and I sit around a low fire discussing the race issue. 

It seems so far away in the mountains. Few Negroes 

backpack. A Negro student once told me that it was 

because hiking is far down the list of status activi-

ties for most Negroes and those Negroes to whom it 

to next page, please 
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does mean something (doctors, lawyers, social work-

ers) are too deeply involved in the affairs of their 

race to allow themselves the luxury of time in the 

mountains. 

Day 7. No packer! ,John had spent the night at the 

signpost. He scoured the area for any supplies that 

might have been cached and found only a rusty field 

telephone and six cans of pork and beans —not ours. 

Someplace in these mountains is about 380 worth 

of food, including four steaks, fruit and fresh vege-

tables. 

We decide to make do with what we have. We have 

high mountains to climb and 12,000-foot passes to 

cross, so no additional weight will be welcomed. An 

adventure in good eating is about to become an 

adventure in making-do. With the packer's failure to 

show, we exchange a regimen of abundance for one 

scarcity. 

It is a hot midday when we begin the long, hard 

climb up to Colby Pass at 12,000 feet. We rest at the 

top and then drop down to lovely Colby Lake. We 

talk with two boys from Los Angeles who have 

caught so many trout in the lake that for the past two 

days they have been fishing with barbless hooks. 

They volunteer to augment our rations with trout for 

breakfast. 

Day 8. The boys and their father decide to break 

camp early and offer us some supplies they don't 

need: corn muffin mix, dried peaches, five soup 

mixes, dehydrated fruit cocktail, and a salad mix. 

This, plus our own supplies, will do us nicely for 

the next few days; slim, but adequate. 

Day 9. We leave Colby Lake at 10,000 feet, drop 

down to the floor of Cloud Canyon at 8,800 feet. The 

trail to Coppermine Pass is lost in the tall grass of 

the valley floor. We find what must be a junction 

point. A sign on a nearby tree reads "Palace Hotel 

Camp-1860." But no sign marks the trail. We decide 

it begins with a horse's hoof on a worn embankment 

above the stream and carried on vaguely for fifty 
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yards or so. We each take a sector of the meadow and 

carefully search through the grass and trees. We find 

it. 

The meadow narrows and becomes a field of great 

boulders. Fortunately, a trail of rock ducks marks 

the way, but even with these the trail remains inde-

cisive for another hour or so. 

We walk almost to the end of the canyon between 

Glacier Ridge and the Whaleback before we stop for 

lunch. In the meantime, we have again lost the trail, 

and it is another three hours before we locate it, at 

least 500 feet above on a high ridge. 

Spend Night at Old Coppermine Camping Site 

We are all now in top condition for climbing and 

decide to continue on up toward Coppermine, even 

though it may mean a "dry camp" with no water for 

the night. It could also mean a "cold camp" since 

we are now climbing above timberline, and there may 

be no wood for fuel. 

The altitude is 11,200, and the time is 4:30. John 

wonders where we will spend the night. Suddenly our 

trail cuts through an area cleared of rock and leveled 

as if for campsites. Old timbers are half hidden under 

large flat stones. A rotting harness is cast alongside 

a broken iron pot. I pick up a fragment of a lady's 

old-fashioned, high-buttoned dress shoe of green and 

black leather. There is no history of this place in 

the few reference books we carry, but we guess it 

must have been a depot for the early mule trains to 

and from the mine. 

The old timbers make a welcome fire, and we look 

down on the late afternoon shadows slowly creeping 

across the valley floor, thousands of feet below. 

Somehow one expects to see lights begin to twinkle 

in the gathering darkness, but not a single light or 

fire. 

There is no wind. However, the trees below us have 

no limbs on the uphill side, which indicates that the 

winter wind can and does blow down this canyon 

with terrific force. We are on the exposed mountain 

slope and the feeling is what I would expect in the 

high Swiss Alps. It doesn't seem like our California 

mountains at the moment. 



There are no streams on the rocky slope, but we 

can hear water trickling from the melting snow banks. 

It takes five minutes to find a tiny finger of water 

showing between boulders. We scoop away small 

rocks and gravel and make a one-cup catch basin 

which fills with cold, clear water. The supply is 

ample. 

Day 10. The climb from our campsite to Coppermine 

Pass is breathtakingly grand. At times the only clue 

to the trail is two or three small rocks side by side 

in a flat, man-placed position rather than lying at 

random. The final hundred feet is a narrow and 

treacherous trail at an upward slant of fifty degrees 

that hugs close to the crags and spires. Then, sud-

denly, the foot-wide trail crests between two huge 

boulders that mark the absolute top of the mountain. 

Spread out far below is ice and snow and distant 

lakes and peaks. We have stepped into our own 

Shangri-La. 

A sharp right along the very spine of the mountain, 

to the old copper mine. A great snowfield lies across 

the ridge. Peeking from a corner of the field is one 

timber of the old mine shaft, a solitary monument. 

Elizabeth Pass lies below us and to our side. A 

direct line would be about two miles. If we take the 

indicated trails we will have to walk about five. 

We go cross-country, trying not to lose too much 

altitude as we dodge around giant boulders, patches 

of ice and snow, and small ponds and lakes. One 

hour later we are on Elizabeth Pass at 11,200 feet. 

We descend down a hot, dusty trail to Bearpaw 

Meadow and the site of our first night's camp. We 

are about out of food; dinner will be scant. 

Day 11. We have an eight-mile walk to the road, so 

we are up at 6 o'clock, as usual. Breakfast is cold 

potato soup —a sort of mountain vichyssoise. 

On our first day it had taken us almost seven hours 

and much puffing to cover the eight miles to this 

campsite. About one mile an hour. Today, Bill and I 

find that we are pacing off one mile every twenty 

minutes. We are in fine condition, and it's a pity that 

the 100-mile trip isn't just now beginning instead of 

ending. We are also quite pleased with ourselves. 

Older types can do it. 

We stop at the scales to weigh out. Bill and John 

have each lost ten pounds: I show a loss of twelve 

pounds (down from two hundred). My pack is down to 

thirty-three pounds. Bill's is down to twenty-eight 

and John's pack is now twenty-eight pounds. 

We Solve Mystery-of Missing Packer 

We must solve the mystery of the missing packer, 

so I call the pack station immediately. I explain that 

we camped overnight at Junction Meadow and met no 

packer. What happened? 

There is a long pause at both ends of the line. 

Then the packer asks. "Which Junction Meadow did 

you go to?" I know of only one, and tell him so. 

Junction Meadow near Kern Hot Springs. 

"Damm," said the voice at the other end, "we 

thought you meant Junction Meadow on Bubb's Creek, 

about thirty miles north and west. There's where your 

food is. 

The packer later wrote that he had ridden back to 

Junction Meadow (his, not ours) to retrieve the food. 

He was shipping most of it back to us, he said, but 

he was sorry to report that missing from the cache 

were the fresh things such as vegetables, fruit, and 

meat and cheese. 

The first six days of the mountain climb had been 

an unusual experiment —setting a gourmand's pace 

through a wide variety of new freeze-dried and 

dehydrated foods prepared under primitive conditions. 

However, I must look up that packer someday when 

I'm in his part of the mountains to tell him that in 

retrospect the wrong rendezvous was the best thing 

that happened to us. We carried less weight because 

of it and, in the bargain, lost weight because we ate 

less. 

Hereafter, I'll not worry about running low on food. 

Eating lightly is a good discipline. 

Bill Blowitz, the author's hiking companion on this 

Sierra backpack, was killed by a hit-and-run driver 

in mid-town Manhattan in March, 1964. 
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Cascades Map Review.... 
By Dee Molenaar 

The North Central Cascades. A painted pictorial 
relief map, in oblique aerial view. Copyrighted and 
distributed by George W. Martin and Richard A. 
Pargeter. Price 82.25. 

The absence for many years of a clearly illustrative 
map of the Cascade Range of Washington has been 
a drawback to those endeavoring to outline the 
routes of their climbing excursions. With such a 
complex system and maze of peaks, ridges, and 
valleys, orientation of one's position in the Cascades 
has always presented difficult visualization. Now, 
thanks to the vision of George W. Martin and to the 
artistic perfection of Richard A. Pargeter, such a 
map is finally available. 

As one currently engaged in similarly attempting to 
artistically portray the topographic beauty of Mount 
Rainier National Park, I found in Pargeter's job a 
source of inspiration and a significant achievement 
in cartographic interpretation of the rugged Cascades. 
Painted in a colorful blending of cool greens and 
blues, with warmer tones of yellows and browns, the 
map should delight all who find rhythm and harmony 
in the lines of a mountain scene. Roads, and trails 
with mileages (mileages not shown for roads), are 
shown in a balancing red, while the names of peaks, 
ridges, streams, lakes, and towns are shown in 
unobtrusive black. 

The map, 22 inches by 30 inches, covers an area 
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of approximately 5,200 square miles in the north 
central Cascade Range. It extends from the Snoqual-
mie Pass area in the south to the Spire Point-Dome 
Peak ridge in the north, and from Lake Chelan and 
the Stuart Range in the east, to the foothills and 
lowland in the west. Designed to be useful to begin-
ning hikers and other outdoor enthusiasts, the map 
will be equally valuable to more experienced hikers 
and climbers who wish to penetrate the inner parts 
of the Range. The map serves well as a supplement 
to topographic and Forest Service maps of the area. 

The back side of the map provides valuable addi-
tional information, helpful to anyone planning to 
spend time in the area. An alphabetical listing is 
made of 316 peaks and 347 lakes, giving their loca-
tions by a number-and-letter grid system. Also 
included is a discussion of the Climbing Code and 
good outdoor manners, and a list of the Ten Essen-
tials of clothing and equipment. Of interest is a list 
of suggested 2-day, 3-day, and 4-day or more pack 
trips into this part of the Range. 

The map is printed on soil-resistant paper and is 
available at a price of 82.25 at map, book and sta-
tionary stores throughout Washington State. It may 
also be obtained directly from George W. Martin 
(1804 Chester, Bremerton, Washington 98310), or 
from Richard A. Pargeter (27241 122nd S.E., Kent, 
Washington 98031). 



How a New Map 

Was Made • • • • • • 

By Richard A. Pargeter 

One day in April, 1954, George W. Martin, Registrar 

of Olympic Community College in Bremerton, came 

to see me. Normally, this wouldn't have been an 

unusual event as we both had much in common as 

climbers. George had initiated the mountaineering 

and camperaft classes at the college several years 

before, and I had completed the classes as a break 

from day and night art courses. But the meeting on 

that day was to give our lives a new direction. 

Relative to the mountaineering course which con-

ducted its field trips in the nearby Olympic Moun-

tains, George realized the need for a map type of a 

different concept than the usual U.S. Forest Service 

maps and U.S. Geological Survey topographic 

quadrangles. He wanted a map that would show the 

neophyte climber what the country really looked 

like, showing the terrain from an extreme altitude, 

but still showing the man-made features of roads, 

towns and trails, with trail mileages. George asked 

the question: Would I, as an illustrator, assist him  

on this project? Since I had spent the previous three 

summers with the Park Service in Olympic National 

Park, I had become familiar with the many secrets 

of its rugged and vast back-country terrain. Being 

thus bolstered, I happily consented, and the map, 

"Olympics in Relief" was started. 

Twenty months later and with two more summers in 

the Park behind me, the project was nearing comple-

tion. Toward the end, two and three o'clock periods 

in the morning were familiar hours to me. My eye-

balls assumed the appearance of a typical H. M. 

Gousha Company publication (minus highway num-

bers). On the morning of my military conscription, 

the board was illuminated until 3:30. George took 

it from there and, with great effort, finished the 

informational material for the back of the map, and 

had it printed by February of 1956. 

From an art technique standpoint, I was never 

happy with the map, "Olympics in Relief." It did, 

however, accomplish its purpose of indicating 
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generally what the country looks like, in addition to 
furnishing road and trail information. Also, this 
map has since proved to be a popular and consistent 
seller. 

In 1957, George Martin suggested that we continue 
in the pictorial relief map business and produce one 
on the Cascades. I agreed that this would be very 

well received by the public, as I knew of no map of 

a similar nature which covered this increasingly 
popular mountain recreation area. 

Early in 1958, Martin, acting in his usual capacity 

as reference procurer, started the initial work. This 

included procurement of every type of map in captiv-

ity on the area. Correspondence with various agen-

cies resulted in receipt of copious quantities of 

information, including many types of maps and 

Forest Service I.B.M. listings on roads and trails. 
Flights were made to photographically capture the 
images of the countless peaks, ridges, valleys, 
glaciers, snowfields, rivers and lakes that com-
positely make up the rugged Cascade Range. 

Then came my turn. But before a drop of paint 
could be applied, the entire mountain area had to 
be first drawn in pencil. This took months and was 
done directly from contour maps and the photos. What 

the map amounts to is an illustrator's interpretation 

of contour maps and aerial photographs. 

The painting was to begin only after I was satisfied 

with the pencil drawing of the map in its entirety. 

The painting was to be the "fun" part. However, 

this turned out quite to the contrary and can be 

compared with climbing Mount Rainier—every week-
end. You climb for hours and still don't see the 
summit. Here, I would paint for hours in the space 

of one square inch—after nine square inches were 
painted in seven days' spare time, I still had six 
hundred square inches to go. Here, I seriously 

pondered the wisdom of ever starting this project. 
But, I was committed—if it took the rest of my life. 

However, after frequently passing through moments 

where I wondered about my sanity, my mental 
equilibrium gradually stabilized, as I noted that my 

new map would artistically, and for accuracy, be a 
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great improvement over the Olympic map. 

Such close, confined art work sometimes had 
frustrating results. On occasion, I would get lazy 
and ignore the careful re-checking of pencil work 
before applying the paint. After about an hour's 
painting I would discover that in a certain square 
inch where there should have been two spur ridges 
leading from a main ridge, I had room for only one. 
To squeeze in both of them would not only have 
been dishonest, but would have warped the propor-

tions. At this point, with resignation, the incorrect 

area would be painted out with white and started all 

over again. 

Painting of this type has its physical and mental 

after-effects. I would retire at night with the hope, at 

least, to escape the thought of this self-imposed 

headache, only to be confronted with visions of 

contour lines en masse. After many nights of this 

curious phenomenon I began to wonder if, through 
some kind of a transfer process, those contour lines 
weren't actually being imprinted on the insides of 
my eyelids! 

When I reached the halfway point in the painting 
process I began to realize a sobering fact—my style 
was improving, and my later work was inconsistent 

with the style of my initial work. What I had been 
fairly well satisfied with in the beginning now dis-
appointed me. I now found myself confronted with 

the sobering fact, which was a directive: Paint 

nine-tenths of it over again. After one and a half 

years of meticulous painting I had to re-paint almost 

all of it to match the style which now uniformly 

covers the map. 

Such work demands a very real need for an inspira-
tional "crutch." George Martin was a source of this 
inspiration with his constant encouragement. From 
the start he would pat me on the back and say 
"Good job!" but, as the work passed through the 
stages where inconsistencies in style appeared and 
changes seemed necessary, George's words didn't 
hide the look of horror in his eyes. 

A major source of inspiration was the F.M. radio 
with its broadcasts of classical and light classical 



music. Two of my favorites were Sibelius' "Finlan-

dia" and Grieg's "Peer Gynt Suite." I found that a 

mountain range is comparable to a symphony. Broad 

pastoral valleys bespeak comforting notes of tran-

quility. Visually ascending the ridges, tempo and 

volume seem to increase, then to subside, and rise 

again with suggestions of musical undulation. The 

velvet soft mountain meadows, and concomitant 

jewelled lakes, seem to translate into entrancing 

notes higher on the scale. A sparkling stream, 

splashing through a flower-covered meadow, though 

inseparable from the rest, is a musical entity in 

itself. Thunder is heard—but the day is clear. The 

symbols and drums are weak imitations of the 

avalanche. Full orchestral climax is achieved at 

the grandest summits of Glacier Peak, Mount Stuart 

and Dome Peak. 

It is obvious that, interspersed with the tedium of 

the job, I was grateful for the many moments where 

my love of the mountains could be interpreted 

through my brush while listening to such appropriate 

background music. 

The picture on the cover of the folded map does 

not represent a specific peak or area. However, 

components of this painted scene can be found in 

many parts of the North Central Cascades. The 

mountain may remind one of a peak in some part of 

the Mt. Stuart area, or in the area around Holden. 

The lake is representative of many a high mountain 

lake. The fully timbered ridge is reminiscent of 

those on the Cascade western slope, and many people 

have noted on a ridge crest this lone, gnarled 

sentinel guarding the skyline. As one views this 

matured alpine fir, each gnarl and scar a symbol of 

a battle fought and won, one may contemplate this 

ridge crest resident and admire, not only its aesthetic 

quality, but the patient, enduring strength that it 

exhibits. Further down the ridge, one may note a 

silent story—a tale of the inevitable concession to 

nature's laws. The silver snag, even in death, stands 

with aloof dignity. By contrast, the gentle, white 

Beargrass, nodding in the breeze, offers little 

resistance and will feel only the initial subjugation  

of winter, there being prostrated by the first snow. Its 

decaying upper substance will provide nourishment 

for seed and its own next year's effort. 

Statistics 

The original painting of the map was very slightly 

smaller than the reproduced size. I simply considered 

this format size more convenient than a larger, more 

cumbersome one. It was brush painted in opaque 

water color (tempera and designer's colors). Drawing 

board time added up to 993 hours. This time included 

base map painting, overlays, and the cover painting. 

The place names, roads, trails, etc. were placed 

on two clear plastic overlays, one for the red, the 

other for the black. Onto the black overlay were 

affixed the place names in their exact position. This 

copy was ordered from a commercial printer at no 

small cost, as was all the copy for the back side of 

the map. 

1;ines indicating roads, trails, etc., and additional 

wording, to be printed in red, required the second 

overlay. The wording on this overlay had to be placed 

so as not to conflict with anything on the black, with 

the exception that black names were printed over 

red roads and trails on occasion. 

To facilitate placement of the stick-on names, we 

incorporated a three-person assembly line. It con-

sumed a full weekend, twelve hours both days for 

George, my wife Dee, and me. After this was done 

and the back was set up, we were ready for press. 

The first printing gave us only one hundred maps. 

These were all marked "Proof Copy Only," and were 

not in full color. Our intention was to send these 

proofs to as many people familiar with the mountains 

as we could for final checking. The recipients were 

fishermen, climbers, scouting people, and Forest 

Service personnel. The information, comments, and 

corrections we received from these people proved to 

be invaluable to the accuracy of the final published 

map. 

Our next project? —a pictorial relief map, "The 

North Cascades," an extension of the present man 

north to the Canadian border. 

But, first, a much needed rest. 
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CALIFORNIA MOUNTAINEERING GUIDE SERVICE 
MOUNTAINEERING TRIPS IN SUMMER 
Two sessions per summer: Trips are one, two, three, or four weeks long ac-
cording to preference. Trip visits four of North America's best mountaineer-
ing ranges: Tetons, Wind Rivers, Canadian Rockies, and Bugaboos. Persons 
attending these trips are grouped according to experience and ability. No ex-
perience is needed to attend. Top-notch guides well familiar with the four 
areas take you to the summit of many of the best peaks in each range. All 
technical equipment is provided by the Guide Service. 

June 25—July 25 August 1—September 1 

CLIMBING 
SCHOOL 

Located in the Desolation Valley Primitive Area under a permit from the U. S. Forest 
Service not far from Lake Tahoe, California. Features a comprehensive course for 
beginners and instruction and actual climbing for intermediates. Operates weekends 
Spring and Fall with a full-time summer schedule. Some of America's foremost climb-
ers are regular instructors of the climbing school and provide the best knowledge and 
instruction. Chuck Pratt, Mort Hempel, Juris Krisjansons are among the instructors. 
Reasonable fees, no special equipment needed. 

Summer Schedule: June 25—September 7 

BACKPACKING 
TRIPS IN SUMMER 
These trips are similar to the mountaineering trips in that they visit the same 
areas for the same period of time. It is designed for serious backpackers al-
though one need have had no previous experience. There will 'be time for 
photography, fishing, nature study and any other wilderness interests. Inter-
esting guides who have covered the areas many times will lead each trip. 
Guides will take no more than five persons each. All technical equipment is 
provided by the Guide Service and one need only have sleeping bag, boots 
and backpack. Economical rates are available. 

June 25—July 25 August 1—September 1 

ADVANCED TECHNICAL 
ROCK CLIMBING SEMINARS 

Held in Yosemite Valley three times a year. With America's finest rock climbers as 
instructors (Royal Robbins, Chuck Pratt, Tom Frost and Yvon Chouinard), these 
seminars are an attempt to Alvance the high standard of the sport not only in actual 
technique but in esthetics and philosophy. It is a chance for not only the advanced 
climber to join in discussion and practice of the foremost techniques but also for the 
intermediate-advanced climber who is interested in improving and directing his talents. 
A limit of 20 persons will be accommodated, reservations must be made in advance. 
April 24-25 June 5-6 October 16-17 

Write for complete catalogues: 

CALIFORNIA MOUNTAINEERING GUIDE SERVICE 
308 Columbus Avenue San Francisco, California 392-7470 
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...summit reviews 

Time and the River Flowing: Grand Canyon, by 

Francois Leydet. Sierra Club, 1050 Mills Tower, San 

Francisco 4, California. 825. 

A storm is brewing over Grand Canyon, whose 

integrity is threatened by the proposed Marble Gorge 

and Bridge Canyon dams. Battle lines are now form-

ing for what may well turn out to be the bitterest 

conservation fight in many decades. 

Defense of Grand Canyon, acknowledged throughout 

the world to be an incomparable scenic resource, is 

a top-priority objective of the Sierra Club. To rally 

support for Grand Canyon and forge a weapon for 

its defense, the club has published Time and the 

River Flowing: Grand Canyon by Francois Leydet. 

Time and the River Flowing is illustrated with 100 

color photographs by Ansel Adams, Clyde Childress, 

Joseph Hall, Philip Hyde, Katie Lee, Richard 

Norgaard, and P.T. Reilly, many of which were taken 

from vantage points between rim and river that few 

visitors have yet reached. 

In April and May, 1964, Francois Leydet and a 

small group of companions took a three weeks' boat 

trip down the Colorado River through Grand Canyon, 

from Lee's Ferry to Lake Mead. This journey, which 

must surely be one of the greatest experiences avail-

able to modern man, is described in fascinating 

detail. The reader hears the roar of the rapids, feels 

the surge of the little wooden boat as it dances 

through a stretch of fast water, experiences the 

excitement of an upset, relaxes around an evening 

campfire on a sandy beach as the bats flitter over-

head and the setting sun gilds the Canyon wall.  

Along the way he visits such enchanted places as 

Vasey's Paradise, Elves' Chasm, Surprise Valley, 

and Fern Glen. 

But the book offers much besides the account of 

a river trip. In his opening chapter, the author says 

of the trip: "This had been much more than a sport-

ing expediton, although there had been thrills 

enough. It had been more than an exercise in out-

doorsmanship, although the wilderness had been our 

home. It had been more than a sightseeing excursion, 

although we had seen many stretches of river acces-

sible only by boat. 

"A month earlier, the Grand Canyon still had been 

a kaleidoscope of sights and impressions and a 

potpourri of facts—fossil clams and tourist crowds, 

Indian ruins and projected dams, a snowstorm in the 

ponderosas and a sunrise at Desert View, a pioneer's 

journal and a coyote's bark in the night. Somehow, 

the gradual journey down the river made a whole of 

all these parts. Geology and topography, climate and 

living things, the hopes and hardships of men long 

dead and the boondoggles of today's bureaucrats, all 

fell into place, bound together by the river's con-

necting thread." 

And, so it is with the book. The narrative is used 

to introduce and connect disgressions in which 

Leydet explores different aspects of the Grand 

Canyon story. Thus in Chapter II, he tells of the 

white man's activities around the Grand Canyon from 

Cdrdenas to the execution of John Doyle Lee at the 

site of the Mountain Meadows Massacre. In Chapter 

V, the author climbs up to some prehistoric Indian 
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cliff dwellings, then sketches the history of the red 
man in the area from the days of the giant ground 
sloth to modern times. One chapter describes the 

establishment of Grand Canyon National Park and 

the political and economic pressures which resulted 

in its boundaries including only a portion of the 

geographical Grand Canyon. Another chapter explains 

the geological history of Grand Canyon in what a 

previewing expert has called “the best non-technical 

treatment of the subject I ever read." Still another 

chapter describes the Canyon's marvelously varied 

and interrelated climates and plant and animal com-

munities. Feature by feature, Leydet sketches a 

broad profile of Grand Canyon, drawing both on the 

pertinent literature and on his own explorations and 
experiences during several months at the Canyon. 

There is a third aspect to this book, and it is the 
most important. In the first eight chapters, the 

reader is gradually made aware of the critical threat 
to the integrity of Grand Canyon and of the National 

Park and Monument posed by hydroelectric projects 

of the Bureau of Reclamation. In the last four chap-

ters, Leydet analyzes these projects in detail. He 

shows the irreparable damage to the Canyon's beauty 

and majesty that would result from the building of 

Marble Gorge and Bridge Canyon dams: these would 

submerge forever, first under water and then under 

silt, more than half of the living river's course 

through the Canyon. The author studies the legal 

aspect of Bridge Canyon Dam, which would back 

water through the National Monument and into the 

National Park, and warns of the precedent this 



USEFUL NEW TOOLS FOR THE ROCK CLIMBER 

C 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 

951 FOOTHILL BOULEVARD MU 1-2104 

LA CANADA • CALIFORNIA 
Send for Free Catalog 

SPORT CHALET 

5/8 inch Wedge Angle 

A NEW PITON 

by 
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"Equipment for glpinists° 
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an man can only mar it." 

would set for similar invasions of other units of the 

National Park System. He describes the waste par-

ticularly serious in a land where every drop is 

precious, and the resulting deterioration of the qual-

ity of the remaining water. He analyzes the Pacific 

Southwest Water Plan, of which Bridge Canyon and 

Marble Gorge dams are at present integral projects, 

and poses unsettling questions about the effect that 

foreseeable technological advances may have on the 

economic viability of the dams' hydropower. 

Finally, Leydet argues that there are alternative 

ways to produce this power, alternatives which 

could be put into operation faster and more cheaply, 

which would not be affected by the vagaries of 

rainfall and run-off, which unlike the dams would 

not be doomed by siltation, and which would not  

require the "desecration" of the world's greatest 

canyon. The author argues further than the Bureau 

of Reclamation, to protect its own future as a builder 

of big dams, has deliberately ignored these alterna-

tives. He makes a strong plea for the American 

people to insist that the alternative be thoroughly 

studied by impartial experts and by Congress before 

any decision is made to sacrifice Grand Canyon for 

what could only be, at best, a temporary solution of 

the Southwest's water problems. Readers are urged 

to heed President Theodore Roosevelt's admonition: 

"In the Grand Canyon, Arizona has a natural wonder 

which, so far as I know, is in kind absolutely unpar-

allelled throughout the rest of the world. . . Leave 

it as it is. You cannot improve on it. The ages have 

been at work on it, and man can only mar it." 



MOUNTAINEERING 

ROCK CLIMBING 

CAMPING 

HIKING 

"A Specialty Shop" 

No Compromise has been made to 
make this shop the best in light-
weight, well designed equipment. 
When in San Francisco, come to see 
this fine new store. 

THE NORTH FACE 
308 Columbus Avenue 

San Francisco, California 

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 

I_M=M1R,0 
Dear Editor: 

The American Alpine Club and the 
Sierra Club have authorized the 
establishment of a committee to study 
standards and specifications for hard 
hats used in climbing. These specifi-
cations should serve as a guide for the 
rapidly increasing number of climbers 
who are concerned with head protec-
tion, and will hopefully stimulate 
manufacturers to produce hats de-
signed specifically for the climber. We 
expect to have a meeting in April of 
representative climbers from this area  

and hardhat experts from the Snell 
Foundation to determine the character-
istics of a hat best representing both 
the climber's and the medical view-
point. 

Information from climbers who have 
experience with presently available 
hardhats would be helpful. Detailed 
reports on accidents involving hats, 
with comments on their performance in 
remaining on the head and in prevent-
ing injury under both rockfall and 
climber-fall conditions would be 
especially valuable. Also valuable 
would be reports of injuries where a 
hardhat was not used (but might have 
been helpful). In addition, informed 
comments on the characteristics desir-
able in a climbing hardhat would be 
useful from climbers with a technical/ 
medical background, and from those 
now using hardhats which they feel are 
not completely satisfactory. 

John Armitage 

2280 Quimby Rd. 

San Jose, Calif. 

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. 

INSTRUCTORS 
Dick McGowan, Lute Jerstad, Tom Hornbein, M.D., Pete Schoening, Gary 011in 

Roy Schwitters and others. 

Training Grounds of 1963 American Mount Everest Expedition 

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

RAINIER GUIDE SERVICE & MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOL, INC. 

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

HIGHLAND Oidlidtei.d. 

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" 

Dear Editor: 

. . . The north face of Granite Peak 

(inside front cover December, 1964 

Summit) was climbed in summer of 

1963 by Donald (Claunch) Gordon . . . 

Fred Beckey 

Seattle, Washington 

Dawson's Book Shop 
550 So. Figueroa St. 

Los Angeles, California 90017 

New and out of print books on 
mountaineering. Mimeographed list sent 

on request. 

  
 

 

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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Dear Editor: 

While descending from a climb of the 

east face of Middle Palisade last 

summer, a group of Reno Sierra Club 

members found a film container near 

the top of the first, or lowest, of the 

two couloirs mentioned in the climbing 

guide. This could have been dropped 

by anyone on that route, or possibly 

by someone on the summit block. The 

film was developed and most of the 

slides are quite good. In some of them, 

Mexican climbers are holding a pen-

nant with the inscription, "Patrulla 

22 — Expedicion Mexicana Sierra Ne-

vada USA 1963." 

I would greatly appreciate it if any-

one having information concerning the 

ownership of this film would contact 

me at 11565 Old Virginia Road, Reno, 

Nevada. 

Bill Martin 

Reno, Nevada 

Dear Editor: 

Mr. Graff did an excellent job of 

description on the Beartooth Country 

December( Summit). I should like to 

make a few comments on the area 

though for the benefit of those wishing 

to take a vacation in that beautiful 

country. 

First, the trail situation is rather 

poor both as to number and condition. 

We have found it much easier to travel 

cross country exclusively in the past, 

as it is very easy country to do so. 

The fishing is excellent, the fish 

being small but quite numerous. This 

big ones were fished out many years 

ago. 

T. K. Jones 

China Lake, Calif. 
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letters continued 

7-en cents per word. Payment must be 
enclosed with all orders. 

 

 

Among our Instructors and Lecturers: 

John Harlin —Joe Brown 

Gaston Rebuffat — Yvon Chouinard 

Toni Hiebler — Royal Robbins 

Rene Demaison — Allan Rankin 

MACINNES ALL-METAL ICE AXES 
and ICE HAMMERS are the finest ice 
climbing tools available in the world 
today — and UNBREAKABLE. Designed 
for better cutting, arrests, belays. 
Lengths 20 to 32 inches, sold directly 
to climbers to save them money. All 
orders cash: $16.00, add 75 cents for 
lengths over 28 inches, sling 50 cents, 
postpaid from Scotland. For information 
or to order, write Dick Irvin, P.O. Box 
444, Saratoga, California. 

OKINAWA. Need climbers and climbs! 
D.S. Leak III, 400 mms, Box 242, APO 
San Francisco, California 96239. 

1964 ISSUES OF SUMMIT available 
in complete sets only. $5.00, postpaid. 
Send check or money order to SUMMIT, 
Big Bear Lake, California 

Dear Editor: 

Although there will always be a 

variety of opinions regarding boots, I 

would like to suggest that Lowa Eiger 

boots are not the only, nor the best, in 

my estimation, possibility for winter 

mountaineering, as was suggested in 

the article by Mr. Blomberg. For seven 

years a pair of Sporthaus Schuster 

"Ideal Bergstiefel" with its inner felt 

boot has provided excellent service in 

the course of Andean climbing and 

winter mountaineering in this country. 

This is mentioned for three reasons: 

Its 1958 price was less than half 

the current price for the Lowa boots. 

The Schuster boots weigh little 

more than an ordinary pair of climbing 

boots, whereas the Lowa boots are 

exceptionally heavy (Dr. G.C.E. Pugh,  

physiologist of the British 1953 

Everest expedition, estimates that 

carrying one pound on the feet is the 

equivalent of carrying five pounds on 

the back). 

After experience last summer in 

which three climbers wore Lowa boots, 

and another wore Schuster boots, dur-

ing the course of six bivouacs at high 

altitude, it appeared that some evi-

dence developed which implied that 

the Schuster boots were in fact warmer. 

Leigh Ortenburger 

Palo Alto, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

The Ute Alpine Club of the Univer-

sity of Utah would like to send out an 

invitation to all western outing clubs 

and any interested climbers to attend 

the Ninth Annual Mountaineer's Week-

end, to be held the first weekend in 

May, 1965. The purpose of this week- 

*WHY A 

SLEEPING 

Alpin - ISMM 

INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL OF MODERN MOUNTAINEERING 

— a quick, safe way to the maximum in alpine adventure. 

nw 4 

QII mayfie.,ra goose 
'isn't sleep in a 
erry sleeping bag—

but he sleeps in 
Prime Northern 
Goose Down 

Besides providing an excellent introduction 
to alpinism for beginners, the school offers 

experienced climbers an opportunity to 
learn the most sophisticated modern tech-
niques. Reasonably priced. 

For Brochure 

Write 

Royal Robbins 

Sugar Bowl, Norden, California 
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Manufacturers of fine 

equipment for alpine sports. 

P.O. Box 1081 

Boulder, Colorado 80301 

24-page catalog sent on request 

Scouts—Campers—Fishermen—Hunters 

Backpackers—Mountaineers—Climbers 

BASIC 
MOUNTAINEERING 

The only book of its kind, designed 

to firovide 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. 

ADVENTURE/A&  

WILDERNESS EXPEDITIONS 

For novice campers or experienced 
outdoorsmen. 

YEAR AROUND WILDERNESS REC-
REATION FROM THE MOUNTAINS 
TO THE SEA, FROM THE ARCTIC 
TO THE JUNGLE. Also Fall Trophy 
Hunts and Spring Ski Tours. 
Join us for the ADVENTURE! of a 
lifetime. Finest lightweight equipment 
and food. Small, congenial groups. 
Brochure. 

Bird Nlounsey: ADVENTURE! 
Base Camp, Box 1012E 

Evergreen, Colorado 80439 

end is to bring together interested 

persons for a weekend of climbing, 

caving, hiking, and ski touring. 

Some of the best granite in the 

United States, outside of Yosemite 

Valley, is found an hour's drive from 

Salt Lake City, as well as excellent 

hiking and ski touring in the high 

Wasatch Mountains. After a strenuous 

day you can enjoy yourself at the 

traditional steak fry. 

We are sure you will enjoy Moun-

taineer's Weekend for 1965. For further 

information you may write: Ute Alpine 

Club, 310 Union Building, University 

of Utah, Salt Lake City, Utah. 

Tom Rees, President 

Ute Alpine Club 

Salt Lake City, Utah 

Dear Editor: 

In addition to the North Carolina 

climbing areas mentioned in recent 

Summit issues, there are other south-

ern climbing spots. I am most familiar 

with the cliffs on Lookout Mountain 

around Chattanooga, Tennessee. These 

extend many miles into Georgia and 

Alabama and while quite a few fourth 

and fifth class routes have been done, 

the possibilities have hardly been 

scratched. Few of the routes are more 

than one rope length, but any degree 

of difficulty may be found. Cracks and 

chimneys form most of the routes com-

pleted to date. The rock is mostly firm, 

well cemented sandstone which takes 

pitons well and seldom offers a break-

ing hold. The best climbing weather is 

in spring or fall and the warmer winter 

days, as summer is hot, and the 

vegetation is at its height. Anyone 

wishing to climb in the area may 

contact Thomas Martin, Jr., 108 Linden  

Street, 1. ookout Mountain, Tennes see, 

for information.. 

Thomas R. Kimbrough 

Rocky River, Ohio 

Dear Editor: 

A Kolocotronis Kletter Kink! 

Instead of placing a finger between 

the rappel ropes, as has been recom-

mended to keep them apart to prevent 

crossing and jamming, I snap one rope 

through the safety 'biner (see arrow in 

illustration above). 

The ropes run smooth and free this 

way, without crossing or jamming. This 

"kink" is particularly helpful if you're 

using 7/17 inch rope. 

James Kolocotronis 

Burlington, Iowa 
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BOorra 
A large selection of imported and do-

mestic boots, favorite styles with top 
quality construction. A wide variety 
of styles available: Trailwise Packer, 
Belluna, Americana, Lassen, Arlberg, 
Sella, Bernina, Monte Rosa, Zillertal, 
Lynx, Cortina, Spider, Civetta, Minaret 
Ski Touring, Bolzano and Mountain Boy. 

TRAILWISE 
MOUNTAINEERING 
SKIING • CAMPING • HIKING 

THE SKI HUT 
1615 UNIVERSITY 
AVENUE • BERKELEY 

CALIFORNIA 

WRITE FOR 
THE LATEST 
TRAILWISE 

CATALOG 

Where Experts 
Come 

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

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

TT. 

letters continued 

Dear Editor: 

The Far West Ski Association and 

the National Ski Patrol System in Los 

Angeles will conduct a training course 

in basic ski mountaineering. The 

course is intended to prepare downhill 

skiers for wilderness travel on skis 

and consists of five evening lectures 

covering such things as equipment, 

map and compass, technique of travel, 

preservation of warmth, first aid and 

transportation of injured, etc. After 

the lectures we conduct a three-day 

field trip into the Pear Lake area of 

Sequoia National Park. Upon success-

ful completion of the trip, the United 

States Ski Association's Ski Moun-

taineer Patch is awarded at an award's 

banquet. Dates for the lectures are 

February 3, 10, 17, 24, and March 3. 

The Pear Lake trip is scheduled for 

April 9, 10, and 11, 1965. The meeting 

place for the lectures will be the 

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 

Redwood Restaurant in downtown Los 

Angeles. There will also be less 

strenuous trips for those interested in 

ski touring. 

For further information, call Francis 

Post at 714 792 8421. 

Francis L. Post 

Redlands, Calif. 

Reeteatieftae eictifrotrat ?me. 
DEPT. s 

523 PIKE ST.. SEATTLE 1, WASH 

Klettershoe, $15.75. Send 

A Kronhofer Klettershoe for a sure foot! 

Made by Austria's finest craftsman to meet the demands of the 
most discriminating! The Kronhofer 
foot outline. 
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Sierra Club books 
"For sheer beauty only nature can compete" 

-San Francisco Chronicle 

Time and 
the River Flowing 
GRAND CANYON 
By Francois Leydet 

Gentle Wilderness 
THE 
SIERRA NEVADA 
Text from John Muir 
Photography by 
Richard Kauffman 

Theodore Roosevelt said: "In the Grand Canyon, 
Arizona has a natural wonder which, so far as I 
know, is in kind absolutely unparalleled . . . Leave 
it as it is. You cannot improve on it. The ages 
have been at work on it, and man can only mar it." 
-Dams proposed at Marble Gorge and at Bridge 

Canyon, within the Grand Canyon proper, would 
destroy the living river and the unique life forms 
that through the ages have come to depend upon 
the river's life. Time and the River Flowing com-
bines the poetic and reporting skill of Francois 
Leydet, author of The Last Redwoods, with the 
finest photographs we have been able to find of 
Grand Canyon to emphasize what the living river 
means. 

More than 100 color photographs $25.00 

Generations of Americans have found in John 
Muir's My First Summer in the Sierra delight in 
a place they may not yet have known, in par-
ticular the approaches to Yosemite and the high 
country above it. Muir's own sense of discovery 
was so vivid as to instill a sense of already having 
been there. Nearly a century after Muir's first 
summer, Richard Kauffman has come along with 
a color camera instead of notebook to recapture 
the feeling of discovery and the vividness in what 
Muir was to call the Range of Light. Here is the 
Sierra the way Muir saw it—the way it was then 
and is now. A cool Sierra wind blows through Mr. 
Kauffman's color photographs, a gentle wind. The 
light is that of the gentle hours, warm light on a 
friendly, inviting land. 

72 color plates $25.00 

FROM YOUR BOOKSELLER 

SIERRA CLUB • 1050 Mills Tower • San Francisco 4 


