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Difficult aid climbing 
below the "Gulf of California." 
Royal Robbins and 
Glen Denny. 

T+iE 
"What has succeeded? Yourself? Your nation? Na-

ture? Now understand me well - it is provided in the 

essence of things that from any fruition of success, 
no matter what, shall come forth something to make 
a greater struggle necessary." 

—Walt Whitman 

Mid-October—it might have been mid-July. In our 
foolish human way we ascribed malevolence to the 
impersonal sun, and sweatingly carried our loads 
through the ponderosa pine forest in Yosemite Valley 
to the base of the south buttress of El Capitan. 
Gleaming harshly in the sun, the fine granite swept 
upward 3,000 feet. It was like a vertical desert of 
white sand. 

The south buttress, climbed only three times, is 
a tough customer. But it, at least, is caressed in 
the afternoon by cool west winds. It was different 
where we were headed. For our goal was the con-
cave, oven-like southeast face, breeze-sheltered and 
sun-exposed. 

Alert for rattlesnakes, we trudged upward along the 
narrow band of white talus lining the base of the 
monolith. The conifers were left behind and live 
oaks, with their swarthy foliage, now bordered our 
path. 

In less than an hour we reached our destination, 
600 feet above the meandering Merced, now just a 
trickle amid wide sandy beaches. We were at the 



NORTH  MERIC  WALL 
By Royal Robbins 

Photos by Tom Frost 

base of our proposed route up the North America 
Wall. This was the name given the southeast face 
of El Capitan in recognition of a crude map of North 
America outlined in the surrounding light colored 
granite by a massive intrusion of black diorite. 

Four great routes existed on El Capitan, but the 
southeast face was still virgin. We had earlier made 
several probes, the most serious a four-day recon-
naisance to the half-way point—about 1,200 feet. At 
that time we reached a spacious terrace which we 
named Big Sur Ledge. We calculated it would be a 
good place to work on the grim wall above. 

In the afternoon, as the sun disappeared behind the 
south buttress, Yvon Chouinard led the first pitch. 
He placed pitons in the cracks and moved upward in 
stirrups. It was not difficult, and he climbed 130 feet 
in an hour. 

Tom FrosL followed Chouinard's lead, removing 
the pitons. When they had finished this first pitch 
they rappelled to the ground for our bivouac at the 
base of the Wall. Chuck Pratt and I, the other half 
of our team, jocosely welcomed them back to Terra 
Ferma. "Hey, Yvon," I said, ''that first pitch was 
easy, but wait until you get to the third. Frost led 
it on one recon, and I on another, and neither of us 
ever want to lead it again." For some reason this 
didn't cheer Yvon up. Chouinard joined us late, to 
fill a vacancy left by that ingenious direct aid climb-
er, Glen Denny. For Glen, who had done excellent 
work on the probes, couldn't join us for the big push. 
In Glen's absence we were very fortunate indeed to  

get Chouinard, for his experience, skill, and good 
humor would be valuable in the days ahead. 

With my wife Elizabeth, and a few friends, we 
supped that evening on our bivouac food: cheese, 
salami, rolls, candy, and gorp (a mixture of raisins, 
nuts, gum drops, etc.). Then we bedded down, each 
with his own thoughts about the next 9 days we 
expected to be on the wall above us. 

We lay awake on the warm sand, as the lunar bril-
liance of a full moon turned the night to a strange 
day. We knew our destiny—for 9 days at least, but 
viewed the coming struggle with conflicting emo-
tions. Part of each of us was elated by the prospect 
of a great adventure and first ascent. Another part 
wondered what the hell we were doing there. This 
question led us to another: What, in the ultimate 
sense, were we doing anywhere? Living. Living 
—yes, we are primarily alive —there's a premise, 
anyway. Since we are alive, we may as well make 
the most of it, that is, live as fully as possible. 
This, I think, involves having your spiritual, mental, 
and physical resources stretched to their limits. Our 
coming bout with our old adversary, El Cap, would 
certainly be consistent with this philosophy. 

Tom and Yvon were at it early next morning, with 
Tom leading the second pitch. Meanwhile, Chuck and 
I packed our 200 pounds of provisions and gear into 
4 duffel bags. 
On through the day our friends climbed in the 

oppressive heat, while Chuck and I brought up the 
to page five, please 
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from page three 

rear and the gear. A couple of short falls occurred, 
but nothing serious. It was difficult aid climbing, as 
the piton cracks were bad. In 400 feet we couldn't 
make a vertical move without pitons for assistance. 
Tom and Yvon left fixed ropes over each pitch, and 
we haulers ascended these ropes with mechanical 
devices called Jumar Ascendeurs. We raised the 
bags by passing the hauling line through a pulley 
and using our body weight rather than arm strength 
to lift the SO-pound loads. 
As daylight vanished, Frost reached Mazatlan 

Ledge, 500 feet above the ground. Several hours 
passed before we others could join him. 
The night passed quickly and the blistering sun 

was again upon us. A little frog on our ledge greeted 
the morning with us. Or perhaps I should say, "his 
ledge." We were careful not to disturb him more than 
necessary. 

Chuck led the Gulf of California, a large overhang 
with a deep recess up behind it. Impressions that 
day: Pratt smoothly slithering up a difficult jam 
crack; frightening exposure as I followed his lead 
around the Gulf; our friends on the ledge below 
struggling to pack our mass of gear; hammering tiny 
pitons into poor cracks; a string of bolts placed on 
a reconnaisance (we had previously placed 19); a 
pendulum by me, and another by Chuck; finally, cau-
tious night climbing to reach "Calaveras Ledges" 
for our bivouac, a warm, comfortable one. 

Next day we continued in the black diorite. It's a 
brittle rock which takes pitons badly and fractures 
into small blocks, so what cracks exist are very 
discontinuous. Some of the blank sections between 
cracks were passed with bolts, but many were 
passed by the use of skyhooks. These are hooks of 
various sizes used to support the body from ledges, 
nubbins, and flakes. 

Late in the afternoon we reached our previous high 
point, Big Sur Ledge. Tom continued, attempting to 
make a 150-foot traverse across a blank wall. He 
climbed diagonally up to the left. From a point 60 
feet above us and 30 feet left, we lowered him until  

he was almost level with us, hanging out from the 
wall. Then we pulled him toward us with another 
rope. When we had gotten him nearly to the ledge we 
let go of the lower rope and he swung far away from 
us, in an attempt to reach a flake 50 feet away. After 
several tries he was successful and began ascending 
the flake. Pitons were soon useless and he had to 
chip away small sections of the thin flake and hang 
aid slings on the small horns thus created. At the 
top of the flake he placed a tiny piton in an incipient 
crack. Standing in short slings from this piton he 
reluctantly placed a bolt and returned to Big Sur 
Ledge, exhausted, but smiling and happy. 

Things were looking up. Tom had gotten us to a 
point halfway across the Borderline Traverse (so-
called because it starts at the southern border of 
California, and because it "just goes"), the weather 
was slightly cooler, and we had an excellent ledge 
for the bivouac. But we were thirsty. 

Next day, Chuck and I, with another pendulum, 
completed the traverse and climbed upward 200 feet 
into the overhanging, gaping maw of the Black 
Dihedral. As Frost had said of it the previous day, 
"That's about the ugliest thing I have ever contem-
plated climbing." Pratt echoed his sentiments with 
a parody of Layton '(or: "Oh, my God, we're going 
to be swallowed alive in those overhanging chimi-
nies up there!" We returned to the ledge several 
hours after dark. "OK, you guys, we got you start-
ed," we facetiously told our friends. "Now all you 
have to do is climb the next 300 feet of that black 
beast, and we have it made." 
"Yeah," replied . Yvon, in his typically sardonic 

tone, "right in the middle of nowhere." 
The weather changed on the sixth day. The devas-

tating heat fell off, and cool westerly breezes 
reached us. Leaving our pleasant ledge, we crossed 
the traverse, and climbed the Black Dihedral. It was 
a mess: rotten, overhanging, the cracks filled with 
dirt and grass. The only thing that can be said for 
the Black Dihedral is that it is not quite as disagree-
able close up as it looks from afar. Well after dark 

to page seven, please 
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from page five 

we reached the "Black Cave," a bottomless alcove 
topped by a giant overhang. With minds dulled from 
fatigue, we carefully strung our hammocks from 
pitons, and with painstaking caution passed around 
the bivouac gear, and then food and water. Tom, 
close to the ceiling, explored with the flashlight. 
"Hey, you guys, there's a bunch of huge centipedes 
crawling around above my head!" 
"Hell, that's too bad," we replied. "But don't flip 

'em on us if they land on you." Centipedes - that 
was a new one. We had encountered rats on the South 
Buttress, frogs on Mazatlan Ledge, and now multi-
legged monsters. And it was cold. 

We were astonished in the morning to see how we 
hung out over the ground. We dropped some rocks 
which fell unhindered, landing 30 feet out from the 
wall with a "poof." Clouds at different levels half-
filled the sky. We learned from my wife, via our 
small two-way radio, that a large storm was coming. 

It was Chuck's lead. I didn't know whether to envy 
him or not. It would be a tough pitch to lead, but it 
would also be unpleasant to follow. Chuck nailed 
one side of the overhang and found a cream-colored 
horizontal dike of aplite leading around the top. It 
was rotten, but there was no other way. My vague 
feelings of uneasiness increased as we watched the 
lower part of Chuck's body move 30 feet sideways 
across our line of vision. But when Chuck started 
complaining about his pitons shifting and coming 
out, I began wishing I was with our friends down 
below, watching this curious drama, rather than 
participating in it. Our spunky friend finally ran out 
of piton cracks and was forced to place a couple of 
bolts for a hanging belay, our twelfth. Following 
this lead was a harrowing experience. It was the 
most incredibly exposed place I have ever been and 
the pitons were bad, and necessarily awkwardly 
spaced. I left two because I couldn't reach back and 
get them. With vast relief I reached the dubious 
security of Chuck's position. 

"Say, Old Man, that was a fantastic lead. Congratu-
lations!" 

"Thanks, dad." 
"Damn, what exposure  It was all I could do to 

control my emotions so I could keep climbing." 
"Yeah, I know what you mean," Chuck sympatheti-

cally replied. "I had the same trouble." 
"I certainly don't want to go back down there." 
"Me neither. Looks like we might just reach the 

Cyclop's Eye, if we go like hell." 
"Anything's better than going back down that 

overhang," I replied. 
"Yes, but Tom and Yvon might not think so." 
He was right. They wouldn't want to leave the op-

presive security of the Black Cave to bivouac on a 
blank wall in a rainstorm. So we conned them into 
coming up with: "Hey, you guys, com'on up. We can 
reach the Eye for sure." 

Then we started pushing as fast as safety would 
allow. 
It was a close race. The clouds thickened and 

lowered. Light rain began. Night arrived. Several 
hours after dark we reached the Cylop's Eye, a great 
hole in the rock, 200 feet high and 30 feet deep. As 
long as the air was still we would be sheltered from 
the rain. 

As we munched our salami, rejoicing over our good 
fortune in avoiding a night on the rainswept blank 
wall below, car headlights below indicated the ar-
rival of our friends for our nightly chit-chat. Through 
our two-way radios, they told us the day's climbing 
had been a thrilling show viewed from the ground. 
Liz asked me what I thought of Chuck's lead. With-
out hesitation, I replied, "It's the most spectacular 
lead in American climbing." 

Our friend Mort Hempel, a fine folk musician, ser-
enaded us with guitar music. A particularly memor-
able piece was "Mole's Moan," an indescribably 
beautiful guitar melody which temporarily trans-
ported us from the face of El Capitan to a never-
never land of exquisite loveliness, a land where 
nostalgia is the dominating emotion. The latest 
weather forecast returned us to reality. The storm 
might continue several days. Our water supply was 

to page nine, please 
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from page seven 

now adequate, but we were already rationing our 
food. 

The rain stopped next morning, but a small water-
fall draining the extensive summit fell 20 feet out 
from us. Yvon began the trip to the top of the Eye. 
He moved gracefully without wasted motion up the 
shattered black rock. Tom then placed pitons in a 
horizontal crack to traverse 40 feet. This was deli-
cate work. We overheard Tom tell Yvon, "Say, this 
is really bad. Most of these pins would never hold 
in a vertical crack." Frost was the man for such 
work. There s not a better aid climber in the world. 

Late in the day Chouinard led the most disagree-
able pitch on the Wall. It was the closest thing we 
met to the legendary ultimate in climbing problems: 
the overhanging sand dune. Chouinard was forced 
to place bong-bongs (large pitons) straight up be-
tween overhanging loose blocks, climb up on these 
and then place more between the same blocks. It was 
another one of those pitches which one never wants 
to lead again. 

After this tough day's climbing, our friends re-
turned to the ledge, once again well after dark. They 
were thoroughly exhausted. Chuck and I commended 
them for their efforts, thankful it had been them and 
not us. Little did we suspect that the next two 
pitches would be as bad as any we had encountered. 

As we were preparing our bivouac just before 
dark, strong winds brought menacing clouds scudding 
out of the south. The words of Robinson Jeffers 
came to mind, "the great blue-black winter storms, 
heavy rain and the hurricane." This was the first 
great storm of the wet season. It swept over Cali-
fornia with startling violence and drenching wetness, 
as if eager to make amends for the hot, dry autumn. 
Overnight the Sierra summer was transformed to 
winter. Next morning precipitation had ceased, but 
the sky was still covered with cloud. A light grey 
mist hung low between the Cathedral Spires, while 
amorphous clouds clung to the north face of Sentinel 
Rock, and updrafts repeatedly swept a white fog up 
the wall below us. All around us waterfalls cascaded 
down the North America Wall, and one fell through  

space 20 feet out from us in our sheltered hole. But 
we hadn't been sheltered from the wind-driven rain. 
We were cold, wet, and tired, and although we now 
had ample water, our food supply was low, and we 
were feeling the effects of the rationing. Our morale 
was at its low point that morning. 

The forecast now was only light showers. Encour-
aged, we climbed on, committing ourselves to the 
wall above Cyclop's Eye. The aid climbing continued 
to be severe. Because of the discontinuous nature of 
the cracks, we found ourselves using far many more 
sky hooks than we had ever used on any other climb. 
Also that day I placed our 38th and last bolt. We 
had taken great pains to avoid placing bolts except 
in cases of absolute necessity. Much of the point of 
a climb like this is to meet the problems with 
technique and spirit. Indiscriminate use of bolts is 
unsporting because it doesn't give the wall a 
''chance." 

After dark we struggled up to a wonderful little 

•cave with a sandy floor. We christened it "The 
Igloo" and passed our coldest night there. 

Next morning the sun rose through a perfectly clear, 
blue sky; and our spirits rose also. The sun's warmth 
cut through the crisp air and snow water began to 
run down the wall. We were happy to be alive. With 
the summit only 300 feet away, success was virtual-
ly certain and our tensions evaporated. 

The last two pitches were tough, but consistent 
with the nature of the climb from bottom to top. We 
were all on the summit by 3 P.M., celebrating our 
success with cold drinks brought up by friends. It 
was one of the two most beautiful Sierra days I have 
ever seen. The high country sparkled with white 
brilliance against a rich blue. The black tower of 
Sentinel Rock, as high as we were, stood somber 
and forbidding across the Valley. All the great rock 
forms from the delicate slivers of the Cathedral 
Spires, to the noble mass of Half Dome, were etched 
in sharp relief. How good it is that tiny specks on 
the earth can experience joy by merely observing 
the beauty of the earth! And now we would return 
to our life below to await the call of the next chal-
lenge of the vertical. 
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F TIC;UE and 
Some thoughts on the importance of fatigue and 

exhaustion in mountaineering are followed by a 
consideration of the subjective nature of fatigue. 
Results are given of some measurements of rates 
of walking for periods of up to 24 hours. The mental 
approach to fatigue is then compared with various 
physiological changes which occur and methods 
given of preventing or minimizing these changes. 
Increased concentrations of waste products, de-
creased blood glucose concentration, dehydration, 
salt deficiency, altered body temperature, blisters, 
muscle aches, lack of sleep and deterioration of 
judgment are all seen to be important. Finally, the 
beneficial training value of fatigue is briefly re-
viewed. 

Fatigue is a sensation which most mountaineers 
have experienced, yet few of us have ever truly 
reached exhaustion. Perhaps fatigue, more than any 
other emotional sensation, tends to be exaggerated 
in the telling, yet no other sensation during our 
mountain days makes such a deep and lasting impres-
sion on our minds. Fatigue, and even the early 
stages of exhaustion, may be employed as a method 
of character training, as in the Outward Bound 
courses. Here the overcoming and extending of ap-
parent bodily limitations is considered to be good 
preparation for later facing up to mental and psy-
chological problems. 

The prevention of excessive fatigue is important 
in long and strenuous mountaineering expeditions. 
Exhaustion has dangers by affecting one's moun-
taineering competence and by reducing resistance 
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to exposure. Some knowledge of the true nature of 
fatigue and exhaustion may thus be useful to all 
who are likely to experience them, and particularly 
to those who have the responsibility of leading 
parties of young beginners. 

First, we may ask—just what is "fatigue"? As a 
subjective experience it is increased difficulty and 
discomfort in continuing to walk or climb. There is 
desire only to rest, yet afterwards there is a certain 
perverse satisfaction in having reached this rather 
uncomfortable physical and mental stage. 
Objectively, fatigue is more elusive. Facial ex-

pression, carriage, and verbal commentary may 
betray fatigue to one's companions. Usually it is 
assumed that as you tire you walk more slowly; this 
may not be true, however. Recently, I measured the 
rate of walking of twenty not over-fit students during 
a period of twelve hours hill-walking, which included 
the ascent of four hills. At the end of this period 
they were walking on flat roads and ascending or 
descending a steep hillside at approximately the 
same rate as at the beginning. On other occasions, a 
few of us walked thirty-five to forty miles in twenty-
four hours, and found that over each of the final 
sixteen miles on flat roads we walked at exactly the 
same speed - sixteen minutes per mile - as during 
the first hour at the start of the twenty-four-hour 
period. 

Even more startling were the results when two of 
us made six complete cross-country circuits between 
two flags —one-quarter mile apart and with seven 
hundred vertical feet between them. On the first 
circuit we each took eighteen minutes to ascend and 
ten minutes to descend. On repeating this a further 
five times, with only a few minutes rest at each 



flag, both individuals went faster each time, until 
on the sixth circuit they ascended in thirteen minutes 
and descended in six minutes. Yet, they both felt 
that they were going slower each time! This shows 
how unreliable is one's subjective estimate of 
speed, and illustrates the importance of actually 
measuring the time taken to cover a known distance. 

During most of these experiments we discovered 
that as one became more tired, rests tended to be-
come longer and more frequent. The need for a rest 
was felt after a progressively shorter spell of 
walking, and there was an increasing reluctance to 
start again after each rest. The total rate of progress, 
including rests, was thus decreased, but while 
actually walking there seemed to be a most efficient 
rate at which we walked, whether fresh or fatigued. 
It must, however, be admitted that in all these 

experiments we only investigated the effects of 
fatigue, never those of complete exhaustion. It may 
still be true, therefore, that as one approaches 
exhaustion, real slowing does occur. Moreover, al-
most all the individuals involved were reasonably 
experienced hillwalkers, with the mental stamina to 
continue and ignore the discomfort of blisters and 
aching muscles. Therefore, the results may not apply 
to younger or inexperienced people. 

The psychological aspects of the problem, and the 
fact that fatigue is largely subjective, are worthy of 
consideration. There is some truth in the idea that 
fatigue is "all in the mind," and so it should be 
possible to partly overcome fatigue by having the 
correct mental approach. Concentrating on the ex-
quisite pain of a blister each time one takes a step 
soon magnifies the pain beyond bearing. Attempting 
not to walk on a sore part soon causes pain in 
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A typical case of fatigue. 

muscles not normally used in this fashion. Much 
more effective is just to walk normally as if the 
blister did not exist and to ignore the pain by think-
ing of something —anything —else. In this way, the 
first few minutes after a rest are almost unbearable, 
then the discomfort seems to fade and become 
nothing more than a nagging awareness at the back 
of the mind. It is almost as if one had broken the 
"pain barrier" well-known to middle-distance runners. 

This ability to detach oneself from the present and 
ignore the future, and how long it will last, is per-
haps the greatest weapon with which to combat 
fatigue. Singing, jokes, and conversation with one's 
compallions may help to divert the mind. Certain 
types of music, particularly rousing marches or 
pop-tunes with a good beat can make a surprising 
difference to the psychological state. Concentrating 
on one's companions helps deflect attention from 
one's own predicament. This is particularly so for 

to next page, please 

(Gordon Waddell holds a B.S. degree in Physiology 
and is an experienced mountaineer. This article is a 
result of three years of experimental work on the 
relation of exercise and nutrition.) 
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a leader whose responsibility for the party eclipses 
his own problems. These, however, are but a few of 
the dodges which may be employed. The main thing 
is 	not to worry about, or even think about, one 's 
fatigue, but to occupy the mind with something else 
and maintain a cheerful extrovert outlook. 

Physiological Alterations in Fatigue 

Apart from the mental approach, however, it is 
also possible to adopt some practical procedures to 
minimize fatigue and prevent exhaustion. The follow-
ing is a list of various physiological alterations 
which occur in fatigue; any one of these could finally 
cause collapse, but more commonly all, or most of 
them, act together to prevent continued progress. 
Against each is given the simple, practical measures 
which will combat it and help to maintain good 
physical condition. These notes are especially 
applicable to periods of up to twenty-four hours on 
the move. They may, however, also provide useful 
guidance for a day's outing where exhaustion is 
unlikely but pleasure can be increased by minimizing 
fatigue. 

(1) Increased Concentrations of Waste Products 'in 
the Blood. 
Most important of these is lactic acid. These sub-

stances are produced in the muscles during exercise 
and removed by the activity of the lungs, liver, and 
kidneys. They can only be removed at a certain rate, 
so to prevent their accumulation they should not be 
produced faster than they can be removed. A regular 
rhythmic stride should be used, and the pace should 
be comfortable and not too fast. Even when climbing 
steeply there should be enough breath to hold a 
conversation. Forcing the pace will lead to their 
accumulation and rarely increases the rate of prog-
ress by more than one-quarter to one-half m.p.h. for 
long. Rests should also be carefully regulated. 
During a rest the concentration of these substances 
decreases - fastest at first and more slowly as they 
disappear. The recovery in twenty minutes is there-
fore only about twice that in the first five minutes. 
This means that two five-minute rests in an hour  

will keep the average concentration lower than will 
one ten-minute rest. On the other hand, the body only 
works most efficiently after exercising for some 
time so that a balance can be achieved. Thus, it is 
unwise to have a one-minute rest every five minutes. 
Probably about right is three to six minutes of rest 
every twenty to sixty minutes. 

Decreased Energy Stores and Decreased Con-
centration of Blood Glucose. 

A great deal of energy is used up when walking, 
especially when traveling cross-country, so much 
body fat and sugar must be burnt to provide it. This 
soon causes a fall in the blood glucose concentration 
which, as any diabetic knows, leads to mental 
symptoms and ultimately unconsciousness. This, 
however, can easily be prevented by regularly re-
plenishing the energy stores with food. A little often 
is much better than a large meal every three to four 
hours, and the ideal is to eat something, even if only 
a biscuit or piece of chocolate, at every rest. Any 
kind of food will maintain the blood glucose concen-
tration, but if it is suspected that it has fallen -if 
feeling very tired or dizzy and seeing stars before 
the eyes—then sugary foods will restore it most 
rapidly. Heavy packs also result in more energy 
being used and so accelerate fatigue. 

Dehydration. 
When walking, much more sweating occurs than 

normally and so fluid loss increases. In a twelve-
hour-day's hillwalking in February, we found a total 
fluid loss of up to five to seven pints; in twenty-four 
hours on the move in mid-summer this could easily 
reach ten to twenty pints. Yet a deficit of only five 
pints will cause decreased efficiency and a deficit 
of fifteen to twenty pints may cause unconscious-
ness. It is therefore imperative, especially in warm 
weather, to drink enough to balance the fluid loss 
and prevent a deficit developing. More should be 
drunk than is required to quench the thirst, and as a 
rough guide drinking should continue so long as the 
urine is darkly coloured. It is best to drink often, if 
possible at every rest. 
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Salt Deficiency. 
Much salt is also lost in the sweat, and this in-

creased loss of salt may lead to cramp. in warm 
weather, therefore, when profuse sweating occurs, 
salt should be added to suitable foods, or if sweat-
ing is extreme salt tablets may be taken. 

Rise or Pall in Body Temperature. 
In cold conditions the body temperature may fall 

and exposure can occur. This can be prevented by 
wearing an adequate amount of suitable clothing. in 
warm weather the temperature may rise, and collapse 
can occur from heat exhaustion. To prevent this, the 
pace should be slow to avoid the production of too 
much heat; thin, loose clothing which allows ventila-
tion should be worn; rests should be taken in the 
shade and, if possible, every opportunity taken to 
bathe in cool streams. 

Blisters or Bruised Feet. 
In this case prevention is much better than cure. 

Boots should be well-fitted, broken-in, and worn with 
two pairs of wool socks. Practice walks to thicken 
the skin of the soles should precede any long walk. 
If any sore parts begin to be felt they should be 
covered with an elastoplast dressing, such as mole-
skin, before a blister develops. If any blisters do 
appear they should be burst and covered with an 
elastoplast dressing. 

Aching Muscles and Cramp. 
This is usually due to inadequate blood supply, or 

poor condition of the muscles. The only way to 
overcome this is by plenty of exercise beforehand to 
improve their condition. Great strength is not neces-
sary, and quality is more important than quantity. 
Preparation should therefore consist of long periods 
of walking rather than exercises designed to enlarge 
the muscles. When walking, a relaxed rhythmic stride 
with the foot flat on the ground at each step is much 
better than jerky uneven steps which place too much 
strain on particular muscles. Unaccustomed heavy 
loads will cause soreness in back and shoulder 
muscles. 

Lack of Sleep. 
Young animals kept without sleep for about five 

days show signs of brain damage and die. There 
will not, however, be any such ill effects from 
periods of twenty-four to thirty-six hours without 
sleep, and it would be almost impossible for any 
human being to drive himself voluntarily until he 
collapses from lack of sleep. It is, however, impor-
tant not to have a chronic lack of sleep at the start 
of any unusually long period of exercise. Thus, for 
a week or so beforehand late nights should be 
avoided. 

One item is nt mentioned which will not in itself 
cause collapse, but can be a vital handicap in any 
competition and may increase the chance of acci-
dents: deterioration of judgment due to the mental 
effects of fatigue. This may appear as loss of de-
termination to continue, failure to follow instructions 
correctly, neglect of elementary safety precautions 
or foolish errors in map reading by competent 
mountaineers. This can only be overcome by attempt-
ing to minimize the effect of each of the changes 
noted above. Various drugs which are sometimes 
suggested often give only an illusion of well being 
and improved judgment. Much better is to realize 
that one's mental capabilities have deteriorated and 
to devote extra care and attention to every seemingly 
and trivial decision. 

Finally, it is worthy of note that the more often one 
experiences fatigue and the closer one has ap-
proached exhaustion, the less one seems to be 
fatigued and the more it takes to cause exhaustion. 
This is not merely an improved physical fitness but 
also an increased mental ability to withstand and 
conquer one's physical weaknesses. Fatigue may 
thus be said to have a training value for extending 
one's psychological horizons. It will be beneficial 
not only for future experiences of fatigue, but also 
by giving an increased mental capability to overcome 
any difficulties in life which demand resilience, 
perseverance, and an ability to rise above one's 
bodily limitations. 
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Some of the ice caves on Timoncito Glacier, Pico Bolivar. 

Western Venezuela By Robert G. Stein 

Photos by Pranco Anzil 

Many North Americans are unaware of the beautiful 

Andes of Western Venezuela. in height, they do not 

rival the giants of Peru and Chile, but several reach 

above 16,000 feet. There are many interesting climbs 

of widely varying degrees of difficulty ranging from 

hikes to lakes and glaciers in the high country to 

pioneering new routes up Pico Bolivar (16,422 feet). 

The center of mountaineering in Venezuela is 

Merida, a Spanish colonial town, founded in 1558. 

Today, its biggest features are the University of the 

Andes and a thriving tourist trade. From Merida a 

spectacular cable car gives easy access to the high 

country. This teleferrico is both the longest and the 

highest in the world. It takes about an hour to go 

in it from Merida (5,172 feet) to Pico Espejo (15,629 

feet). 
Perhaps the favorite trip from Pico Espejo is the 

hike to the ice caves of Timoncito Glacier, about a 

mile away by trail, on the southeast part of Pico 

Bolivar. From the glacier, the usual route up Pico 

Bolivar goes up the steep rock. The climb of Pico 

Bolivar can be easy or difficult, depending on the 

route and the conditions. At its easiest, from 

Timoncito Glacier in April or May, when there is 

least snow, it is a short free climb, though a rope 

should be brought for safety. At its hardest, in the 

rainy season, roughly June to October, it can be a 

very difficult climb, requiring rope, ice axe, and 

crampons. Guides are locally available and strongly 

recommended. Pico Bolivar has a bust of Simon 
Bolivar, liberator of Venezuela, Colombia, and 

Ecuador, on top. It was placed there by members of 

the University of the Andes Alpine Club. The chief 
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Pico Bolivar, as it appears from the top of Pico Espejo (15,629 feet), where the teleferrico ends. Judging by the amount 
of snow, this picture was taken in the rainy season. 

difficulty in climbing Pico Bolivar is, strangely, due 
to the tele/errico, which brings about such a rapid 
change in altitude that the climber is very prone to 
headaches and acute shortness of breath. 

Other interesting climbs in the immediate area of 
Pico Bolivar are: El Torro (15,600 feet), and El Leon 
(15,550 feet), La Concha (16,144 feet), and the twin 
peaks Bonpland (16,020 feet) and Humboldt (16,210 
feet). El Torro and El Leon are both free climbs. The 
twin peaks are mainly snow climbs. By taking short 
drives out of Merida, numerous other peaks may be 
reached. 

You can get to Merida from Caracas either by road 
or by air. The most spectacular route is the Trans 
Andean Highway which, though excellently graded 
and paved, should only be attempted by cars in good 
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condition, as it involves a 42-mile climb from the 
lianos or plains, nearly at sea level, to a chilly 
13,400-foot pass. There is a daily commercial flight 
from Caracas which lands at an airport right in the 
center of Merida, just a few blocks from the tele-
ferrico. Since mountaineering equipment may be 
rented or bought locally, baggage limits imposed by 
flying do not cause serious difficulty. 

Further information about the Merida area can be 
obtained from Sr. Franco Anzil, La Casa del Tourista, 
Avenida 3n. 21-70, Merida, Venezuela. Mr. Anzil, 
who took the accompanying pictures, is an avid 
climber. All inquiries must be in Spanish. I'm sure 
other North American climbers will find this area as 
charming as I have. 



Timoncito Glacier, in 
the rainy season. The large snow couloir 
going up and toward the right 
in the center of the picture is the usual 
route up Pico Bolivar. 

 

Summit of Pico Bolivar. 

y 
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Aerial vzew of Mount Whitney with its stone hut on top. The John Muir 
Trail starts in Yosemite and ends here. Photo by James A. Suthard 

¼ 
Cathedral Pass 

I 

Longs Meadow, 14 miles 

I 
or  Happy Isle, Yosemite Valley 

fiIKINCi 
(Winding through the heart of the High Sierra region 

for 211 miles from Yosemite Valley to Mount Whitney, 
the John Muir Trail follows close to the Sierra Crest. 
Each summer finds increasing numbers of backpack-
ers out "to do" the Muir Trail from beginning to 
end. Some carry all of their food; others have it 
cached by a packer along the trail, or go out to 
Bishop for additional supplies. Construction of the 
trail was begun in 1915, the year after John Muir 

died, and was named as a memorial to him. 'The last 
section of the trail was completed in 1938. Charles 
Pou and his two teenage 'sons carried all of their 
food and completed the trip in two weeks. This is 
their account.) 
There is a sign at Happy Isles in Yosemite Na-

tional Park that lists Vernal Falls, Nevada Falls, 
Half Dome Trail, Glacier Point Trail, and others. The 
last item listed is Mount Whitney, 211 miles away 
by way of the John Muir Trail. My sons, Gavin, 14 
and Chauncey, 13, and I departed from this point at 
7:30 a.m. on July 7th of last year. Later that day we 
stopped short of Cathedral Pass in a wild remote 
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area that might have been a thousand miles from 
civilization. There were wild animal tracks in the 
trail indicating that bear, deer, elk, and mountain 
lion had also passed this way. 

Next day, Cathedral Pass (10,000 feet and 15.7 
miles from Yosemite Valley) was easy. Then 
Tuolumne Meadow, which flattened out at about 
8,500 feet altitude, led us to a beautiful part of the 
trail through Lyell Canyon following the Lyell Fork. 
Our second day was unlike any of the others in that 
we started in a wild remote area, proceeded until 
we came to Tuolumne Meadow which was filled with 
many people and cars, then continued away from the 
crowds to a quiet camp by the Lyell Fork, 18 miles 
from our first day's camp. 
There are 11 passes on the John Muir Trail. An 

early lunch on the third day found us looking down 
from Donahue Pass (11,000 feet and 36.7 miles from 
start of trail). Island Pass (10,250 feet and 41 miles 
from start) presented an unforgettable view of the 
Ritter Range with Banner Peak predominating over 
Mount Ritter, even though Ritter is higher. We 
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dropped down from Island Pass to Thousand Island 
Lake, a superb large mountain lake, spotted all over 
with rock islands, backed to the southwest by Ban-
ner Peak and overlooked by Mount Ritter. We crossed 
a bridge at the lower end of Thousand Island Lake, 
continuing on to Emerald Lake where we made an 
early camp. 

It was at Thousand Island Lake that we met two 
young men who were also making the John Muir Trail. 
They explained their intention to take 20 days for 
the hike, going out to Bishop to replenish their 
supplies. 

By the fourth day I was experiencing considerable 
soreness and swelling in the large tendon that fast-
ens to the backside of the heel. Tightening my boots 
to prevent relative motion while descending was 
binding my ankles. When it occurred to me to cross-
lace my boots about halfway up, allowing freedom 
at the ankles with snugness about the foot, the 
difficulty was resolved. 

Back to the trail from Emerald Lake to Red's 
Meadow Ranger Station, we climbed slightly to  

Garnet Lake, then over another ridge to Shadow 
Lake. It was near Shadow Lake that we lost the 
trail, which had been wiped out by a local slide. By 
use of our map and compass we went cross-country 
to pick up the trail in a valley below. We found our-
selves looking west at the Minarets. To know that 
the body of Walter A. Starr, Jr. was still in these 
peaks from a fatal fall 31 years before, lent a somber 
feeling to our presence there. It made us realize 
that his Guide to the John Muir Trail, which we were 
using, contained heartfelt aspirations that all who 
would should see the beauty that he saw. The wood-
ed trail continued to descend, taking us towards 
Devil's Post Pile National Monument. A road from 
Owens Valley led to the monument. Thus we found 
ourselves, mixing with others, viewing the unique-
ness of the monument. One lady told us not to miss 
the free hot water showers at the Ranger Station. 
Reflecting back, I'm sure we must have appeared to 
need showers. 

On our fifth day, the next scheduled camp was 18 
miles away. We were reaching our stride, feeling 
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that we could do what we intended to do, and then 
some. For an earlier start we tried leaving before 
sunup, stopping well down the trail for breakfast. 
This proved so satisfactory that we repeated it each 
day that required a long or tiring hike. 

Red's Meadow was low: only 7,600 feet in altitude. 
Red Cones Trail Junction, 2.9 miles away, was 
8,700 feet. Duck Lake Trail, where we were stopped 
by a thunderstorm, was 10,000 feet. Here we were 
completely soaked. We were about 77 miles from the 
start, in high spirits, beginning to feel more like 
veteran backpackers all the time. 

On July 12th, Silver Pass was about 3 miles away 
and 1,500 feet above us when we started. It was our 
longest, hardest day, taking us 12 hours to make 
15 miles. Silver Pass (11,000 feet) overlooked 
Vermillion Valley, causing us to descend to 7,700 
feet, then climb back up to 10,300 feet over Bear 
Creek Ridge to our 6th camp. 
Selden Pass (10,870 feet; 111.3 miles to Mount 

Whitney) was behind us by 10:15 a.m. on the 7th day 
of our hike. Down from Selden Pass was a heart-
shaped lake named Heart Lake. From the general 
area of this lake flowed a stream that emptied into 
the Sally Keyes Lakes (10,200 feet). Gavin was 
carried away by the trout in the stream, wanting to 
stop and fish though we had no fishing equipment. At 
a stream crossing he nearly caught one by hand. The 
trail went between the two Sally Keyes Lakes, af-
fording an exhilarating walk along the western shore 
of the lower lake. We were back in the trees now in 
a rather high, dry area. I remember descending a 
high hill covered with low brush so thick that it 
covered the trail. The trail leveled off at about 7,800 
feet, entering a forest area that was devoid of water 
though we could hear the south fork of the San 
Joaquin River in the distance to our right. We 
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stopped where Piute Creek joins the south fork of 
the San Joaquin. Thus far, this campsite was our 
best. The setting by the south fork of the San 
Joaquin River, with its tumultuous noise, and a fill-
ing, leisurely meal, put us in fine spirits for a restful 
night. We were over half way now, with only 12 miles 
to Evolution Lake the next day. 

We set out at 8 a.m. and followed the trail down 
the river. Ascending a slight grade against the flow 
of the river and crossing it by means of a suspension 
bridge, we started east toward Evolution Valley. We 
ascended a steep shoulder to the first of 3 meadows 
in the Valley. 

Evolution Meadow led to McClure Meadow. Then 
Colby Meadow followed before the ascent to the 
lower end of Evolution Lake (10,850 feet). It was 
3:30, July 14th, when we put our packs down on the 
gently sloping, grassy northern shore of Evolution 
Lake.  Waiter it. tarr, Jr. , 	 '' 

5 woras, 	e now enter 
the region where the grand crescendo of the Sierra 
touches at once the heart of the mountaineer and the 
artist," are hardly sufficient to describe the change 
that occurs at Evolution Lake. The Sierra Nevada 
opens up. The passes are higher; the vistas greater; 
the feeling of remoteness of Evolution Lake con-
tinued from there to the end of the trail. A look at 
the quadrangle maps containing the John Muir Trail 
shows a significant change from forested to above-
timberline beyond Evolution Lake. The trail remains 
higher, being closer to the Sierra Nevada crest more 
of the way than before. 

The afternoon at Evolution Lake was a high point 
in our hike. Muir Pass was nearly 6 miles away, with 
no suitable campsite any closer than 3 miles beyond. 
So, we rested. I remember how soft the grass was 
beneath our tent, being grateful for a good night's 
rest in preparation for the next day. 
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Our condensing breath formed a thin film of ice on 
our tent during the night. Leaving before the sun 
came over the crest to the east required us to pack 
the tent wet for the climb to Muir Pass. 

Lunch time found us at the stone hut that marks 
Muir Pass. While lunching we had a brief chat with 
a party similar to ours which was Mking the Muir 
Trail in 20 days, the usual time allowed by most 
parties, though we only had 2 weeks. 

The stone hut is an emergency shelter erected by 
the Sierra Club through the generosity of the late 
George F. Schwarz. It contained enough firewood and 
food to allow a small party some degree of comfort 
if caught by a storm in this high and most exposed 
pass. It is a credit to the ones who had passed this 
way that it was clean and tidy, with everything 
intact. 

The trail descended steadily from Muir Pass into 
Le Conte Canyon, turning south at Big Pete Meadow. 
From this point it continued generally south beside 
the middle fork of the Kings River, through Little 
Pete Meadow on to Grouse Meadow. Here we stopped 
10'/2 miles beyond Muir Pass at an elevation of 8,200 
feet. It was a setting removed from near-fantasy. 
Near the trail was a huge rock with a fireplace of 
stones. Adjacent to the rock was a level spot be-
neath the trees for our sleeping bags. Here the 
canyon became a valley, allowing the river to slow 
down and spread out into a wide, deep body of 
slightly blurred, murmuring water. As I cooked sup-
per about 1/2 hour before dark, a deer emerged into 
our setting, remaining until dawn to graze within 
150 feet of us. 

The boys and I spent more time than usual sitting 
around the fire discussing the virtue of nature's 
balance. There was no thought of care or concern as 
the flickering flame stretched the darkness around  

us. This spot on the earth was at peace. 
Early morning found us on our way toward Mather 

Pass, having started about 6:30. Shortly, we left the 
middle fork of the Kings River, following Palisade 
Creek to Deer Meadow where we had breakfast. 

The trail started climbing along Palisade Creek, 
past the two Palisade Lakes as it went from 8,700 
feet at Deer Meadow to 12,500 feet at Mather Pass 
in a distance of 7 miles. The immediate approach to 
Mather Pass was the most vertical and jumbled 
portion of the trail yet traversed. 
Mather Pass looked upon the upper basin to the 

south. The trail dropped rapidly for several hundred 
feet, then lessened to a gradual slope through a wet 
marshy area with many small lakes and streams. 
After about 5 miles, we and the growing south fork 
of the Kings River reached a wooded section. We 
had intended to make the Bench Lake Trail Junction 
for camp. However, we were getting tired, so stopped 
short of our destination by about a mile. This put 
us with about 155 miles behind us. 
Our 11th day included Pinchot Pass (12,050 

feet high and 52.7 miles from the summit of Mount 
Whitney), then on to Sixty Lakes Basin Trail, 18'/2 
miles from our camp. We got off early, well before 
the sun topped the crest, leaving without breakfast. 
Pinchot Pass opened onto another high basin area 

that consisted of many small lakes supplying streams 
flowing into a growing Woods Creek. 

Woods Creek flowed through more of a gorge than 
canyon, turning west at the south fork junction. We 
continued south against the onrushing south fork, 
climbing from 8,500 feet at the junction to nearly 
10,000 feet at our 11th camp. This portion of the 
trail was uneventful except for an extremely strong 
odor of bear that we came upon along the trail. We 
did not see or hear the animal. 
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Next day an early start without breakfast put us at 
the lower of the 3 Rae Lakes and at the same time 
the sun's rays peaked Black Mountain. We were 
carrying a wet tent again, as well as washed clothes 
that had not dried during the night. 

The sun warmed us and dried our things as we had 
breakfast. Ranger Clark, of the National Park 
Service, stopped for a chat, telling us of a hiker a 
few days before who developed an abscessed tooth 
and had to be taken out by helicopter. 

The Rae Lakes are superb; clear, deep, and forest-
ed except at the south end of the upper lake. The 
trail crossed the narrow land division between the 
middle and upper lake on its way toward Glen Pass, 
2 miles away and only 1,450 feet above the lakes. 

We made our way to the top in time for an early 
lunch. The view was tremendous in its variety. The 
Rae Lakes were below us with their trees backed to 
the east by the Sierra Crest. To the south, heavy 
forests existed once the timberline was reached. We 
were reluctant to leave Glen Pass. But on we went 
toward Mount Whitney, now 36.3 miles by trail and 
16 direct miles away from Glen Pass. 

We went beyond our intended campsite before stop-
ping for the night, reaching the timber's edge about 
31/2 miles from Forrester Pass. Forrester Pass (13,200 
feet) and 21 miles of trail was our plan for the 13th 
day, starting on the morrow. 

The night was cold, and long, and wet—not from 
rain, but condensation. Everything was wet in the 
morning but our tent. The packs were dripping; the 
sleeping bags soaked. All the clothing we had 
washed was as wet as when wrung out. 

Up at 5 a.m., we were cold. However, we knew the 
thing to do was leave without breakfast, hoping the 
sun would soon clear Mount Bradley and Mount Keith 
to our left. The situation was much eased when we 
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came to a large rock that offered a windbreak with 
a semi-rotted section of log beside it. Chauncey and 
Gavin both became fire builders, and though the fire 
was small, the warmth to our hands was great. Soon 
we had hot drinks, thanks to the primus stove. 

Forrester Pass is unique in that it climbs rapidly 
and descends rapidly with but a few steps between. 
The view to the south is spectacular. Junction Peak 
separates the new Forrester Pass from the older 
Junction Pass. The crest to the north from Junction 
Peak is high and sharp, intersecting the crest be-
tween Kings Canyon and Sequoia National Parks to 
the west and the eastern boundary of Sequoia Na-
tional Park which climaxes with the summit of Mount 
Whitney. The end of the Muir Trail lay 9 miles south 
by approximately 15-20 degrees east, with the crest 
almost in line with 14,018-foot Mount Tyndall and 
13,990-foot Mount Barnard. Tyndall Creek gathered 
itself from the small lakes around Diamond Mesa, 
below to the south. It was a strange high plateau 
country that we looked down upon, which dropped 
slowly once we reached it from the pass to the 
timberline about 4 miles away. We saw many fat, 
grass-eating marmots in the open rocky tundra before 
we reached the trees. 

Rounding Tawny Point, after crossing Tyndall 
Creek, carried us up to Bighorn Plateau with its 
solitary round blue lake. It was here that we saw 
and recognized Mount Whitney. Several hours later 
we found ourselves 21 miles removed from our previ-
ous camp to our 13th camp on Whitney Creek. The 
setting sun reflected on the deep vertical-gullied 
west side of Mount Whitney. We would sleep late the 
next morning, secure in the knowledge that our last 
and most pleasurable day lay just ahead. 

On July 20th, Mount Whitney was before us north 
by mostly east, only slightly more than 3 direct 
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miles. By trail it was nearly 8 miles away and 4,000 
feet above us. We slept by. Whitney Creek, which 
flowed from the Hitchcock Lakes, Arctic Lake, and 
many small adjoining lakes into Timberline Lake, 
then through Crabtree Meadow to the Kern River. 

We had a late breakfast before departing and an 
early lunch at the last lake on the trail to the summit. 
Not knowing about the possibility of snow supplying 
water for our stay on top, we filled our plastic bot-
ties at this lake. 

The John Muir Trail joins the Mount Whitney Trail 
at 13,480 feet about 2 miles from the summit. We left 
all vegetation at Timberline Lake shortly after break-
camp. From then on we encountered barren rocks of 
all sizes. The trail levels slightly at the junction 
mentioned, heading north on the west side of the 
crest. It is after passing 14,015-foot Mount Muir that 
the pinnacles open at the trail, allowing a vista 
below and to the east. These are breathtaking points 
of view by virtue of their being on the crest of the 
Sierra Nevada at its highest elevation. 

It was a grand moment when we reached the summit. 
With both exuberance and relief we took off our 
packs. Fourteen days and 211 miles were behind 
us, and there we were with a full afternoon to enjoy. 
On the two previous occasions spent on Mount 

Whitney, the time was too short to fully appreciate 
the experience. Before, we had been to fatigued to 
realize much more than just being there. 

The top of Mount Whitney is about 1'/2 acres in area, 
with a slight slope to the west. To the east, it is 
abruptly precipitous for several thousand feet. The 
summit is covered with huge slabs and boulders of 
granite which are being reduced in size by weather-
ing or the prolonged action by frost called nivation. 
Erosion is not a factor here since nearly all precipi-
tation is snow which evaporates rather than melts if  

allowed to remain long enough by the stiff prevailing 
winds. 

The Sierra Nevada Crest has 11 peaks 14,000 feet 
or higher. Along the Muir Crest nearby, 7 of the 11 
peaks can be seen. To the west is the Great Western 
Divide, this side of Sequoia National Park. To the 
east is Owens Valley, walled on the other side by 
the Inyo Mountain Crest. Panamint Valley is formed 
by the Inyo and the more distant Panamint Mountains 
which contain Telescope Peak, overlooking Death 
Valley. Many lakes may be seen, one of the most 
interesting of which is Tulainyo Lake at 12,802 feet. 
It was, and is, frozen over most of the year. 

We camped that night on the summit. Our supper 
consisted of dehydrated potato soup mixed with 
powdered milk. Then we hada mixture of dried eggs 
and mushrooms, topped off with our usual boullion. 

During the night I was awakened from drowsiness 
by the furious clawing of an animal attempting to 
invade one of our packs through the protective 
plastic cloth wrapped around it. A shout routed the 
creature, but I later wished that I had quietly opened 
the tent flap for a possible glimpse of our only 
animal intruder during the entire hike. 

Once more the direct sun was a welcome addition 
to the clear cold morning air that had stilled to a 
quiet whisper from an occasional hard blow during 
the night. Quickly we assembled our packs one last 
time in preparation for 13 miles of trail to Whitney 
Portal. 

The registration book on the wall of the stone hut 
erected at the top of Mount Whitney in 1908 by 
the Smithsonian Institute, and a picture of the 3 of 
us on top, constitute the only material evidence that 
we were there at the end of the John Muir Trail. 
These will perish in time, but our impressions of the 
beauty of the Sierra Nevada will live with us forever. 
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Skiers in the Canadian Bugaboos use the "left 	Daytime weather varied but over-all was not cold 

over" terrain of this rock climber's Paradise. The 	enough for true powder snow. We had one stormy day 
east face of Snowpatch will never be a popular ski 	when nobody skied above camp, another when the 
run and even the most advanced skier will hesitate 	sun was bright and warm. The other two days alter- 
to try Pigeon Spire - but there are miles of good 	nated from clear to overcast with snow showers. 
skiing on the slopes below the famous pinnacles 	Camp was on a flat knoll of the Bugaboo Glacier 
and fine runs from the cols between the rock spires. 	northeast of Marmolata. At approximately the same 

With snow covering rock slides and glaciers—and, 	elevation as Boulder Camp, it was about one mile 
hopefully, filling crevasses—the area is almost as 	south of this traditional climbing campsite. In addi- 
attractive to skiers as to climbers. 	 tion to providing a central base for ski trips it gave 

Our group of ten camped on the Bugaboo Glacier 	us a fine viewpoint. 
for four days in early April. The coldest night was 	Portions of Marmolata, Snowpatch Spire and Buga- 
an estimated —10 degrees F. 	 boo Spire could be seen from the tents. We watched 
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Anyone for ice-cold 
lemonade? Franz Dopf stands 

in the 	'kitchen" section 
of the 6-man tent 

melting snow over the camp 
stoves. 

\ 

Photos by the author 

AP 
in the Bugaboos 

By S. Degenhardt 

avalanches pour down the lower slopes of the 
Eastpost group and could look northeast over Buga-
boo Creek to the Septet Peaks. 

Approach to the area for skiing is even more of a 
project than during the climbing season. We solved 
the access problem by signing up for a Hans Gmoser 
ski week. Gmoser provided a ear to take us from the 
railroad station at Golden, British Columbia through 
Spillimacheen and Brisco and across the Columbia. 
(The road to the Bugaboos through Spillimacheen 
was closed.) 

A logging road follows Bugaboo Creek and the car 
negotiated several miles of this. For the final  

fourteen miles to the cabins on Bugaboo Creek, we 
ski-jored behind a Ski-Doo. Next day we backpacked 
six miles up to camp on the glacier. 

The area contains more skiing than we were able 
to do in the time available. The Vowell Glacier 
should provide good runs, and we wished we had 
opportunity to try a high-level traverse from Anniver-
sary Peak past Pigeon Spire to Bugaboo Col. 

The tremendous rock spires, even though unsuit-
able for schussing, improve the scenery enormously. 
All in all, the Bugaboos are great ski-touring 
country. 
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Skiing back to camp. Tracks on the Bugaboo Glacier lead up to the col 
between Anniversary Peak (rising, left of picture) and Marmolata (base 
is black rock at upper right). Snow was about a foot or more of not-too-
light powder. 

Bugaboo Glacier. Skis were used as tent stakes. Snowpatch 
and Bugaboo Spire are in background. Camp, at approximate-
et, was on a shelf under (northeast of) Marmolata Peak (out 
left). 
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A party of ten 
Wy'East Climbers 
traversed both of these 
8, 000-foot 
peaks in the background on 
their around Crater Lake 
rim ski tour. 
The skier in the lead 
carries a spare cross-
country ski in case of an 
emergency among the 
three that wore cross-
country skis. 

- 

Ski 
T 	AP 
0  U ri ng 

The Wy'East Climbers, a mountaineering organiza-
tion of Mt. Hood, Oregon, whose membership also 
engages in ski instruction and ski patrol activities, 
has for a number of years sponsored ski touring 
trips for its membership. Besides a number of glacier 
ski tours at Mt. Hood that can be made as day trips 
involving eight to ten miles of touring, the group 
has also made overnight trips into other of the high 
Cascade peaks of Oregon. These latter trips include 
the added challenge and rigors of camping under 
winter conditions. This year the Wy'East Climbers' 
outstanding ski touring experience was a two-day, 
twenty-six-mile trip around the rim of Crater Lake 
in Crater Lake National Park. 
The trip began at 7:00 a.m., under a low hanging 

misty sky, from near the Rim Village on the south 
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side of the lake and went in a clockwise direction 
following a course that lay between six and eight 
thousand feet of elevation. After an hour out and 
much adjusting of packs and bindings, the fog broke 
rather dramatically to display the magnificence of 
Crater Lake, its wonder multiplied tenfold with a 
mantle of winter snow. Progress was made across 
open alpine slopes alternating with two- or three-
mile sections of uphill and downhill terrain. Frequent 
stops were made to photograph and admire the 
spectacular view always present on our right. Those 
with regular cross-country skis enjoyed an advan-
tage on the uphill stretches, while those using down-
hill skis had a little more zest in the downhill runs. 
A fairly stiff pace after lunch brought the group to 
the end of their planned twelve miles by 2:30 p.m. 



Ten miles down 
and two miles to go and 

still going strong. Touring 
skis with adequate 

heel lift, strong 
legs, light pack, good 

lungs, and lots of 
sunshine are the 

ingredients for a success-
ful ski touring 

experience. 

Photos by the Author 

the P\im of Crater Lake 
By Ross Petrie 

Life settled down to the simple routine of making a 

camp and preparing dinner. 
After dinner, as the joking and laughter began to 

subside, one became aware of a most unusual sensa-

tion. It started only as a trickle, swelled and flowed 

more rapidly until at last it filled the very air that 

surrounded us. The sensation was quiet. Utter, fan-

tastic, all encompassing quiet. One or two of the 
party lingered to watch the dying embers of the 

campfire while others strolled over to the crater rim 
to watch the twilight fade from the lake. No words 
can describe the feelings of pleasure and satisfac-
tion that comes from these reflective moments amid 
a winter scene unbroken by sound or sight of civili-
zation. The troubles and confusion of the world are 
stripped away lifting the spirit to a closer relation- 

ship with your companions. 
A predawn breakfast put the group back on the 

trail by 6:30 a.m. The second day proved to be more 

arduous than the first, covering fourteen miles with 

three long uphill pulls. Warm spring snow conditions 

made for rapid travel, but also provided some ava-

lanche hazard as the party traversed a mile-long side 

hill. Frequent camera stops, a leisurely lunch break, 

and eight hours later returned the group to its start-

point of the previous day. 

Much of the credit for the success of the trip goes 
to Bill Pruitt of Medford, Oregon, our organizer, and 
to Buck Evans, Superintendent of Crater Lake Na-
tional Park, whose hospitality, advice, and coopera-
tion was most generously given. 
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One of the largest pieces of National Park Service 
land, the Katmai National Monument, in Alaska, is 
also one of the least visited. Located some 300 air 
miles southwest of Anchorage, the Monument can 
only be reached by air or water. The latter means is 
almost without exception restricted to commercial 
fishermen who work off the Monument's shores during 
the summer fishing season. 

Katmai National Monument's headquarters are 
located at a small fishing camp run by Northern 
Consolidated Airlines, and reflect much of the wil-
derness and isolation that has characterized the 
Monument until very recently. Before 1962 only a 
log cabin, boat-house, and tent-frame marked the 
park headquarters area, but today, as a result of a 
building program initiated in 1962, four other perma-
nent buildings have been added. 

The biggest addition, as far as visitors to the 
Monument are concerned, has been the building of a 
24-mile jeep road leading from Brooks Camp (park 
headquarters and tourist lodging) to Overlook Hill, 
near one end of the gigantic sand flow which marks 
the entrance to the famous Valley of 10,000 Smokes. 
From Overlook Hill, you can hike up the sand flow 
to the base of several Aleutian Range peaks which 
generally run in a chain, northeast to southwest 
along the Alaskan Peninsula and on out into the 
Aleutian Islands. 

The Northern Consolidated Airlines camp maintains 
service to the Overlook jump-off point for valley 
travelers with a specially modified four-wheel-drive 
bus that uses DC-3 aircraft tires for added traction. 
This bus cuts the trip which formerly took 8 to 10 
hours down to a mere 2-hour jog, bounce, and lurch 
as the bus rolls along on its huge tires. 

During the summer of 1963, the University of 
Oregon sent a 7-man archeological field team to 
the Brooks Camp area in a continuation of work it 
had started there in 1960. Gerald H. Clark and I were 
among its members, and we, as climbers of mountains 
in general, were naturally interested in getting into 
the Valley of 10,000 Smokes. 

Gerry and I saw our chance to get into the valley 
in late August when we were finished with the  

archeology project. We decided to spend at least 
five days, and possibly a week, in the Valley of 
10,000 Smokes, getting as much climbing in as 
conditions permitted. We prepared by carefully hoard-
ing bits of dehydrated food that turned up surplus in 
camp, and also sending a food order to Seattle for 
the remainder of the needed food. Our climbing gear 
was sent from home. 
Saturday, August 24, we left the three tents that 

were our home for the summer, and going down the 
single road connecting the mouth and source of 
Brooks River, we soon intercepted the Northern 
Consoliated Airlines bus at the junction where the 
road to Overlook takes off. From there we bounced 
and swayed along with a handful of passengers, 
reaching Overlook in an uneventful, normal time of 
two hours. 

The morning was fairly warm with the temperature 
in the low sixties, and the sun's occasional appear-
ance through low hanging clouds suggested that the 
day might be fairly nice. When we left Overlook at 
ten o'clock, the clouds were rapidly breaking up on 
the lower end of the Valley of 10,000 Smokes. The 
steeply descending trail to the bridge across the 
Ukak River went quickly and we only paused to 
observe that the bridge was shorn of its former paint 
coat, as well as several steel guy cables. Apparently 
the heavy rains of a week earlier had caused the 
Ukak to rise well above its normal banks, subjecting 
the bridge to a small portion of its 20 m.p.h. flow 
velocity. 
With a silent prayer for its strength until we re-

turned, we left the last vestige of civilization and 
began plodding southeastward on the sandflow 
created by the cataclysmic volcanic eruption of 
1912. Fortunately we had only 1200 feet elevation 
to gain between the bridge and our planned campsite 
on Knife Creek, some 12'/2 miles up the sandflow. 
Within the first mile, vegetation all but ceases to 
exist on the broad expanse of the sandflow. Here 
and there a small scraggly scrub willow was found 
growing in the protection of an old arroyo. After a 
few miles on the sandflow plain, the only green to 
be seen was off on the distant hills which border 
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both sides of the flow. 
We progressed steadily (as steadily as one can go 

with a 60-pound load on the back and walking in 
sand), coming to our first halt at No-Name Creek, a 
small, icy tributary of the Ukak which flows from 
the flanks of Mt. Juhie. Like all of the streams of 
the Valley of 10,000 Smokes, No-Name Creek is 
shallow, gritty, and swift flowing. Once across, we 
made a lunch stop. Our thirst would have to wait 
until we made camp, since the water was too silt-
laden to be potable. 

During the afternoon, the sunny periods of the 
morning were replaced by rain squalls, a steadily 
lowering ceiling, and a steady down-valley breeze 
that brought both haze and odor from the vent on v1t. 
Trident, one of the three active volcanoes of the 
Monument. Around six in the evening we were finally 
on the broad flood plain of Knife Creek, directly 
opposite the Fourth Glacier of Mt. Katmai, and this 
was where camp was made. 

We set about making a water hole the moment the 
tent went up and our gear was thrown inside. By 
making a hole in the sand of a flood terrace near 
the creek and lining it with rocks, relatively filtered 
water gradually seeped in, and after about a half-
hour, we had all the drinking and cooking water we 
needed. After a generous supper of double strength 
green pea soup with chunks of kippered herring 
added at the last minute, Gerry and I quickly fell 
into the proverbial ''slumber of the tired." 

Sunday, the 25th, dawned wet and cold. A light but 
continuous rainfall enabled us to enjoy the ultimate 
luxury among outdoorsmen - breakfast in bed. By 
noon, the rain had ceased, and so we decided to 
proceed up Mt. Griggs as high as we needed to go 
in order to be able to see and plan a route to Mt. 
Katmai, which we would try the following day. I had 
an altimeter along, and we had climbed about 3,000 
feet when we were overtaken by a snow shower and 
a temperature drop of about 15 degrees. By 6:30 we 
were back at our tent. 

We awoke at 4:30 next morning and anxiously 
peered outside. It was still dark, and we could 
only determine that a cloud cover was still with us 
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—mainly because no stars were visible. Neverthe-
less, we prepared breakfast, and when it began to 
get light, the clouds appeared to be quite thin. By 
six o'clock, as we left camp, they were rapidly 
breaking up. Fording icy Knife Creek, we were sure 
its water was no warmer than 32 degrees. As we 
climbed up the 100-foot terminus face of the Fourth 
Glacier, we looked back and were rewarded by the 
spectacle of snow-clad Mt. Griggs, bathed in early 
morning sunshine. Scrambling along over the lower 
portion of Fourth Glacier was a constant series of 
ups and downs, as we tried to work our way along 
a chain of continuous pressure ridges. 

By the time we had gained a thousand feet of 
elevation we were walking on the fresh snow of the 
day before. This produced a strong contrast to the 
pumice and ash covered lower portion of the glacier. 
Higher on Fourth Glacier, the ash cover decreased, 
and we had to start watching and dodging crevasses. 
Near the head of the glacier was a sharp contour 
change, and the pressure ridges and crevasses there 
were quite spectacular—so much so that it took us 
two hours to negotiate the last quarter mile of its 
surface. Once on the snowfields above Fourth Glac-
ier, the going was easy and we made rapid progress 
toward the rim of Katmai's crater, reaching it 
around two in the afternoon. 
Once on the rim, we had little time to stop for 

rest as we were going to try to obtain a water and 
plankton sample from the lake in the crater. Time 
was running short so we chose to descend a water 
course running through a talus bed. This was suc-
cessful until we came to a waterfall. Gerry put me 
on a belay, and using the full length of our rope, I 
worked my way down to the lip of the waterfall and 
looked over it. The lake was still several hundred 
feet below us, and the angle of the slope down there 
appeared far too steep to climb with the limited 
equipment we had taken along. We turned around at 
this point. 
Once on the rim again, we stopped briefly at a 

small pool of water formed by melting snow, and 
tanked up to capacity since water would not again 
be available until we reached camp many hours 



later. The stream we had just climbed along up out 
of Katmai Crater was sampled by mouth as well as 
by specimen bottle, and tasted like bitter lemonade. 
A second try convinced me that we were tasting 
limonite and iron oxide, which apparently all but 
saturated the water. 

The flood plain below us was already in the shad-
ows as we neared camp and, as we paused briefly 
on the terminus of the glacier, we were rewarded by 
a beautiful red-gold sunset. Freeze-dried pork chops 
were reserved for this night, and they never tasted 
better! After supper we briefly climbed above our 
camp again until we could see Mt. Griggs looming 
above us, silhouetted faintly in starlight. 
It was almost seven when I zipped open the tent  

door and peeked out to find the sun shining again. 
This was good news, and we breakfasted quickly. By 
eight we were under way up the pumice slopes at 
the base of Griggs, and by eleven o'clock we had 
scrambled up the last short icy pitch along the 
inside edge of what was a broken-out or U-shaped 
crater. 
A strong cold wind began sweeping in from the 

southwest and we had only to look over toward the 
coastal side of the Aleutian Range to see that it 
was bringing a storm with it. We paused so briefly 
there that we did not even examine the plaque left 
by a party of National Geographic Society climbers 
who scattered the ashes of R. F. Griggs from this 

to next page, please 
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Looking over Knife Creek, northwestward to Mt. Griggs (Knife Peak), from base of Fourth Knife Creek Glacier. 

summit a month earlier. Both of us are under the 
impression that we have never gotten off a mountain 
faster. 

Just as we came into camp, the first big rain drops 
began to fall. Soon we were being hit by a combina-
tion of very strong winds and rain. Inside the tent, 
the drumming of rain on the walls increased in 
tempo, and soon our major concern was the preven-
tion of leaks. Sleep was impossible, not only be-
cause of the noise of the wind and pumice-rain 
mixture hitting the tent, but also because every now 
and then a particularly strong gust would collapse 

34  

one of the external tent supports. By six in the 
morning, the blasting against our tent walls was 
stronger than ever, and we began packing, eating 
a quick cold breakfast. We felt very good about the 
fact that the tent had shipped so little water, until 
after going outside in the daylight, I realized that 
most of what had hit us all night was sand and 
pumice rather than rain. 

By seven we began the haul out of the flood plain 
of Knife Creek back onto the valley floor proper. 
Visibility was for the most part less than a quarter 
of a mile, and the wind drove a fine gritty pumice 



Gerry Clark standing on rim of Katmai Crater overlooking the central lake, 

through everything in minutes. Fortunately the wind 
was at our backs all the way out, or we would never 
have been able to keep our eyes open, let alone 
walk. Some of the wind gusts were so strong that 
they blew us into a fast run lest we fall over. Neither 
goggles nor glasses kept the fine grit out of our 
eyes—only a steady flow of tears enabled us to 
keep them open. Overhead we could at times see 
blue sky, but all around us was a billowing brown 
cloud, thickening as new waves of wind swept it 
along. A few general compass bearings convinced us 
that we were heading in the proper direction. Fortu- 

nately, visibility got a bit better as we neared the 
lower end of the sandflow, and the crossing of the 
Ukak was made without incidence, the bridge not 
having suffered further damage since our crossing 
four days earlier. 

The haul up the side of Overlook, even though on 
a switchbacked trail, was quite grueling,  and we 
staggered up to the observation cabin just as a 
tourist load was finishing lunch and about to start 
back to Brooks River. They were surprised to see 
two incredibly grimy creatures come up to the cabin 
out of the sandstorm. 
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Sonny Liston told me he liked climbing, then elab-

orated. Some weekends he went to a Catholic shrine 
in the Rockies with a mile of steps up to it; he ran 
up and down these. Well, it was just one view of 
climbing that I thought peculiar to America. 

Another was attitude to pins.*  In my first hours at 
the Colorado Outward Bound School I crossed swords 
with Paul Petzoldt, who was all for giving each of 
100 boys a hammer and several pins. Moreover I 
shuddered on hearing that these would be used on 
the second day -in belting pins into aspen trees. 
Actually, things worked out well. Paul is the 

finest teacher of mountaineering to young people I 
know, and his method of taking youngsters to a 
group of trees and there, by placing pins in the 
trunks, showing them sequence climbing on a big 
peak (though hard on the trees) did work. Also, the 
boys weren't issued many pins. Instead, the hard-
ware was planted in advance in the ridge of Capitol 
Peak (14,000 feet, plus) which the lads traversed—a 
real time-saver. 

Outside the Outward Bound School pins did tend to 
have too much importance, I thought. I mean, in my 
first week off the boat, I did a route in Boulder 
Canyon, Colorado, about 5.6 or 5.7—Bailey's Over-
hang, I think—with a local and outstanding teenage 
climber, who could have soloed it, he was such a 
natural climber. Yet, because he didn't have his gear 
with him—"and, man, you'll need an angle, an 
angle, at least, in that roof, and probably two bongs 
up the dihedral, and Christ knows what else" —he 
preferred not to lead. I did it with nuts, and one 
sling round a rusty old bong, and thought it a good 
route, but was sorry my friend hadn't been on the 
sharp end of the rope —because of this insistence on 
hardware. 

And again during my stay at the Colorado Outward 

* Pitons 
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Bound School, near Marble, about 30 miles from 
Glenwood Springs, Colorado, there was a classic 
example of pins being too VIP—resulting in your 
Limey writer putting up a route on a completely 
virgin cliff. 

Now this cliff, to anyone around the area, is above 
Lizard Lake, near Marble. A jeep trail runs to it, a 
good one. The cliff is 300 feet high, impends slight-
ly all the way in places, and looks red or orange in 
certain lights. To me it looked fabulous, especially 
the tremendous 300-foot crack straight up the middle, 
directly mirrored in the lake, and so, so obvious. 
What about it, chaps? 

I might have been asking the impossible. The rock 
was bad. Pins were hopeless on that cliff. You'd 
never get hardware to stay in cracks. 

Eventually, one hot Sunday saw a team of three 
stagger through the jungle to the small, very wel-
come, black triangle of earth below the opening 
groove to me, dihedral to you. The team? Me, Bruce 
Barrus from Pepper Pike, Ohio, and Tim Weed from 
Golden, Colorado. 
The climb was great. Bruce at the top said it was 

5.7 or even 5.8, but I didn't know, and couldn't be-
lieve it was so great. Probably 5.6 or 5.5 would be 
better. But as a piece of architecture it was fabu-
lous. And the leads—the climbing instructors—back 
at camp had been so right, the rock didn't take 
hardware at all; hammer in a pin and you either saw 
the crack widen, or the whole fissure was blind. We 
only used one as a runner, and it was "mankey" to 
a Briton, or "durned loose" to a Yankee. 
Instead, we used inserted chockstones, slings 

with nuts, and natural threads, where the sling is 
threaded with your loop of soft wire. Three run-outs 
were 60 feet, yet protection this way was ample, 
though pins were out of the question.. And, on the 
crux, a slightly overhanging layback for about 15 
feet, I managed to get a tiny nut pushed really high 



Rmerican Climfiing 
By Anthony Greenbank 

in a totally blind-for-a-pin crack and it gave some 
comfort. We called the climb, Lizard Crack, and I 
recommend it. 

The bad thing about this day was that I got Colo-
rado tick fever during the jungle approach, and that 
finished me. But later I did see the other side of the 
coin from a very weakened position. 

As Royal Robbins dragged me up Bastile Crack, a 
5.6 in Eldorado Canyon, near Boulder (a belting 
route, for it starts from the roadside and gives climb-
ing you would walk two hours to reach in the U.K.), 
he looked down and said, "Nuts are okay, but I 
think they would take too long on abig climb." And 
so they would. I mean, you just don't bother with 
them in the Alps. Neither on a big climb in Yosemite. 
But even Royal conceded in some places they would 
still be valuable, a big nut fits into a channel-sized 
crack really quickly if the crack throttles at the 
bottom and has small lips to bite back the nut in 
case of a fall. 

It was this climbing in Eldorado which impressed 
me. The climbers here wouldn't have left Lizard 
Crack, in full view of climbers for three years, wait-
ing that long for a first ascent. And watching Royal 
lead, on sight, Supremacy Slab, which he thought 
5.9, was seeing free climbing in the Peter Crew 
Chris Bonington class. 

"If I go to Britain in 1965 I'm prepared not to use 
my pins," said Royal, packing the boot of his 
Mercedes with gear. 

Steve Komito, who works at Gerry's, Boulder, told 
me, "I wasn't, and they wouldn't let me lead. They 
said, 'no you don't, mate; if you're going to put pegs 
in you climb seconu. , ,,  
Ah, well, there are signs British climbers are 

getting more enlightened too. Frank Davies of 
Ambleside Climbing Outfitter in the Lake District, 
téll.s me more people are asking him to get hold of 
American hardware. 
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Kern Knotts, a small cliff even by British standards. High 
on Great Gable (nearly 3,000 feet), in Cumberland. Climb-
ers on The Crack, a classic climb. Photos by the Author 
Chris Bonington, of the Eiger, on a Lake District rock 
climb. Note the slings tound his neck, typical British 
fashion. 
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of picture, nearly to camp spot where 
picture was taken. 
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In these days as the virgin forests of 100 years ago 
have all virtually disappeared, and the logging roads 
are rapidly seeking out the last nooks and crannies 
of said timber, the mountain climber frequently 
profits from these roads in a way most are reluctant 
to admit. Sooner or later, a particularly attractive 
peak or range becomes more accessible to the 
weekend mountaineer, although in the process some 
choice bit of lowland forest becomes lumber and the 
population density of tourists climbs into the 
National Park category. 
Such is happening with the previously isolated 

Chimney Rock and Lemah Mountain area in the 
central Washington Cascades. Probably the yearly 
average number of ascents in the previous ten years 
has hardly averaged one climb a year of each. These 
are not technically difficult by the standard routes 
- class four for Chimney and three for Lemah - and 
there are a number of walls left, particularly on 
North Chimney, that will provide exercise to a sixth-
classer in the near future. However, the rock is 
rather poor with many loose bits lying around. 

The small Chimney Glacier is one of the greatest 
attractions, with its steep snout, about 300 feet high, 
resembling an icefall. The snow melts off in July, 
and the absence of movement here gives the ice 
climber an excellent climb, with practically no worry 
about serac fall, ice which takes pitons perfectly,  

and easy routes on either side to descend when 
returning from the summit. 

Hiking time to the camp spots at the base of the 
peak has been cut in half —to four or five hours—by 
the extended logging road. However, to climb from 
camp to the summit via the "icefall" and return to 
the road will take about fifteen hours, and if the 
party goes astray anywhere, it could easily run to 
eighteen hours. 
The most refreshing part of this climb is that it 

involves a good deal of mountaineering, as opposed 
to less snowy areas that involve only rock climbing. 
Mountaineering, by my definition, includes rock 
climbing, ice climbing, snow climbing, and a few 
lesser skills such as brush whacking, bug fighting, 
and avoiding getting shot by high country goat 
hunters, as well as being able to get a fire started 
when it's raining. 

When the camping spot has been located, perhaps 
2500 feet of climbing remain to the 7727-foot summit. 
As the party leaves camp, there is not one pitch 
that is the crux of the climb, but the "icefall" has 
better ice climbing than almost all of the routes on 
Mt. Rainier. The glacier above provides a little 
glacier walking, and crossing the 'schund calls for 
certain skills of snow climbing. 
Above the glacier the gully is mostly scrambling. 

The first time up you will probably miss the easier 

to next page, please 

1 cfilMNEY P\OCK AP\EA 
By Gene Prafer 

Photos by the Author 
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"Ice/all" Section 

at snout of Chimney 

Glacier. Ice is clean and 

hard, fairly steep, yet 

with frequent belay spots. 

Virtually no debris 

is below center of the 

snout. 
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from preceding page 	 where cars are parked, and except for the first 

places and climb a few belay pitches. This con- 	rappel below the summit, down-climbing is faster, 
tinues until a traverse to the right about 300 feet 	there being few good piton cracks. Below this 300 
below the summit. Here the belay positions are just 	feet there are no real obstacles, although care must 
barely adequate, the exposure down to the glacier 	be taken to avoid knocking rocks down on others. 
surprising, and the rock pitches not difficult but 	The "icefall" may be easily by-passed, and unless 
nasty, with debris-covered ledges and horizontal 	you get entangled in the small bash patches below 
holds quite small, yet adequate. 	 camp,, three or four more hours should see the return 

From the top you can see the logged off clear-cut 	to the car completed. 
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Mcinufacturing an Alloq 
Lately, there has been much advancement in the 

design and construction of pitons. Much time, knowl-
edge, and skill goes into the manufacture of today's 
quality alloy pin. This article will attempt to de-
scribe the manufacturing processes and operations 
involved. Only one manufacturer is used as the 
basis of this article so there can be uniformity and 
logical sequence to the description of operations 
used. The CMI shop in Denver, Colorado, was 
chosen because the CMI offset piton undergoes most 
of the processes that can be involved in today's 
piton manufacturing procedures. 

The material used is aircraft quality 4130 Chromium 
Molybdenum steel. The alloy is cold-rolled into the 
required stock size (1/8, 5/32, etc.) and then cut 
at the steel mill by electric eye into a flat blank, the  

outline of which is determined by the pattern or 
template. It is then shipped to the CMI shop. 

Any burrs or deposits of slag left from the forming 
and cutting operations at the mill must now be 
removed. This is done in the shop by use of a 
tumbler. This is an electric driven drum which ro-
tates and agitates the blanks in a soap and water 
solution that is partly filled with small 1/2-inch 
diameter balls or stones. Half of the stones used in 
the tumbler are made of solid porcelain and the 
other half are made of silicon-carbide abrasives. It 
normally takes about two hours to clean one load 
before the piton blanks can be removed for the 
forging process. 
Forging is used to form a metal into a predetermined 

shape or size by the use of elevated temperatures 
and compressive forces which are placed on the 
metal by means of a hammer, press, etc. In this 
case the blank is heated to a specific temperature 
and then worked in an electric driven trip hammer 
rated at 100 pounds. This is the amount of force that 
can be exerted by this hammer over one-square-inch 
of the material. 

When finished, the blank is in its final outline 
(still in a flat plane). The grain of the metal has 
been refined in the direction of working by the 
hammer. This means that certain mechanical proper-
ties have been affected and have conformed more 
evenly throughout the metal. Some of the properties 
that have been set up as a function of the direction 
of flow or fiber structure are tensile and impact 
strength and ductility. The final control and degree 
of strength, hardness, etc. will be established in 
the heat-treating process discussed later. 
The blanks are now flat ground on a tool grinder. 

This is where the edges of the blade and the bevels 



ItOn By C. Don  Widell 

at the tip are ground. The knife blade piton is then 
hollow ground on both faces of the blade by means 
of a water-cooled belt grinder. The work must be 
kept cool during this operation or it could be pos-
sible to heat the blank enough to disturb the fiber 
structure set up in forging. Only the knife blade 
style goes through the hollow grinding operating in 
order to achieve a smooth, thin cross-section for 
very thin cracks. 
The leg is now ready to be bent ninety degrees. The 

shop is equipped with a gas-fired forge which is 
used to heat the blank for bending. After heating,  

GR 

TO 

tongs are used to transfer the red-hot blank to a 
bench mounted brake. An adjustable die or guide is 
set according to the length of the piton to be bent 
and the blank is inserted in the mouth of the brake 
and positioned by the die. An arm on the brake is 
manually operated to lever the brake across the leg 
of the blank and bend it at right angle to the blade. 
The radius of the bend is 1/4-inch in all cases so 
that it will always be as large or larger than the 
stock thickness. (Depending on the design, the 
stock thickness in the CMI offset piton can vary 
from 1/8-inch to 1/4-inch.) Bending over a radius 
smaller than the stock size would put too much 
strain on the metal and could permanently weaken 
or fracture the material. 

Now that the piton has been forged and formed it 
is, ready to be drilled. Drilling the eye now instead 
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of at an earlier stage precludes the possibility of 
the eye being deformed in the bending operation. The 
piton, after cooling, is placed in a pneumatically 
clamped drill jig on the drill press which assures the 
correct and consistent drilling location. The eye is 
drilled to 39/64 diameter. The eye is then deburred 
on both sides. The pitons are now sent out to be 
heat treated. The purpose of this operation is to 
obtain desired conditions or properties of the metal 
such as degree of hardness. 

Before the actual heat-treating process, the pitons 
are full annealed. This is a softening process where 
the metal is heated above its critical or transforma-
tion temperature and then slowly cooled. This tends 
to further refine the grain structure and ''disolves" 
some of the impurities inherent in the steel. 

The piton is now heat-treated in a hot salt bath. 
The tank is grouped with electrodes set in specific 
patterns. The electrical current passing through the 
salt solution from one electrode to another sets up 
an agitating or stirring motion. This tends to keep 
an even temperature throughout the bath. After the 
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desired temperature is obtained, the pitons are re-
moved and placed in an oil quenching bath. The 
layer of salt deposited on the piton helps protect it 
from excessive oxidation during the transfer through 
the atmosphere to the quenching tank. 
Quenching baths are usually of oil, water, or air, 

but, can be of molten salts, lead, etc. The rate of 
cooling is what affects the final degree of hardness. 
Faster cooling at first and then slower cooling at 
the lower temperatures is desired in most quenching 
operations because there is less danger of fracturing 
the steel. The cooling rate of oil siows down con-
stantly during the quenching operation and therefore 
is the most commonly used medium. 

Immediately following the quenching, the piton is 
tempered by raising its temperature once more and 
holding it at a given level for one to two hours. The 
temperature used in tempering (sometimes called 
drawing) is lower than that used in the annealing or 
heat-treating stages. The purpose of this step is to 
stabilize the steel at the established hardness so 
it won't tend to keep reducing past the desired level 
and to keep it from cracking. The process of quench-
ing and then reheating at once is known as iso-
thermal quenching. 
The pitons are now returned to CMI where they 

are placed in the tumbler once more to remove all 
burrs and debris. They are then shipped out to a 
bluing shop. 
Chemical bluing is used for corrosion protection. 

The piton must be thoroughly cleaned before being 
suspended in the concentrated salt solution. This 
caustic solution is normally maintained at about 
300 degrees Fahrenheit, and the piton is treated for 
fifteen to twenty minutes. The pitons are returned 
to CMI for stocking and distribution to dealers. 
The next time you have to part with a dollar or 

two for an alloy pin, it might ease your mind to 
recall the processes involved in making that small 
piece of hardware. There is a lot of science, engi-
neering, and craftsmanship involved in its produc-
tion. This article gives just a brief glance into the 
effort extended to today's climber to provide a safe, 
long lasting, well designed piece of equipment. 



']1/(ount Ugly'-53ackyar Coditioner 
By John D. Peterson 

For those of us who belong to that age group in 
the high forties and iow fifties, wherein the spirit is 
still as willing as ever but wherein advancing years 
tend to make the flesh a bit weak, getting into and 
staying in some semblance of tough condition can 
be a nightmarish problem. Especially is this the 
case where sedentary work requires little more stren-
uous action than punching the elevator button for 
the 19th floor. Add to those two factors a place of 
residence in the monotonously flat Minneapolis-St. 
Paul area, and the problem becomes more difficult 
of solution. 

Part of my answer lies in these pictures of what 
my wife chooses to call "Mt. Ugly"—a fairly steep 
backyard stile over which, burdened down with a 
rock-loaded packboard, the writer has toiled for 
countless thousands of trips these past several 
years. If keeping up with the younger members of a 
climbing group, or leading them at a pace they feel 
adequate, is any criterion then the operation has 
been a success. 

Construction is simple. Except for scrap-lumber 
bracing, 2 inch x 6 inch material was used. Steps 
are 15 inches wide, set about 13 inches apart verti-
cally, with the back edge of the lower step almost 
exactly under the front edge of the step above. This 
stile has 6 steps —8 might make such a stile a little 
high—heaven knows, this one is conspicuous enough 
now, sitting out on the back patio! The hand rails 
are really nothing more than safety rails and should 
be used only as such. They were not on the original 
stile but were added when a wet step and a stumble 
from near the top almost ended my climbing career 
most ignominiously. 

"Mt. Ugly" is deceptive. Even with the beginning 
rock-pack of 47 pounds, the first 10 or 12 trips  

seemed almost too easy—but by the 20th round-
tripper I was sweating, and by the 30th, I was drip-
ping, and it has stayed that way ever since. The 
weight was later increased to 64 pounds with no 
apparent increase in difficulty. Light dress, regard-
less of weather—and it's been used in everything 
from 19 below to 95 above —is heartily recommended. 

Also recommended is a prelinlinary visit to all 
neighbors within sight from the top of the stile, to 
explain that it is not necessary to call the kindly 
men in the wnite suits, with nets —that if tney 
just look at it from a broadminded point of view, it 
really is a very sensible way to spend 30 minutes 
to an hour each evening. 
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Letters 
On Trails in the Tetons 

in the Rockies 
in the Sierra 

PIVETTA BOOTS 
are favorites 

DONNER MOUNTAIN CORP 
1615 University Avenue 
Berkeley, California 94701 

Dealer inquiries Inoite 

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 Ohm 

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 
ri,, AIr,ine F-4,t Inr- 	2(..() university Villane. Seattle. Washinoton 98105 

Dear Editor: 
This is to announce the formation of 

the Southeastern Alaska Mountaineer-
ing Association (SEAMA). Right now, 
we have nearly 20 members in Ketchi-
kan and are hoping to establish chap-
ters throughout the entire Southeastern 
Alaska area. Our goal is to bring to-

gether people interested in wilderness 
recreation and conservation. Our activ-
ities will include climbing, skiing, hik-
ing, and exploration. We are also 
preparing to act as a specialized 
mountain rescue team in conjunction 
with the already-established Ketchikan 
Volunteer Rescue Squad. 
Our officers are: Sean Rice, Presi-

dent; Jay Snodderly, Vice-President; 
Margaret Piggott, Secretary; Frieda 
Heiwig, Treasurer. 

Any individuals or groups interested 
in visiting this wild and rugged area 
are invited to contact us (SEAMA) at 
Box 1314, Ketchikan, Alaska. 

Sean Rice 
Ketchikan, Alaska 

Photo by Bob & Ira Sprinq 



Dear Editor: 

The purpose of this letter is to in-

form the readers of Summit of a new 

alpine organization now being formed 

in the Puget Sound, Mt. Rainier area. 

The name of this organization is 

"The Slope and Summit Alpine Club." 

It's purpose is to promote climbing and 

to educate its members in the art of 

mountaineering. A climbing school will 

be offered each spring, and a climb of 

Mt. Rainier will serve as a commence-

ment exercise. Expeditions are being 

formed for climbs in Canada. Winter 

climbing will be encouraged, and ex-

pert ski instruction will be available. 

More information can be obtained by 

attending a meeting held on the fourth 

Wednesday of every month in the 

Washington Nat. Gas Bldg., Tacoma, or 

by writing Harry Connor, P.O. Box 

1043, Tacoma, Washington. 

Mike Farren 

Spanaway, Wash. 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

.kILTYcaiL 
for illustrated 
brochure, please write: ( I  

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

P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE 1, CALIFORNIA 

The finest and most complete stock of imported, 
domestic and custom-made camping and 

climbing equipment in the world. 

GREAT VALUES AT CO-OP PRICES! 

irc1:,l*iit Hiking 

t Hunting  1MI:Y..iC1I 
•. 	itsii.:iiiI Climbing 

RLACK'S  =R!EE /o 

930 FORD ST. 	OGDENSBURG 	-.!o/ 

Patronage Dividends to Members 

Write for Free 1965 
48-Page Illustrated Catalog 

1525-F 11th Avenue 
Seattle, Wash. 98122 

a 
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Photo by Ed Cooper 	 Letters 

ADVANCED TECHNICAL ROCK 
CLIMBING SEMINARS 

- YOSEMITE VALLEY - 

INSTRUCTORS: 
Royal Robbins, Chuck Pratt, Tom Frost 

Yvon Chouinard 

October 16-17 
Designed for two types of climbers: one 
the advanced rock climber interested in 
eventually doing multiday climbs and 
perfecting his techniques in hauling, 
hanging bivouacs, difficult nailing and 
free climbing. Also, for the INTERMED-
IATE-ADVANCED climber who wants to 
learn direct aid, hanging beloys, piton 
placement, judgement, esthetics, and 
to direct his climbing to the more ad-
vanced techniques. Actual two day 
climbs will be incorporated into the sem 
inars after one has reached sufficient 
skills. 

Only twenty persons will be accommo-
dated per seminar and reservations must 
be made in advance. It is We express 
hope that these seminars will attract 
good and enthusiastic climbers from all 
parts of the West and initiate and im-
prove the standard of American climbing. 

Conducted under the auspices of: 

CALIFORNIA 

MOUNTAINEERING GUIDE SERVICE 
308 Columbus Avenue 

San Francisco, California 

Write for detailed information and 
catalogue. 

Dear Editor: 
I hasten to endorse Mr. Gillings' 

article on the need for mountain rescue 
oriented recreation leaders. Self help 
is obviously the most immediately 
available and most effective in nature. 

However, the average rescue party 
is ill equipped to effect self rescue, 
both physically and psychologically. 

Our experience has been that the 

normal rescue requires a minimum of 
25 field personnel with adequate train-

ing in rescue techniques, and the 

average club outing lacks the skill, 
equipment, and leadership to effect a 
self evacuation. It is only in excep-
tional circumstances, or with minor 
injuries that the climbing party itself 
will be able to effect self evacuation. 

I would further correct Harvey Man-
ning's concept that a rescue requires 

one leader and four dozen stretcher 

CHOU I NARD 

Carabiner 

Rurp 
Knifeblade 

Thin Bugaboo 
Lost Arrow - Short-thin 

Lost Arrow - Short.medium 
Lost Arrow - Short-thick 
Lost Arrow - Long-thin 

Lost Arrow - Long.medium 

A 	Lost Arrow - Long-thick 

bearers or one helicopter, by changing 
the or to and one helicopter. Long 
experience has shown us that ground 
parties must be utilized in support of 
helicopters, which are often prevented 
from operating because of climate and 
physical limitations of terrain. 

Paul M. Williams, Rescue Chairman 
Mountain Rescue Council, Seattle 

Dear Editor: 
Using a doubled 300-foot 9mm dual-

color perlon rope for a 2-man party 

(Summit, March 1965, p.  29) has many 
advantages, especially if the ropes 
are alternated judiciously through the 
'beariers. However, one thing to be 
considered is the absence of any 
reserve rope. On most climbs, a 2-man 
party is more or less forced to carry 
a second rope (carried by the belayer) 

Lost Arrow - 3/8-in. Wedge 
Lost Arrow - Long Dong 

1/2.in. Wedge Angle 
5/8-in. Wedge Angle 

3/4-in. Standard Angle 
1-in. Angle 
1Y2-in. Angle 
2-in. Bong 

21h-in. Bong 
3- in. Bong 
4-in. Bong 

"Equipment for Alpinists" 

Pitons and Carabiners Available Internationally 
In Better Mountaineering Shops 

Address dealer inquiries: 

THE NORTH FACE 
308 Columbus Avenue 

t

0

4  
e 

San Francisco, California 



Climb and Explore Mt. Hood 
Intermediate and advanced north 	side 
climbs. 	South 	side Sno.cat 	climbs 	for 
beginners. Alpine trail hiking, camping 

A and glacier 	exploration. 	Climbing 
seminars, August weekends. Individual 
and group rates. 

, For further information, write 

I Mt. Hood Guide Service, Inc. 
c/o Alpine Hut, 1250 Lloyd Center 

Portland, Oregon 	97232 

Photo by David Falconei 

A 	K ron hot e r K I ette rsh oe for a sure foot! 

Made by Austria's finest craftsman to meet the demands of the 
most discriminating! The Kronhofer Klettershoe, $15.75. Send 
ft nnflina  

for rappelling, unless a 1/4-inch line 

is carried as the second rope for this 

specific purpose. Substituting the 

doubled 9mm introduces the temptation 

to leave behind the second rope which 

would probably be needed in an acci-

dent incapacitating the leader (or in a 

bad rope-jam). This should be fully 

appreciated and the risk weighed be-

fore attaching all the rope to the 

leader. 

John Armitage 

San Jose, Calif. 

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 

(Rock Climbing Editor's Note: Agreed. 

Parties should realize that carrying an 

extra rope prepares them better for 

contingencies, as does carrying a /irst 

aid kit, extra food, bivouac gear, and 

extra pitons. One must make the choice 

between a desire for speed and a de-

sire for safety - on a dangerous moun-

tain, speed might well provide the 

greatest element of safety. Either way 

there are compensations. It is difficult 

to be prepared for speed and contin-

gencies also.) 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
Sierra Club pub! ications, mountains, 
mountaineering, deserts, history of 
California and the West - plus many 
other specialties. New, used and rare. 
Single fine items and libraries bought. 

550 S. Figueroa St., 
Los Angeles 17, California 
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hp  ~PW 
quality equipment 

for alpine sports 
Down Sleeping Bogs and 

accessories 
Down Clothing and Gear 

Reevair Shell Clothing 
and Gear 

Nylon Packs and Sacks 
Light Weight Nylon Tents 
catalog sent on request 

P.O. Box 1081 
(2939 Peak Ave.) 

Boulder, Cob. 80301 

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

BASIC 
NOUNTAINEERING  

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

$2.00 a copy -or quantity rates 

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

HIGHLAND'S OWN DESIGN! 

THE ULTRA-LIGHT "MUIR TRAIL" Nylon Mummy Model 
The "Muir Trail" has the same first class construction found 
in the "HIGHLANDER" and the famous "ALTA" models. The 
"MUIR TRAIL" is a smaller bag, designed for the weight-
conscious backpacker and climber, particularly for those who 
are 5 ft. 10 in. and shorter. For those who are taller, and 
for the stouter user, we suggest the "ALTA" model. 
The "MUIR TRAIL" design is the lightest, yet warmest bag 
of its size that we have yet tested. Full covering hood. 

SPECIFICATIONS: 
Length 6 ft. 6 in. to center of covering hood. Width at top 
2 ft. 4 in. Tapers to oval bottom 15 in. wide. Weight of 
filling 21/2  lbs., total weight 4 lbs. 100% grey goose down. 
Zipper, 30 in. Zipper opening is covered by down-filled 
flap. Walled quilting. Color: fawn or red. Price $72.50 

HIGH LAND OdjE 
3593 EIGHTH STREET RIVERSIDE, CALIFORNIA 
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Letters 
Dear Editor: 

Three of us, members of the Sierra 
Club, climbed Popocatepetl, Orizaba, 
and Ixtacchuitl (in Mexico) in January 
on a trip precipitated by your article 
in last October's issue. We flew from 
Los Angeles on a Friday night and 
spent our first night in a hut on Ixty. 

We carried our own food for the climbs, 
but ate in restaurants otherwise. I had 
a complete physical before, including 
a shot for hepatitis, as recommended 
by my doctor, as well as immigration 
required vaccination for smallpox. I 
also had tetanus and typhoid shots.All 
of us were taking the ARM Formula A 
vitamins sold by Gerry's and tested by 
American Everest team. We had no 
sickness or effects of altitude. We 
attribute this to the vitamins and min-
imum of contact with local food by 
flying down instead of driving. 

John R. Peckham 
Sacramento, Calif. 

*WY A 
SL EEPING 

\ BAI_..-.- 
I /WdI moybe'..o goose 
f docn't sleep in a 

p )/crry sleeping bag— 
/4 	but he sleeps in 

Prime Northern 
Goose Down 
- .S(1fl1(' iliilti.'. 

Se,zd F&r Free Catalo'q 

Dept. 142, Box 910 
Boulder Colorado 



Rocky Mountain Guide Service 
 Mountaineering School, Inc. 

And see God's work and all its awes 
For then I'd know there are no flaws." 
It would seem to be the duty of the 

mountaineering world to provide com-
petent intruction and leadership to 
match the burning desire of youth to 
attain the summit. 

Paul M. Williams 

Seattle, Washington 

THE ALPS ... made in Italy by FABIANO 
Handmade Imported Boots for the Outdoor Man and Woman... U 

.......... 

For Men or Women Siena 
STYLE #91 Brown Italian Suede 	soft 

-5 0 
and 	supple, 	will 	never 5 U __ 0 

$24 95 crack or harden 	For Rock LU 

p U S 
Climbing or H k ng Padded 0 0 0 

'gg 
postage 

Tongue 	and 	Quarter for  LL 
't extreme 	comfort 	at 	the 

Vibram lug ankle. 	 sole.. 
(N 
S/) 

Men s N and L - 
6to14,LadiesNandM— 

.' 
0. .2 

5 	to 	11 	(Sizes 	13 	to 	14 
00 $3 	Extra) 

Shghtly higher in the West 

Quality... 
Design... 
Performance 
You get all three from Cmif Superbly de-
signed offset horizontal and Crack Tack" 
chromoly pitons hold up after many pound-
ings. Rock Climber and Mountaineer ham-
mers are guaranteed one full year. Other 
products too. Write for catalog. 

C_7 Z.__
,Box 2083C Denver, Cob. 80201 
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Dear Editor: 

Seventeen-year-old Loren Howell set 
out with four teen-age boys to climb 
Mt. Garfield on April 15. All of the 
boys were inexperienced, without for-
mal training, and Mt. Garfield is a 

difficult, complex mountain. Loren 
died in a fall down a steep chute. 

The following is a thought-provoking 

poem that Loren wrote when he was 

fifteen years old: 

"MOUNTAINEER 
How I'd like to be a mountaineer 
And climb all summits without fear. 
To ascend a jagged mountain peak 
And look for the land that we all do 

seek. 

Being up there on a cloud up high 
Watching all life's perils go drifting by 
Standing up there on a mountain's crest 
I'd see all life at its best. 

Oh! Just to be a mountaineer 
Climbing those mountains only to peer 

Classified 
Ten cents per word. Payment must be 

enclosed with all orders. 

GUIDE TO MISSISSIPPI PALISADES 
(Savanna, Illinois), $1.00 postpaid. J. 
Kolocotronis, 915 Argyle, Burlington, 
Iovia. 

MOUNT EVEREST, Dhaulagiri, Anna-
puma. Mountain hikes starting from 
Kathmandu. All arrangements made at 
inclusive rates. Bring only your own 
personal clothing and effects. Folder 
by air mail from Colonel James 
Roberts, Mountain Travel, Post Office 
Box 170, Kathmandu, Nepal. 

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

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

Write for free brochure 
P.O. Box 179, Estes Park, Cob. 80517 

ADVENT!jR.E/JI 

Year around wilderness recreation 
for. novice campers or experienced 
outdoorsmen. Brochure. 

Wm. Bird Mounsey: Base Camp 
Box 1012E, Evergreen, Cob. 80439 

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 $36.50, plus postage, made to order 



Climb- 
ers 

really 

develop 

hang-up 
over 
our  

SPIDER 
p 

rock-shoes - 
and why not? people 
tell us it is the 
best kletterschuhe 
ii'oiiiid. 

be the 
first 

T kid on 
your 

block 

to get 

$17.50 ± postage. 

from: THE SKI HUT 
1615 University Ave. 
Berkeley, Calif. 

Write for new Trailwise 
catalog - 
Specialists in climbing 

 backpacking equipment. 

Letters 
Dear Editor: 

While going through some mountain-
eering literature, a rather obvious com-
parison of dates occurred to me. This 
is 1965. One hundred years ago come 
July 14, in 1865 Edward Whymper and 
party were first to ascend Europe's 
Matterhorn. The descent was tragic 
and resulted in a most publicized ac-
count. Since then, worse accidents 
have occurred - more difficult peaks 
have been climbed —mountaineering 
history has grown. This present year 
is an anniversary. I wonder if it could 
be properly observed as such? That is 
my only suggestion—perhaps someone 
else might care to elaborate. 

W. A. Feuerer 
Santa Monica, Calif. 

THE new ULTIMATE TENT 

No other tent is so waterproof, breatha-
ble, roomy, easy to erect, and light 
weight. The Bishop Ultimate Tent uses 
a newly designed Blanchard Draw-Tite 
frame, and is an improved version of 
the tents used on the American Everest 
Expedition. Waterproof fly, breathable 
tent; huge, protected window. 2, 4, 6-
man models. Fitted or flat fly. Frost 
Liner. Write for 16-page brochure. 

BISHOP'S 

ULTIMATE OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT 

6804 Millwood Road 
Bethesda, Maryland 20034 
Telephone: 301 -652-0156 

Dear Editor: 
This rounds up my first year as a 

regular reader of Summit - I had only 
seen occasional copies before—and I 
have been impressed both by its ele-
gance and its warmth. I must now add 
respect for your honesty in publishing 

the letter from Fred Beckey in the 
March issue. Of course, I know so 
prominent a correspondent could not 
be ignored, but you made no excuses, 
either. It is only through this free dia-
logue that growth is possible. 

May you last as long as the moun- 

tains. 
Lytell Barrett 
New York, New York 

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 

SPOR 	~IWT 
951 Foothill Blvd., P.O. Box 626 

La Canada, California 
Send for Free Catalog 
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